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K.  H  E  N  R  Y  VI. 


Vol.  V, 
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Dramatis  Perfonae. 

KING  Henry  VI. 

Humphry  Duke  of  Gloucefter,  1  tt   i       ./  v 

Cardinal  Beauford,  Bp.  of  Winchefter,  \  U"cles  t0  the  KtnS' 
Duke  of  York,  pretending  to  the  Crown. 
Duke  of  Buckingham,  1 

Duke  of  Somerfet,       >  Of  the  King's  Party. 
Duke  of  Suffolk,  ) 

Lord  Clifford,  of  the  King's  Party. 
Lord  Say. 

Lord  Scales,  Governor  of  the  Tower. 
Sir  Humphry  Stafford. 
Young  Stafford,  his  Brother. 
Alexander  Iden,  a  Kentifh  Gentleman. 
Toung  Clifford,  Son  to  the  Lord  Clifford. 

!K  SER  \ s™ » «><  ™<  °f  Y°*- 

Vaux,  A  Sea  Captain,  and  Walter  Whitmore  — -Pirates 
A  Herald. 

Hume  and  Southwel,  two  Priefs. 

Bolingbrook,  an  AJirologer. 

A  Spirit,  attending  on  Jordan  the  Witch, 

Thomas  Horner,  an  Armourer, 

Peter,  his  Man. 

Clerk  of  Chatham. 

Mayor  of  St.  Albans. 

Simpcox,  an  Impofor. 

Jack  Cade,  Bevis,  Michael,  John  Holland,  Dick  the  Butchs?* 
Smith  the  Weaver,  and  federal  others,  Rebels. 

Margaret,  S^ueen  to  King  Henry  VI.  fecretly  in  Love  with  the 

Duke  of  Suffolk. 
Dame  Eleanor,  Wife  to  the  Duke  of  Gloucefter. 
Mother  Jordan,  a  Witch  employ1  d  by  the  Dut chefs  of  Gloucefter, 
Wife  to  Simpcox. 

Petitioners,  Aldermen,  a  Beadle,  Sheriff  and  Officers,  Citizens, 
with  Faulconers,  Guards,  Mejfengers,  and  other  Atten- 
dants. 


The  SCENE  ts  laid  very  difperfedly  in  feveral 
Parts  of  England. 
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King   H  E  N  R  T  VI. 


A  C  T  I.    SCENE  I 

The  P  A  L  A  C  E. 

Flour ijh  of  Trumpets:  then,  Hautboys.  Enter  King 
Henry,  Duke  Humphry,  Salisbury,  Warwick,  and 
Beauford  on  the  one  fide  s  Tie  £>ueen>  Suffolk,  Yorka 
Somerfet,  and  Buckingham  on  the  other. 

Suffolk. 

S  by  your  high  imperial  Majefty 
I  had  in  charge  at  my  depart  from  France^ 
As  procurator  for  your  Excellence, 
To  marry  Princefs  Margaret  for  your 
Grace  ; 

So  in  the  famous  ancient  city,  Tours, 

In  prefence  of  the  Kings  of  France  and  Sicil, 

I  The  fecond  part,  &c]  This  and  the  third  part  were  firffc 
written  under  the  tide  of  the  Contention  of  York  and  Lancafter, 
printed  in  z6co,  but  fmce  vaftly  improved  by  the  Author. 

Mr  Pope* 

z  A$  by  pur  high,  &c.]  Vide  Halt's,  Chronicle,  Fol.  66.  Year 
23.  Ink.  Mr.  Pope. 
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The  dukes  of  Orleans,  Calaber,  Bretaigne,  Alanfon, 
Seven  Earls,  twelve  Barons,  twenty  reverend  Bifhops, 
I  have  performed  my  task,  and  was  efpous'd : 
And  humbly  now  upon  my  bended  knee, 
In  fight  of  England  and  her  lordly  peers 
Deliver  up  my  title  in  the  Queen 

[Prefenting  the  Queen  to  the  King, 
To  your  moft  gracious  hand ;  that  are  the  fubftance 
Of  that  great  fliadow  I  did  reprefent : 
The  happieft  gift  that  ever  Marquifs  gave, 
The  faireft  Queen  that  ever  King  receiv'd. 

K.  Henry.  Suffolk,  arife.  Welcome,  Queen  Margaret-, 
I  can  exprefs  no  kinder  fign  of  love, 
Than  this  kind  kifs.  O  Lord,  that  lend'ft  me  life, 
Lend  me  a  heart  replete  with  thankfulnefs ! 
For  thou  haft  giv'n  me,  in  this  beauteous  face, 
A  world  of  earthly  bleiTmgs  to  my  foul ; 
If  fympathy  of  love  unite  our  thoughts. 

Q^  Mar.  Great  King  of  England,  and  my  gracious 
lord, 

The  mutual  conf'rence  that  my  mind  hath  had, 
By  day,  by  night,  waking,  and  in  my  dreams, 
In  courtly  company,  or  at  my  beads, 
With  you  1  mine  alder- lieveft  Sovereign  ; 
Makes  me  the  bolder  to  falute  my  King 
With  ruder  terms    fuch  as  my  wit  affords, 
And  over-joy  of  heart  doth  minifter. 

K.  Henry.  Her  fight  did  ravifh,  but  her  grace  in 
fpeech, 

Her  words  y-clad  with  wifdom's  majefty, 
Make  me  from  wondring  fall  to  weeping  joys, 
Such  is  the  fulnefs  of  my  heart's  content. 

3  — —  mine  alder-lieveft  Sovereign  ;]  Alder- licvef  is  an  old 
Englifo  word  given  to  him  to  whom  the  fpeaker  is  fupremely  at- 
tached :  Lienjejl  being  the  fuperlative  of  the  comparative,  le<vart 
rather,  from  lief.  So  Hall in  his  Chronicle Henry  Vi,  Folio  12. 
Ryght  byghe  and  mighty  Prince,  and  my  ryght  noble  t  and,  after 
ene,  leveft  lord, 

Lords, 


King  Henry  VI. 

Lords,  with  one  cheerful  voice  welcome  my  Jove. 
All  kneel.  Long  live  Queen  Mar g  ret \  England's  hap- 
pinefs! 

Q.  Mar.  We  thank  you  all  [Flourifh. 

Suff.  My  lord  proteclor,  To  it  pleafe  your  grace, 
Here  are  the  articles  of  contracted  Peace, 
Between  our  Sovereign  and  the  French  King  Charles^ 
For  eighteen  months  concluded  by  conient. 

Glo.  [reads.']  Imprimis,  7/  is  agreed  between  the 
French  King,  Charles,  and  William  de  la  Pole  Mar- 
quifs  of  Suffolk,  Ambaffador  for  Henry  King  of  Eng- 
land, that  the  faid  Henry  Jhall  efpoufe  the  lady  Margaret, 
daughter  unto  Reignier  King  of  Naples,  Sicilia,  and 
Jerufalem,  and  crown  her  Queen  of  England,  ere  the 
thirtieth  of  May  next  enfuing. 

Item.  That  the  Dutchy  of  Anjou,  and  the  Comity  of 
Maine,  fhall  be  releafed  and  delivered  to  the  King  her 
father.  [Lets  fall  the  paper : 

K.  Henry.  Uncle,  how  now  ? 

Glo.  Pardon  me,  gracious  lord  ; 
Some  fudden  qualm  hath  ftruck  me  to  the  heart, 
And  dimm'd  mine  eyes,  that  I  can  read  no  further. 

K.  Henry.  Uncle  of  JVinchefter,  I  pray,  read  on. 

Win.  Item,  That  the  Dutchies  of  Anjou  and  Maine 
fhall  be  releafed  and  delivered  to  the  King  her  father,  and 
Jhe  fent  over  of  the  King  of  England'j  own  proper  cofi 
and  charges,  without  having  any  dowry. 

K  Henry.  They  pleafe  us  well.    Lord  Mirquifs, 
kneel  you  down ; 
We  here  create  thee  the  firft  duke  of  Suffolk, 
And  gird  thee  with  the  fword.    Coufin  of  York, 
We  here  di (charge  your  Grace  from  being  Regent 
Pth'  parts  of  France,  till  term  of  eighteen  months 
Be  full  expir'd.    Thanks,  uncle  Winchefter, 
Glo'fter,  York,  Buckingham,  and  Somerfet, 
Salisbury  and  Warwick 
We  thank  you  for  ail  this  great  favour  done, 
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In  entertainment  to  my  princely  Queen. 
Come,  let  us  in,  and  with  all  fpeed  provide 
To  fee  her  coronation  be  perform'd. 

[Exeunt  King,  Queen,  and  Suffolk, 

SCENE  IL 

Manent  the  reft. 

Glo.  Brave  peers  of  England*  pillars  of  the  ftate, 
To  you  Duke  Humphry  muft  unload  his  grief, 
Your  grief,  the  common  grief  of  all  the  land. 
What !  did  my  brother  Henry  fpend.his  youth, 
His  valour,  coin,  and  people  in  the  wars  ? 
Did  he  fo  often  lodge  in  open  field, 
In  winter's  cold,  and  fummer's  parching  heat, 
To  conquer  France^  his  true  inheritance? 
And  did  my  brother  Bedford  toil  his  wits 
To  keep  by  policy  what  Henry  got  ? 
Have  you  yourfelves,  Somerfet,  Buckingham, 
Brave  York*  and  Salisbury \  victorious  Warwick* 
Receiv'd  deep  fears  in  France  and  Normandy? 
Or  hath  mine  uncle  Beauford^  and  myfelf, 
With  all  the  learned  council  of  the  realm, 
Studied  fo  long,  fat  in  the  council-houfe, 
Early  and  late,  debating  to  and  fro, 
How  France  and  Frenchmen  might  be  kept  in  awe, 
And  was  his  Highnefs  in  his  infancy 
Crowned  in  Paris,  in  defpight  of  foes  ? 
And  fhall  thefe  labours  and  thefe  honours  die  ! 
Shall  Henry's  Conqueft,  Bedford's  vigilance, 
Your  deeds  of  war,  and  all  our  counfel  die  ! 
O  peers  of  England,  fhameful  is  this  league, 
Fatal  this  marriage ;  cancelling  your  fame, 
Blotting  your  names  from  books  of  memory ; 
Razing  the  characters  of  your  renown, 
Defacing  monuments  of  conquer'd  France, 
Undoing  all,  as  all  had  never  been, 


King  Henry  VL 

Car.  Nephew,  what  means  this  paflionate  difcourie? 
This  peroration  with  fuch  circumftances  ? 
For  France^  'tis  ours ;  and  we  will  keep  it  ftill. 

Glo.  Ay,  uncle,  we  will  keep  it  if  we  can  ; 
But  now  it  is  impoflible  we  fhould. 
Suffolk,  the  new-made  Duke  that  rules  the  roaft, 
Hath  giv'n  the  dutchy  of  Anjou  and  Maine 
Unto  the  poor  King  Reignier,  whofe  large  ftyle 
Agrees  not  with  the  leannefs  of  his  purfe. 

Sal.  Now,  by  the  death  of  him  who  dy'd  for  all, 
Thefe  counties  were  the  keys  of  Normandy : 
But  wherefore  weeps  Warwick,  my  valiant  fon? 

War.  For  grief  that  they  are  pad  recovery. 
For  were  there  hope  to  conquer  them  again, 
My  fword  fhould  lhed  hot  blood,  mine  eyes  no  tears, 
Anjou  and  Maine!  myfelf  did  win  them  both: 
Thofe  provinces  thefe  arms  of  mine  did  conquer, 
And  are  the  cities,  that  I  got  with  wounds, 
Delivered  up  again  with  peaceful  words  ? 

York.  For  Suffolk's  Duke,  may  he  be  fuffocate, 
That  dims  the  honour  of  this  warlike  ifle! 
France  fhould  have  torn  and  rent  my  very  heart, 
Before  I  would  have  yielded  to  this  league. 
I  never  read,  but  England's  Kings  have  had 
Large  fums  of  gold,  and  dowries  with  their  wives: 
And  our  King  Henry  gives  away  his  own, 
To  match  with  her  that  brings  no  vantages. 

Glo.  A  proper  jeft,  and  never  heard  before, 
That  Suffolk  fhould  demand  a  whole  fifteenth, 
For  coft  and  charges  in  tranfporting  her; 
She  fnould  have  {laid  in  France^  and  ftarv'd  mFrance^ 
Before  

Car.  My  lord  of  Glo'fter,  now  ye  grow  too  hot: 
It  was  the  pleafure  of  my  lord  the  King. 

Glo.  My  lord  of  V/inckefter,  1  know  your  mind. 
'Tis  not  my  fpeeches  that  you  do  miflike. 
But  'tis  my  preience  that  doth  trouble  you. 
Rancour  will  out,  proud  prelate  \  in  thy  face, 
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I  fee  thy  fury :  if  1  longer  (ray, 

We  mall  begin  our  ancient  bickerings. 

Lordings,  farewel;  and  fay,  when  1  am  gone, 

I  prophefy'd,  France  will  be  loft  ere  long.  [Exit. 

Car.  So,  there  goes  our  protector  in  a  rage : 
*Tis  known  to  you,  he  is  mine  enemy  : 
Nay  more,  an  enemy  unto  you  all ; 
And  no  great  friend,  I  fear  me,  to  the  King. 
Confider,  lords,  he  is  the  next  of  blood, 
And  heir  apparent  to  the  Englifh  crown. 
Had  Henry  got  an  empire  by  his  marriage, 
4  And  all  the  wealthy  kingdoms  of  the  eaft, 
There's  reafon  he  Ihould  be  difpleas'd  at  it 
Look  to  it,  lords,  let  not  his  Imoothing  words, 
Bewitch  your  hearts;  be  wife  and  circumfpect. 
What  though  the  common  people  favour  him, 
Calling  him  Humphry  *  the  good  Duke  of  Glo'Iier, 
Clapping  their  hands  and  crying  with  loud  voice, 
Jefu  maintain  your  royal  excellence! 
With,  God  prefer ve  the  good  Duke  Humphry! 
I  fear  me,  lords,  for  all  this  flattering  glofs, 
He  will  be  found  a  dangerous  protedtor. 

Buck,  Why  fhould  he  then  protect  our  fovereign. 
He  being  of  age  to  govern  of  himfelf  ? 
Coufin  of  Somerfet,  join  you  with  me. 
And  akogether  with  the  Duke  of  Suffolk^ 
We'll  quickly  hoiil  Duke  Humphry  from  his  feat. 

Car.  This  weighty  bufinefs  will  not  brook  delay. 
HI  to  the  Duke  of  Suffolk  prefently.  [fiftft 

Som.  Coufin  of  Buckingham,  though  Humphry  h  pride 
And  greatnefsof  his  place  be  grief  to  us. 
Yet  let  us  watch  the  haughty  Cardinal : 
His  infolence  is  more  intolerable 
Than  all  the  princes  in  the  land  bcnde  : 
If  Glo'Jler  be  difplac'd,  he'll  be  pcotjc&br, 

4  And  all  the  wealthy  kingdcrtu  if  the  WEST,]  certain}/ 
^hake/tear  wrote  east. 

Buck., 
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Buck.  Or  Somerfet^  or  I,  will  be  protestor, 
Defpight  Duke  Humphry 3  or  the  Cardinal. 

[Ex.  Buckingham  and  Somerfet. 

Sal.  Pride  went  before,  ambition  follows  him. 
While  thefe  do  labour  for  their  own  preferment, 
Behoves  it  us  to  labour  for  the  realm. 
I  never  faw,  but  Humphry  Duke  of  Glo'Jler 
Did  bear  him  like  a  noble  gentleman  : 
Oft  have  I  feen  the  haughty  Cardinal 
More  like  a  foldier,  than  a  man  o'ch'  church, 
As  ftout  an£  proud  as  he  were  lord  of  all, 
Swear  like  a  ruffian,  and  demean  himfelf 
Unlike  the  ruler  of  a  common-weal. 
Warwick  my  fon,  the  comfort  of  my  age ! 
Thy  deeds,  thy  plainnefs,  and  thy  houle-keeping, 
Have  won  the  greateft  favour  of  the  commons, 
Excepting  none  but  good  Duke  Humphry. 
And  brother  Fork,  thy  acls  in  Ireland, 
In  bringing  them  to  civil  difcipline  ; 
Thy  late  exploits  done  in  the  heart  of  France, 
"When  thou  wert  regent  for  our  fovereign, 
Have  made  thee  fear'd  and  honour'd  of  the  people. 
Join  we  together  for  the  publick  good, 
in  what  we  can,  to  bridle  and  fupprefs 
The  pride  of  Suffolk,  and  the  Cardinal, 
With  Somerfefs  and  Buckingham's  ambition  ; 
And,  as  we  may,  cherifh  Duke  Humphry1 s  deeds, 
While  they  do  tend  the  profit  of  the  land. 

War.  So  God  help  Warwick,  as  he  loves  the  land, 
And  common  profit  of  his  country! 

Tcrk.  And  io  fays  Torky  for  he  hath  greateft  caufe. 

[Afide. 

Sal.  Then  let's  make  hade,  and  look  unto  the  main. 

War.  Unto  the  main  r  Oh  father,  Maine  is  loft  •, 
That  Maine,  which  by  main  force  Warwick  did  win, 
And  would  have  kept,  fo  long  as  breath  did  laft  : 

Main 
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Main  chance,  father,  you  meant ;  but  I  meant  Maine^ 
Which  I  will  win  from  France,  or  elfe  be  (lain. 

[E.w  Warwick  and  Salisbury. 

SCENE  III. 

Manet  York. 

York.  Anjou  and  Maine  are  given  to  the  French  ; 
'Paris  is  Joft  ;  the  ftate  of  Normandy 
Stands  on  a  tickle  point,  now  they  are  gone : 
Suffolk  concluded  on  the  articles, 
The  peers  agreed,  and  Henry  was  well  pleas'd 
To  change  two  dukedoms  for  a  duke's  fair  daughter, 
I  cannot  blame  them  all,  what  is't  to  them  ? 
*Tis  thine  they  give  away,  and  not  their  own. 
Pirates  may  make  cheap  pennyworths  of  their  pillage. 
And  purchafe  friends,  and  give  to  courtezans, 
Still  revelling,  like  lords,  till  all  begone: 
While  as  the  filly  owner  of  the  goods 
WTeeps  over  them,  and  wrings  his  haplefs  hands, 
And  makes  his  head,  and  trembling  Hands  aloof. 
While  all  is  fhar'd,  and  all  is  borne  away  ; 
Ready  to  flarve,  and  dares  not  touch  his  own. 
So  York  muft  fit,  and  fret,  and  bite  his  tongue, 
While  his  own  lands  are  bargain'd  for,  and  fold. 
Methinks,  the  realms  of  England,  France,  and  Ireland \ 
Bear  that  proportion  to  my  rlefh  and  blood, 
As  did  the  fatal  brand  Allhea  burnt, 
Unto  the  prince's  heart  of  Calydon. 
Anjou  and  Maine,  both  giv'n  unto  the  French ! 
Cold  news  for  me:  for  1  had  hope  of  France, 
Ev'n  as  I  have  of  fertile  England's  foil. 
A  day  will  come,  when  York  fhall  claim  his  own  ; 
And  therefore  I  will  take  the  Nevills'  parts, 
And  make  a  ftiew  of  love  to  proud  Duke  Humphry, 
And,  when  I  fpy  advantage,  claim  the  Crown 5 
For  that's  the  golden  mark  I  leek  to  hit. 

Nor 


King  Henry  VI.  1 1 

Nor  fh all  proud  Lancafter  ufurp  my  right, 

Nor  hold  the  fcepter  in  his  childifh  fift, 

Nor  wear  the  diadem  upon  his  head, 

Whofe  church-like  humour  fits  not  for  a  Crown. 

Then,  Tork,  be  ftill  a  while,  till  time  do  ferve : 

Watch  thou,  and  wake  when  others  be  afleep, 

To  pry  into  the  fecrets  of  the  State ; 

Till  Henry \  furfeiting  in  joys  of  love, 

W  ith  his  new  bride,  and  England's  dear-bought  Queen, 

And  Humphry  with  the  Peers  be  fall'n  at  jars. 

Then  will  I  raife  aloft  the  milk-white  Rofe, 

With  whofe  fweet  fmell  the  air  fhall  be  perfum'd  ; 

And  in  my  Standard  bear  the  arms  of  Tork9 

To  grapple  with  the  houfe  of  Lancafter  •, 

And,  force  perforce,  I'll  make  him  yield  the  Crown, 

Whofe  bookifh  Rule  hath  pull'd  fair  England  down. 

[Exit  York. 

SCENE  IV. 
Changes  to  the  Duke  of  Gloucefler'j  Houfe. 

Enter  Duke  Humphry,  and  his  Wife  Eleanor. 

£te.TI7HY  droops  my  lord,  like  over-ripen'd 

VV  corn 
Hanging  the  head  with  Ceres*  plenteous  load  ? 
Why  doth  the  great  Duke  Humphry  knit  his  brows, 
As  frowning  at  the  favours  of  the  world  ? 
Why  are  thine  eyes  fixt  to  the  fullen  earth, 
Gazing  at  that  which  feems  to  dim  thy  fight? 
What  ieeft  thou  there  ?  King  Henry's  Diadem, 
Inchas'd  with  all  the  honours  of  the  world? 
If  fo,  gaze  on,  and  grovel  on  thy  face, 
Until  thy  head  be  circled  with  the  fame. 
Put  forth  thy  hand,  reach  at  the  glorious  Gold  : 
What!  is't  too  fhort  ?  I'll  lengthen  it  with  mine. 
And,  having  both  together  heav'd  it  up, 

We'll 
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We'll  both  together  lift  our  heads  to  heaven : 

And  never  more  abafe  our  fight  fo  low, 

As  to  vouchfafe  one  glance  unto  the  ground. 

Glo.  O  Nell,  fweet  Nell,  if  thou  doft  love  thy  lord, 
Banilh  the  canker  of  ambitious  thoughts  : 
And  may  that  thought,  when  I  imagine  111 
Againft  my  King  and  nephew,  virtuous  Henry^ 
Be  my  laft  Breathing  in  this  mortal  world ! 
My  troublous  dreams  this  night  do  make  me  lad. 

Elean.  What  dream'd  my  lord  ?  tell  me,  and  PIS 
requite  it 

With  fweet  rehearfal  of  my  morning's  dream. 

Glo.  Methought,  this  Staff,  mine  office- badge  in 
Court, 

Was  broke  in  twain  ;  by  whom  I  have  forgot ; 

But,  as  I  think,  it  was  by  th'  Cardinal ; 

And,  on  the  pieces  of  the  broken  wand, 

Were  plac'd  the  heads  of  Edmund  Duke  of  Somerfet, 

And  William  de  la  Pole  firft  Duke  of  Suffolk. 

This  was  the  dream ;  what  it  doth  bode,  God  knows. 

Elean.  Tut,  this  was  nothing  but  an  argument, 
That  he,  that  breaks  a  (lick  of  Glo'Jler's  grove, 
Shall  lofe  his  head  for  his  Prefumption. 
But  lift  to  me,  my  Humphry,  my  fweet  Duke: 
Methought,  I  fat  in  feat  of  Majefty, 
In  the  Cathedral  church  of  Weftminfter, 
And  in  that  Chair  where  Kings  and  Queens  were 
crown'd  j 

Where  Henry  and  Margaret  kneel'd  to  me, 
And  on  my  head  did  fet  the  Diadem. 

Glo.  Nay,  Eleanor,  then  muft  I  chide  outright: 
Prefumptuous  Dame,  ill-nurrur'd  Eleanor, 
Art  thou  not  fecond  woman  in  the  Realm, 
And  the  Protector's  wife,  belov'd  of  him? 
Haft  thou  not  worldly  pleafure  at  command, 
Above  the  reach  or  compafs  of  thy  thought: 
And  wilt  thou  ftifi  be  hammering  treachery, 
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To  tumble  down  thy  husband,  and  thyfelf, 
From  top  of  honour  to  difgrace's  feet  ? 
Away  from  me,  and  let  me  hear  no  more. 

Elean.  What,  what!  my  lord  !  are  you  fo  chokrick 
With  Eleanor,  for  telling  but  her  dream? 
Next  time,  Til  keep  my  dreams  unto  myfelf, 
And  not  be  check'd. 

Glo.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  I  am  pleas'd  again. 

Enter  Mejfenger* 

Meff.  My  lord  Prote&or,  'tis  his  Highnefs*  pleafure, 
You  do  prepare  to  ride  unto  Sc.  Albans, 
Whereas  the  King  and  Queen  do  mean  to  hawk. 

Glo.  I  go:  come,  Nell,  thou  wilt  ride  with  us? 

[Exit  Gloucefter, 

Elean.  Yes,  my  good  lord,  Til  follow  prelently. 
Follow  1  muft,  I  cannot  go  before, 
While  Glo'Jler  bears  this  bafe  and  humble  mind. 
Were  I  a  man,  a  Duke,  and  next  of  blood, 
1  would  remove  thefe  tedious  ftumbling-blocks ; 
And  fmooth  my  way  upon  their  head le Is  necks. 
And  being  a  woman,  I  will  not  be  flack 
To  play  my  part  in  Fortune's  pageant. 
Where  are  you  there?  Sir  John;  nay,  fear  not,  ma  .. 
We  are  alone    here's  none  but  thee  and  I, 

Enter  Hume, 

Hume.  Jefus  preferve  your  Royal  Majefty  ! 
Elean.  What  fay'ft  thou  ?  Majefty  ?  I  am  but  Grace, 
Hume.  But  by  the  grace  of  God,  and  Hume's  advice,. 
Your  Grace's  title  fhall  be  mukiply'd. 

Elean.  What  fay'ft  thou,  man  ?  haft  thou  as  yet 
conferr'd 

With  Margery  Jordan,  the  cunning  witch ; 
And  Roger  Bolinghrook  the  conjurer, 
And  will  they  undertake  to  do  me  good  ? 

Hume. 
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Hume.  This  they  have  promiied  to  ihew  your 
Highnefs 

A  Spirit  rais'd  from  depth  of  under-ground, 
That  fliall  make  anfvver  to  fueh  queftions, 
As  by  your  Grace  fhall  be  propounded  him. 

Elean.  It  is  enough,  Til  think  upon  the  queftions  : 
When  from  St  Albans  we  do  make  return, 
Well  fee  thofe  things  effected  to  the  full. 
Here,  Hume,  take  this  reward ;  make  merry,  man, 
With  thy  confederates  in  this  weighty  caufe. 

[Exit  Eleanor. 

Hume.  Hume  muft  make  merry  with  the  Dutchefs* 
gold  : 

Marry,  and  fhalh  but  how  now,  Sir  John  Hume? 

Seal  up  your  lips,  and  give  no  words,  but  mum! 

The  bufinefs  asketh  filent  fecrecy. 

Dame  Eleanor  gives  gold  to  bring  the  witch  ; 

Gold  cannot  come  amifs,  were  Ihe  a  devil. 

Yet  have  I  gold,  flies  from  another  coaft : 

I  dare  not  fay  from  the  rich  Cardinal, 

And  from  the  great  and  new-made  Duke  of  Suffolk  \ 

Yet  I  do  find  it  fo :  for  to  be  plain, 

They  (knowing  Dame  Eleanor's  afpiring  humour) 

Have  hired  me  to  undermine  the  Dutchels ; 

And  buz  thefe  conjurations  in  her  brain. 

They  fay,  a  crafty  knave  does  need  no  broker ; 

Yet  am  I  Suffolk's,  and  the  Cardinal's,  broker. 

Hume>  if  you  take  not  heed,  you  fhall  go  near 

To  call  them  both  a  pair  of  crafty  knaves. 

Well,  fo  it  ft ands ;  and  thus  I  fear  at  laft, 

Hume's  knavery  will  be  the  Dutchefs'  wreck, 

And  her  Attainture  will  be  Humphry's  Fall  : 

Sort  how  it  will,  I  fhall  have  gold  for  all.  [Exit, 
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SCENE  V. 

Changes  to  an  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  three  or  four  Petitioners,  Peter  the  Armourer's 
man  being  one. 

I  Pet.  ]\/r  Y  matters,  let's  ftand  clofe  ;  my  lord  Pro- 
-1  *  A  teclor  will  come  this  way  by  and  by,  and 
then  we  may  deliver  our  fupplications  in  the  quill. 

2  Pet.  Marry,  the  Lord  protect  him,  for  he's  a 
good  man,  Jefu  blefs  him! 

Enter  Suffolk,  and  Queen. 

1  Pet.  Here  a'  comes,  methinks,  and  the  Queen 
with  him:  I'll  be  the  firft,  fure. 

2  Pet.  Come  back,  fool,  this  is  the  Duke  of  Suf- 
folk, and  not  my  lord  Protector. 

Suf.  How  now,  fellow,  would'ft  any  thing  with 
me? 

i  Pet.  I  pray,  my  lord,  pardon  me  3  I  took  ye 
for  my  lord  Protector. 

Q^  Mar.  To  my  lord  Protestor,  [reading]  Are  your 
fupplications  to  his  lordlhip?  let  me  fee  them  \  what 
is  thine? 

1  Pet.  Mine  is,  an't  pleafe  your  Grace,  againfty<?£« 
Goodman,  my  lord  Cardinal's  man,  for  keeping  my 
houfe  and  lands,  and  wife,  and  all  from  me. 

Suf.  Thy  wife  too  r  that's  fome  wrong,  indeed. 
What's  yours?  what's  here?  [Reads.']  Againft the  Duki 
of  Suffolk,  for  inclofing  the  Commons  of  Long  Melford. 
How  now,  Sir  Knave? 

2  Pet.  Alas,  Sir,  I  am  but  a  poor  petitioner  of 
our  whole  Townfnip. 

Suf.  [reads.]  Againft  my  mafter,  Thomas  Horner, 
for  faying,  that  the  D  *ke  of  York  tsgas  rightful  heir  to 
the  Crown. 
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Q^Mar.  What!  did  the  Duke  of  York  fay,  he 
was  rightful  heir  to  the  Crown  \ 

Peter.  That  my  matter  was  ?  no,  forfooth  ;  my  ma- 
tter laid,  that  he  was;  and  that  the  King  was  an 

ufurper. 

Suf.  Who  is  there?— -Take  this  fellow  in,  and 
fend  for  his  matter  with  a  purfuivant,  prefently  \  we'll 
hear  more  of  your  ma::er  before  the  King. 

[Exit  P eter  guarded. 

Q^Mcr.  And  as  for  you,  that  love  to  be  protected 
Under  the  wings  of  our  Protector's  Grace, 
Begin  your  fuits  anew,  and  fue  to  him. 

[Tears  the  fa  plications \ 
Away,  bafe  cullions :  Suffolk,  let  them  go. 

Ad.  Come,  let's  be  gone.       [Exeunt  Petitioner*. 

Q^Mar.  My  lord  of  Suffolk,  fay,  is  this  the  guife  I 
Is  this  the  fafhion  in  the  Court  of  England? 
Is  this  the  Government  of  Britain's  ifle? 
And  this  the  royalty  of  Albion's  King? 
What'  fhall  King  Henry  be  a  Pupil  ftill, 
Under  the  furly  Gic'fter's  governance? 
Am  I  a  Qjeen  in  title  and  in  ttyle, 
And  mutt  be  made  a  Subject  to  a  Duke  ? 
I  tell  thee,  Pole,  when  in  the  city  Tours 
Thou  ran'ft  a-tilt  in  honour  of  my  love, 
x^nd  ttoi'ftaway  the  ladies1  hearts  of  France \ 
I  thought,  King  Henry  had  refembled  thee 
In  courage,  courtfhip,  and  proportion  : 
Bjc  all  his  mind  is  bent  to  holinefs, 
To  number  Ave  Maries  on  his  beads ; 
His  champions  are  the  Prophets  and  Apottles: 
His  weapons  holy  Saws  of  facred  Writ  j 
His  ttudy  is  his  tilt-yard  ;  and  his  loves 
Are  brazen  images  of  canoniz'd  faints. 
I  would,  the  College  of  the  Cardinals 
Would  chufe  him  Pope,  and  carry  him  to  Rome, 
And  fct  the  triple  Crown  upon  his  head  -> 

That 
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That  were  a  ftate  fit  for  his  hoJinefs! 

Suft  Madam,  be  patient    as  I  was  the  caufe 
Your  Hjghrtefs  came  to  England,  io  will  I 
In  England  work  your  Grace's  full  content. 

Q.  Mar.  Befide  the  proud  Prote&or,  have  we  Beauford 
Th*  imperious  Churchman  ;  Scmerfet,  Buckingham , 
And  grumbling  Turk  ;  and  not  the  lead  of  thele 
But  can  do  more  in  England,  than  the  King. 

Srf.  And  he  of  thele,  that  can  do  moft  of  all, 
Cannot  do  more  in  England  than  the  Nevills  j 
Salisbury  and  Warwick  are  no  fimple  Peers. 

Q^Mar.  Not  all  thefe  lords  do  vex  me  half  fomuch3 
As  that  proud  Dame,  the  lord  Protector's  wife  : 
She  fweeps  it  through  the  Court  with  troops  of  ladiesa 
More  like  an  Emprefs  than  Duke  Humphry's  wife, 
Strangers  in  Court  do  take  her  for  the  Queen  $ 
She  bears  a  Duke's  revenues  on  her  back, 
And  in  her  heart  fhe  fcorns  our  poverty. 
Shall  I  not  live  to  be  aveng'd  on  her  ? 
Contemptuous,  bafe-born,  Callot  as  fhe  is, 
She  vaunted  'mongft  her  minions  t'other  day, 
The  very  train  of  her  word  wearing  gown 
Was  better  worth  than  all  my  father's  lands ; 
Till  Suffolk  gave  two  Dukedoms  for  his  daughter ! 
Suf.  Madam,  myfelf  have  lim'd  a  bufh  for  her,  ' 

And  plac'd  a  quire  of  fuch  enticing  birds, 

That  fhe  will  light  to  Men  to  their  lays ; 

And  never  mount  to  trouble  you  again. 

So,  let  her  red;  and,  Madam,  lilt  tome$ 

For  I  am  bold  to  counfel  you  in  this ; 

Although  we  fancy  not  the  Cardinal, 

Yet  mutt  we  join  with  him  and  with  the  lords, 

Till  we  have  brought  Duke  Humphry  in  difgrace* 

As  for  the  Duke  of  Tork,  this  late  complaint 

"Will  make  but  little  for  his  benefit. 

So,  one  by  one,  we'll  weed  them  all  at  Jaft  ; 

And  you  yourlelf  mall  fteer  the  happy  Realm. 
Vol.  V,  C  SCENE 
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to  them  enter  King  Henry,  Duke  Humphry,  Cardinal^ 
Buckingham,  York,  Salisbury,  Warwick,  and  the 
Dutchefs  of  Gloucefter. 

K.  Henry.  For  my  part,  noble  Lords,  I  care  not 
which, 

Or  Somerfet^  or  York,  all's  one  to  me. 

Tork.  If  York  have  ill  demean'd  himfelf  in  France, 
Then  let  him  bedeny'd  the  Regentfhip. 

Som.  If  Somerfet  be  unworthy  of  the  Place, 
Let  York  be  Regent,  I  will  yield  to  him. 

War.  Whether  your  Grace  be  worthy,  yea  or  no, 
Difpute  not  that  •,  York  is  the  worthier. 

Car,  Ambitious  Warwick,  let  thy  Betters  fpeak. 

War.  The  Cardinal's  not  my  better  in  the  field. 

Buck,  All  in  this  Prefence  are  thy  betters,  Warwick. 

War.  Warwick  may  live  to  be  the  beft  of  all. 

Sal.  Peace,  Son ;  and  mew  fome  reafon,  Buckingham, 
Why  Somerfet  mould  be  preferr'd  in  this. 

Ol  Mar.  Becaufe  the  King,  forfooth,  will  have  it  fo, 

Glo.  Madam,  the  King  is  old  enough  himfelf 
To  give  his  Cenfure :  thefe  are  no  woman's  matters. 
Mar.  If  he  be  old  enough,  what  needs  your 
Grace 

To  be  Protector  of  his  Excellence  ? 

Glo.  Madam,  I  am  Protector  of  the  Realm, 
And,  at  his  Pleafure,  will  refign  my  Place. 

Suf.  Refign  it  then,  and  leave  thine  infolence. 
Since  thou  wert  King,  ( as  who  is  King,  but  thou  ?) 
The  Common-wealth  hath  daily  run  to  wreck. 
The  Dauphin  hath  prevail'd  beyond  the  feas, 
And  all  the  Peers,  and  Nobles  of  the  Realm, 
Have  been  as  bond- men  to  thy  fov'reignty. 

Car.  The  Commons  haft  thou  rack'd  ;  the  Clergy's 
bags 

Are 


King  Henry  VL 

Are  lank  and  lean  with  thy  extortions. 

Som.  Thy  fumptuous  buildings,  and  thy  wife's 
attire, 

Have  coft  a  mafs  of  publick  treafury. 

Buck.  Thy  cruelty  in  execution 
Upon  offenders  hath  exceeded  law; 
And  left  thee  to  the  mercy  of  the  law. 

Mar.  Thy  fale  of  offices  and  towns  in  France '3 
If  they  were  known,  as  the  fufpecl:  is  great, 
Would  make  thee  quickly  hop  without  thy  head. 

[Exit  Glo* 

Give  me  my  fan  ;  what,  minion  ?  can  ye  not?  ; 

[She  gives  the  Dut chefs  a  box  on  the  ear. 
I  cry  you  mercy,  Madam ;  was  it  you  ? 

Elean.  Was't  I  ?  yea,  I  it  was,  proud  French-woman? 
Could  I  come  near  your  beauty  with  my  nails3 
I'd  fet  my  ten  commandments  in  your  face. 

K.  Henry.  Sweet  aunt,  be  quiet}  'twas  again  ft  her 
will. 

Elean.  A  gain  ft  her  will,  good  King  ?  look  to't  in 
time, 

She'll  hamper  thee  and  dandle  thee  like  a  baby : 
Though  in  this  place  moft  Mafter  wears  no  breeches, 
She  mail  not  ftrike  Dame  Eleanor  unrevenged. 

[Exit  Eleanor* 
Buck.  Lord  Cardinal,  I'll  follow  Eleanor, 
And  liften  after  Humphry,  how  he  proceeds : 
She's  tickled  now,  her  fume  can  need  no  fpursj 
She'll  gallop  faft  enough  to  her  deftru&ion. 

[Exit  Buckingham,, 

SCENE  VII. 

Re- enter  Duke  Humphry. 

Glo.  Now,  lords,  my  choler  being  over-blown 
With  walking  once  about  the  Quadrangle, 
I  come  to  talk  of  commonwealth  affairs, 
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As  for  your  fpightful  falfe  objections, 
Prove  them,  and  I  lye  open  to  the  law. 
But  God  in  mercy  deal  fo  with  my  foul, 
As  I  in  duty  love  my  King  and  Country  ! 
But  to  the  matter  that  we  have  in  hand : 
I  fay,  my  Sovereign,  Tork  is  meeteft  man 
To  be  your  Regent  in  the  Realm  of  France. 

Suf.  Before  we  make  election,  give  me  leave 
To  mew  fome  reafon  of  no  little  force, 
That  Tork  is  moil  unmeet  of  any  man. 

Tork.  I'll  tell  thee,  Suffolk,  why  I  am  unmeet: 
Firft,  for  I  cannot  flatter  thee  in  pride ; 
Next,  if  I  be  appointed  for  the  Place, 
My  lord  of  Somerfet  will  keep  me  here 
Without  difcharge,  mony  or  furniture, 
Till  France  be  won  into  the  Dauphin's  hands, 
Laft  time,  I  dane'd  attendance  on  his  will, 
Till  Paris  was  befieg'd,  faminVd  and  loft. 

War.  That  I  can  witnefs,  and  a  fouler  fact 
Did  never  traitor  in  the  land  commit. 

Suf.  Peace,  head-ftrong  Warwick. 

War.  Image  of  pride,  why  mould  I  hold  my  peace! 

Enter  Horner  the  Armourer,  and  his  Man  Peter, 
guarded. 

Suf.  Becaufe  here  is  a  man  accus'd  of  treafon  : 
Pray  God,  the  Duke  of  Tork  excufe  himfelf ! 

Tork.  Doth  any  one  accufe  Tork  for  a  traitor  ? 

K.Henry.  What  mean'ft  thou,  Suffolk ?  tell  me* 
•  what  are  thefe  ? 

Suf.  Pleafe  it  your  Majefty,  this  is  the  man, 
That  doth  accufe  his  matter  of  high  treafon  : 
His  words  were  thefe ;  **  that  Richard  Duke  of  Tork 
*c  Was  rightful  heir  unto  the  Englifh  Crown  \ 
<c  And  that  your  Majefty  was  an  ufurper. 

K.  Hen.  Say,  man  \  were  thefe  thy  words? 

Arm, 
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Arm.  An't  mall  pleafe  your  Majefty,  I  never  faid 
nor  thought  any  fuch  matter :  God  is  my  witnefs,  I 
am  falfly  accus'd  by  the  villain. 

Pet.  By  thefe  ten  bones,  my  lord,  he  did  fpeak 
them  to  me  in  the  garret  one  night,  as  we  were 
fcow'ring  my  lord  of  York's  armour. 

York.  Bale  dunghil  villain,  and  mechanical, 
I'll  have  thy  head  for  this  thy  traitor's  fpeech : 
I  do  befeech  your  royal  Majefty, 
L^t  him  have  all  the  rigor  of  the  Law. 

Arm.  Alas,  my  lord,  hang  me,  if  ever  I  fpake 
the  words.  My  accufer  is  my  prentice,  and  when  I 
did  correct  him  for  his  fault  the  other  day,  he  did 
vow  upon  his  knees  he  would  be  even  with  me.  I 
have  good  witnefs  of  this;  therefore,  I  befeech  your 
Majefty  do  not  caft  away  an  honed  man  for  a  villain's 
accufation. 

K.  Henry.  Uncle,  what  fhall  we  fay  to  this  in  Law? 

Glo.  This  doom,  my  lord,  if  I  may  judge: 
Let  Somerfet  be  Regent  o'er  the  French^ 
Becaufe  in  York  this  breeds  fufpicion. 
And  let  thefe  have  a  day  appointed  them 
For  fmgle  Combat  in  convenient  place  ; 
For  he  hath  witnefs  of  his  fervant's  malice. 
This  is  the  law,  and  this  Duke  Humphry's  doom. 

K.  Henry.  Then  be  it  fo  :  My  Lord  of  Somerfet , 
We  make  your  Grace  Regent  over  the  French. 

Som.  1  humbly  thank  your  royal  Majefty. 

Arm.  And  I  accept  the  Combat  willingly. 

Peter.  Alas,  my  lord,  I  cannot  fight;  for  God's 
fake,  pity  my  cafe;  the  fpight  of  Man  prevaileth 
againft  me.  O  lord,  have  mercy  upon  me!  I  fhall 
never  be  able  to  fight  a  blow  :  O  lord,  my  heart! — 

Glo.  Sirrah,  or  you  muft  fight,  or  elfe  be  hang'd. 

K.  Henry.  Away  with  them  to  prifon  ;  and  the 
day  of  Combat  fhall  be  the  laft  of  the  next  month. 
Come,  Somerfet,  we'll  fee  thee  fent  away. 

[Flour ifh.  Exeunt. 
C  3  SCENE 
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SCENE  VIII. 

The  Witch's  Cave. 

Enter  Mother  Jordan,  Hume,  Southwel,  and 
Bolingbrook. 

fc.POME,  my  mafters;  the  Duchefs,  I  tell 
you,  expects  performance  of  your  promiles. 

Boling.  Mafter  Hume,  we  are  therefore  provided  : 
will  her  ladyfhip  behold  and  hear  our  exorcifms? 

Hume.  Ay,  what  elfe  ?  fear  not  her  courage. 

Boling.  I  have  heard  her  reported  to  be  a  woman 
of  an  invincible  fpirit;  but  it  ihall  be  convenient, 
Mafter  Hume,  that  you  be  by  her  aloft,  while  we  be 
bufy  below  ;  and  fo  1  pray  you,  go  in  God's  name, 
and  leave  us.  [Exit  Hume.]  Mother  Jordan,  be 
proflrate  and  grovel  on  the  earth  *,  John  Southwel, 
read  you3  and  let  us  to  our  work. 

Enter  Eleanor,  above. 

Eleana  Well  laid,  my  mafter s,  and  welcome  to  alh 
to  this  geer,  the  fooner  the  better. 

Boling.  Patience,  good  lady :  wizards  know  their 
times. 

5  Deep  night,  dark  night,  the  filent  of  the  night, 

The  time  of  night  when  Troy  was  fet  on  fire, 

The  time,  when  fcreech-owls  cry,  and  ban-dogs  howl  \ 

5  Deep  night,  dark  night,  the  filent  of  the  night.]  The  filent 
of  the  night  is  a  claflical  exprcflion;  and  means  an  inter  lunar 

night.  Amica  filentia    Luna.      So  Pliny,    Inter  omnes 

<verh  con-venit,  utilijjime  in  coitu  ejus  fiemi,  quern  diem  alii  in- 
terlunii,  alii  filentis  Luna  appellant.  Lib.  xvi.  cap.  39.  In  imi- 
tation of  this  language,  Milton  fays, 

The  Sun  to  me  is  dark 

And  filent  as  the  Moon, 

When  /he  dcferts  the  night, 

Hid  in  her  vacant  inteilunar  Cave. 

When 
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When  fpirits  walk,  and  ghofts  break  up  their  graves; 
That  time  beft  fits  the  work  we  have  in  hand. 
Madam,  fit  you,  and  fear  not ;  whom  we  raife, 
We  will  make  faft  within  a  hollow'd  verge. 

[Here  they  perform  the  Ceremonies,  and  make  the  cir~ 
cle\  Bolingbrook  or  Southwel  reads,  Conjuro 
te,  &c.  It  thunders  and  lightens  terribly,  then  the 
Spirit  rifeth. 

Spirit.  Adfum. 

M.  Jord.  Afmuth,  by  the  eternal  God,  whofe  name 
And  power  thou  trembled  at,  tell  what  I  ask; 
For  till  thou  fpeak,  thou  fhalt  not  pafs  from  hence. 

Spirit.  Ask  what  thou  wilt. — That  I  had  faid, 
and  done! 

Boling.  Firft,  of  the  King:  What  fhall  of  him 
become  ? 

Spirit.  The  Duke  yet  lives,  that  Henry  mall  depofe: 
But  him  out-live,  and  die  a  violent  death. 

[  As  the  Spirit  fpeaks,  they  write  the  anfwer. 
Boling.  Tell  me,  what  fates  await  the  Duke  of 
Suffolk? 

Spirit.    By  Water  mall  he  die,  and  take  his  end. 

Boling.  What  mall  befal  the  Duke  of  Somerfet? 

Spirit.  Let  him  fhun  Catties, 
Safer  fhali  he  be  on  the  fandy  plains, 
Than  where  Caftles  mounted  ftand. 
Have  done,  for  more  1  hardly  can  endure. 

Boling.  Defcend  to  darknefs,  and  the  burning  lake: 
Falie  fiend,  avoid ! 

[Thunder  and  Lightning.  Spirit  defcends. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  York,  and  the  Duke  of  Bucking- 
ham, with  their  Guard,  and  break  in. 

York.  Lay  hands  upon  thefe  traitors,  and  their  tram : 
Beldame,  I  think,  we  watch'd  you  at  an  inch. 
What,  Madam,  are  you  there?  the  King  and  Realm 
Are  deep  indebted  for  this  piece  of  pains  \ 

C  4  My 
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My  lord  Protector  will,  I  doubt  it  not, 

See  you  well  guerdon'd  for  thefe  good  deferts. 

Elean.  Not  half  fo  bad  as  thine  to  England's  King, 
Injurious  Duke, -that  threat' ft  where  is  no  caufe. 

Buck.  True,  Madam,  none  at  all :  What  call  you 
this? 

Away  with  them,  let  them  be  clap'd  up  clofe, 
And  kept  apart.    You,  Madam,  mall  with  us. 
Stafford,  take  her  to  thee. 
We'll  fee  your  Trinkets  here  forth-coming  all. 

[Exeunt  Guards  with  Jordan,  Southwel, 
Tort  6  Lord  Buckingham^  methinks,  you  watchM 
her  well ; 

A  pretty  Plot,  well  chofe  to  build  upon. 

Now,  pray  my  lord,  let's  fee  the  devil's  W rit. 

What  have  we  here?  {Reads, 

fhe  Duke  yet  lives \  that  Henry  Jball  depofe ; 

But  him  out-lrce,  and  die  a  violent  death. 

Why,  this  isjuft,  Au  te^Macido^  Romanes  vincere poffe, 

Well,  to  the  reft  : 

Tell  me,  what  fate  awaits  the  Duke  of  Suffolk? 

By  water  jhall  he  did,  and  take  his  end. 

What  (hall  betide  the  Duke  of  Soweryt  ? 

Let  him  Jhun  Co/lies, 

Safer  /hall  he  be  on  the  fandy  plains , 

%han  where  cafiles  mounted  Jl and. 

Come,  come,  my  ion  Is  -, 

Thefe  Oracles  are  {a)  hardily  attained, 

And  hardly  underftood. 

The  King  is  now  in  progrefs  tow'rds  St.  Jlbans  % 
With  him,  the  husband  of  this  lovely  lady  : 
Thither  go  thefe  news,  as  faft  as  boric  can  carry  them  \ 

6  Lord  Buckingham,  metbinks,  &c.J  This  repetition  of  the 
prcpheiie?,  which  is  altogether  unnecetfary,  after  what  the  fpec- 
tators  had  heard  in  the  Scene  immediately  preceeding,  is  noc  to 
be  found  in  the  firtt  edition  of  this  Play.  Mr.  Poye. 

[  [a)  hardily.  Mr,  Theobald.  Vulg.  hardly. 
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>A  forry  breakfaft  for  my  lord  Protector. 

Buck.  Your  Grace  mall  give  me  leave,  my  iord  of 

York, 

To  be  the  Pod,  in  hope  of  his  reward. 

York.  At  your  pleafure,  my  good  lord. 
Y/ho's  within  there,  ho  ? 

Enter  a  Serving-man. 

Invite  my  lords  of  Salisbury  and  Warwick, 

To  fup  with  me  to  morrow  night.  Away  !  [Exeunt. 


ACT   II.     SCENE  I 

At  St.  ALBANS. 

•  King  Henry,  §>uecny  Protestor 9  Cardinal,  and 
Suffolk,  mtb  Faulkner s  hallooing. 

6).  Mar.garet. 

Tp  E  L  I E  V  E  me,  lords,  for  flying  at  the  brook, 
Xj  I  (aw  not  better  fport  thefe  feven  years'  day ; 
Yet,  by  your  leave,  the  wind  was  very  high, 
And,  ten  to  one,  old  Joan  had  not  gone  out. 

K.  Henry.  But  what  a  point,  my  lord,  your  Faul- 
con  made, 
And  what  a  pitch  me  flew  above  the  reft  : 
To  fee  how  God  in  all  his  creatures  works  I 
Yea,  man  and  birds  are  fain  of  climbing  high. 

Suf.  No  marvel,  an  it  like  your  Majefty, 
My  lord  Protector's  Hawks  do  towre  fo  well ; 
They  know,  their  Mailer  loves  to  be  aloft, 
And  bears  his  thoughts  above  his  Faulcon's  pitch. 

Glo.  My  lord,  'tis  but  a  bale  ignoble  mind, 
fhat  mounts  no  higher  than  a  bird  can  foar. 

Car.  i  thought  as  much,  he'd  be  above  the  clouds. 

Glo. 
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Glo.  Ay,  my  lord  Cardinal,  how  think  you  by  that: 
Were  it  not  good,  your  Grace  could  fly  to  heav'n  ? 

K.  Henry.  The  treafury  of  everlafting  joy ! 

Car.  Thy  heaven  is  on  earth,  thine  eyes  and  thoughts 
Bent  on  a  Crown,  the  treafure  of  thy  heart : 
Pernicious  Proteclor,  dangerous  Peer, 
That  fmooth'ft  it  fo  with  King  and  Common-weal ! 

Glo.  What,  Card'nal !  Is  your  priefthood  grown 
fo  peremptory  ?  Tantane  anitnis  Caleftibus  ir<e  ? 
Churchmen  fo  hot?  good  uncle,  hide  fuch  malice. 
7  With  fuch  Holinefs  can  you  do  it? 

Suf.  No  malice,  Sir,  no  more  than  well  becomes 
So  good  a  quarrel,  and  fo  bad  a  Peer. 

Glo.  As  who,  my  lord  ? 

Suf.  Why,  as  yourfelf,  my  lord; 
An't  like  your  lordly,  lord  Protectorfbip. 

Glo.  Why,  Suffolk,  England  knows  thine  infolence. 

Q^Mar.  And  thy  ambition,  Glo'fter. 

K.  Henry.  I  pr'ythee,  peace,  good  Queen  -9 
And  whet  not  on  thefe  too  too  furious  Peers, 
For  bleffed  are  the  peace- makers  on  earth. 

Car.  Let  me  be  blelTed  for  the  peace  I  make, 
Againft  this  proud  Proteclor,  with  my  fword ! 

Glo.  Faith,  holy  uncle,'would  'twere  come^ 
to  that. 

Car.  Marry,  when  thou  dar'it, 

Glo.  Make  up  no  factious  numbers  for  the  i 

matter,  }[/ffidct 
In  thine  own  perfon  anfwer  thy  abufe. 

Car.  Ay,  where  thou  dar'it  not  peep :  and, 
if  thou  dar'it,  j 
This  Ev'ning  on  the  eafl.  fide  of  the  grove,  j 

7  With  fuck  Holinefs  can  you  doit?]  Do  what?  The  verfe 
wants  a  foot,  we  mould  read, 

With  fuch  Holinefs  can  you  not  ^  it? 

Spoken  ironically.  By  holinefs  he  means  hypocrify:  and  fay?, 
have  you  not  hypocrify  enough  to  hide  your  malice  ? 

K,  Henry 


Kin?  Henry  VI. 

o 

K.  Henry.  How  now,  my  lords  ? 

Car.  Believe  me,  coufin  Glcffter^ 
Had  not  your  man  put  up  the  fowl  fo  fuddenly, 

We'd  had  more  fport  Come  with  thy  two-hand 

fword.  [Afide  to  Glocefter. 

Glo.  True,  uncle. 

Car.  Are  you  advis'd  The  eaft  fide  of  the  Grove? 
Glo.  Cardinal,  I  am  with  you.  [AJtde. 
K.  Henry.  Why,  how  now,  uncle  Glo'fter? 
Glo.  Talking  of  hawking;  nothing  elfe,  my  lord.— 
Now,  by  God's  mother,  Prieft,  I'll  fhave  your  crown 
for  this, 

Or  all  my  Fence  mail  fail.  [Afide* 

Car.  \_Afide.~]  Medice,  teipfum. 
Protector,  fee  to't  well,  protect  yourfelf. 

K.  Henry.  The  winds  grow  high,   fo  do  your 
ftomachs,  lords. 
How  irkfome  is  this  mufick  to  my  heart ! 
When  fuch  firings  jar,  what  hopes  of  harmony? 
I  pray,  my  lords,  let  me  compound  this  ftrife. 

SCENE  IL 

Enter  One,  crying,  A  Miracle ! 

Glo.  What  means  this  noife? 
Fellow,  what  miracle  dofi:  thou  proclaim? 

One.  A  miracle,  a  miracle! 

Suf.  Come  to  the  King,  and  tell  him  what  miracle. 

One.  Forfooth,  a  blind  man  at  St.  Allan's  ftirine, 
Within  this  half  hour  hath  receiv'd  his  fight ; 
A  man,  that  ne'er  faw  in  his  life  before. 

K.  Henry.  Now  God  be  prais'd,  that  to  believing 
fouls 

Gives  light  in  darknefs,  comfort  in  defpair! 


Enter 
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Enter  the  Mayor  of  St.  Albans,  and  his  brethren^ 
bearing  Simpcox  between  two  in  a  chair %  Simpcox- s 
wife  following. 

Car.  Here  come  the  townfmen  on  procefiion, 
Before  your  Highnefs  to  prefent  the  man. 

K.  Henry.  Great  is  his  comfort  in  this  earthly  vale, 
Though  by  his  fight  his  fin  be  mukiply'd. 

Clo.  Stand  by,  my  matters,  bring  him  near  the 
King, 

His  Highnefs'  pleafure  is  to  talk  with  him. 

K.  Henry.  Good  fellow,  tell  us  here  the  circumftance, 
That  we,  for  thee,  may  glorify  the  Lord. 
What,  haft  thou  been  long  blind,  and  now  reftor'd  ? 

Simp.  Born  blind,  an't  pleafe  your  Grace. 

Wife.  Ay,  indeed,  was  he. 

Suf.  What  woman  is  this  ? 

Wife.  His  wife,  an't  like  your  worfhip. 

Glo.  Had'ft  thou  been  his  mother,  thou  couldft  have 
better  told. 

K.  Henry,  Where  wert  thou  born  ? 

Simp.  At  Berwick  in  the  north,  an't  like  your  Grace. 

K.  Henry.  Poor  Soul !  God's  goodnels  hath  been 
great  to  thee : 
Let  never  day  or  night  unhallowed  pafs, 
But  ftill  remember  what  the  Lord  hath  done. 

Queen.  Te!i  me,  good  fellow,  cam'ft  chou  here  by 
chance, 

Or  of  devotion,  to  this  holy  fhrine  ? 

Simp.  God  knows,  of  pure  devotion  ;  being  callM 
A  hundred  times  and  oftner,  in  my  fleep 
By  good  Saint  Albany  who  (aid,  Simpcox ,  come; 
Come,  oner  at  my  fhrine,  and  I  will  help  thee. 

Wife.  Moft  true,  forfooth-,  and  many  a  time  and  oft. 
Myfelf  have  heard  a  voice  to  call  him  fo. 

Car.  W  hat,  art  thou  lame  ? 

Simp.  Ay,  God  Almighty  help  me  ! 

Suf 
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Suf.  How  cam'tt  thou  fo  ? 
Simp.  A  fall  off  a  tree? 
Wife.  A  plum-tree  ?  matter. 
G/0.  How  long  haft  thou  been  blind  ? 
Simp.  O,  born  fo,  matter. 
Glo.  What,  and  would'tt  climb  a  tree? 
Simp.  But  once  in  all  my  life,  when  I  was  a  youth. 
Wife.  Too  true,  and  bought  his  climbing  very  dear. 
Glo.  Mafs,  thou  lov'dft  plums  well,  that  would'tt 
venture  fo. 

Simp.  Alas,  good  Sir,  my  wifedefir'd  fomedamfons, 
And  made  me  climb,  with  danger  of  my  life. 

Glo.  A  fubtle  knave!  but  ye;  it  mall  not  ferve: 
Let's  fee  thine  eyes ;  wink  now,  now  open  themj 
In  my  opinion,  yet,  thou  fee'ft  not  well. 

Simp.  Yes,  matter,  clear  as  day  •,  I  thank  God  and 
Saint  Alban. 

Glo.  Say 'ft  thou  me  fo  ?  what  colour  is  this  cloak  of? 

Simp.  Red,  matter,  red  as  blood. 

Glo.  Why,  that's  well  faid:  what  colour  is  my 

gown  of  ? 

Simp.  Black,  forfooth,  coal-black,  as  jet. 
K.  Henry.  Why  then  thou  know'tt  what  colour  jet 
is  of? 

Suf.  And  yet,  I  think,  jet  did  he  never  fee. 
Glo.  But  cloaks  and  gowns,  before  this  day,  a  many, 
Wife.  Never  before  this  day,  in  all  his  life, 
Glo.  Tell  me,  Sirrah,  what's  my  name? 
Simp.  Alas,  matter,  I  know  not. 
Glo.  What's  his  name? 
Simp.  I  know  not. 
Glo.  Nor  his? 
Simp.  No,  indeed,  matter. 
Glo.  What's  thine  own  name? 
Simp.  Saunder  Simpcox,  an  if  it  pleafe  you,  matter. 
Glo.  Saunder^    fit  there,    the  lying'ft  knave  in 
Chriftendom- 

If 
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If  thou  had'ft  been  born  blind, 
Thou  might' ft  as  weil  know  all  our  names,  as  thus 
To  name  the  feveral  colours  we  do  wear. 
Sight  may  diftinguifh  colours : 
But  luddenly  to  nominate  them  all, 
In  is  impolTible. 

My  Lords,  Saint  Allan  here  hath  done  a  miracle  : 
Would  ye  not  think  that  Cunning  to  be  great, 
That  could  reftore  this  cripple  to  his  legs  ? 

Simp.  O  mafter,  that  you  could  \ 

Gfo.  My  mafters  of  Saint  Albans  j 
Have  you  not  beadles  in  your  town, 
And  things  call!d  whips  ? 

Mayor.  Yes,  my  lord,  if  it  pleafe  your  Grace.. 

G:o.  Then  fend  for  one  presently. 

Mayor,  Sirrah,  go  fetch  the  beadle  hither  ftraight. 

[Exit  Meffenger. 

Gh.  Now  fetch  me  a  ftool  hither.  Now,  Sirrah, 
if  you  mean  to  lave  yourfelf  from  whipping,  leap 
me  over  this  ftool,  and  run  away. 

Simp.  Alas,  mafter,  I  am  not  able  to  ftand  alone ; 
you  go  about  to  torture  me  in  vain. 

Enter  a  Beadle  with  Whips. 

Glo.  Well,  Sir,  we  Draft  have  you  find  your  legs, 
Sirrah,  beadle,  whip  him  till  he  leap  over  that  fame 
ftool. 

Bead.  I  will,  my  lord.  Come  on,  Sirrah,  off  with 
your  doublet  quickly. 

Simp.  Alas,  mafter,  what  (hall  I  do?  I  am  not 
able  to  ftand. 

[After  the  beadle  hath  hit  him  once,  he  leaps  aver 
the  ftool  and  runs  away  \  and  they  follow  and  etyy 
A  miracle ! 

K.  Henry.  O  God,  fee'ft  thou  this,  and  bear'ft 
fo  long ! 

S^een. 
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Queen.  It  made  me  laugh  to  fee  the  villain  run. 

Glo.  Follow  the  knave,  and  take  this  drab  away. 

Wife.  Alas,  Sir,  we  did  it  for  pure  need. 

Glo.  Let  them  be  whipt  through  every  market 
town,  till  they  come  to  Berwick^  from  whence  they 
came.  [Exit  Beadle  with  the  Woman, 

Car.  Duke  Humphry  has  done  a  miracle  to  day. 

Suf  True ;  made  the  lame  to  leap,  and  fly  away. 

Glo.  But  you  have  done  more  miracles  than  I ; 
You  made  in  a  day,  my  lord,  whole  towns  to  fly* 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Buckingham. 

K.Henry.  What  tidings  with  our  coufin  Buckingham? 

Buck.  Such  as  my  heart  doth  tremble  to  unfold  : 
A  fort  of  naughty  perfons,  lewdly  bent. 
Under  the  countenance  and  confederacy 
Of  lady  Eleanor,  the  Protector's  wife, 
(The  ring-leader  and  head  of  all  this  rout) 
Have  pra&is'd  dangeroufly  againftyour  ftate; 
Dealing  with  witches  and  with  conjurers, 
Whom  we  have  apprehended  in  the  fact, 
Raifing  up  wicked  Spirits  from  under  ground  % 
Demanding  of  King  Henry's  life  and  death, 
And  other  of  your  Highneis9  privy-council, 
As  more  at  large  your  Grace  mall  underftand, 

Car.  And  lb,  my  lord  Protector,  by  this  means 
Your  lady  is  forth  coming,  yet  at  London. 
This  news,  I  think,  hath  turn'd  your  weapon's  edge. 
3Tis  like,  my  lord,  you  will  not  keep  your  hour. 

\_Afide  to  Glo'ftcr. 

Glo.  Ambitious  Church- man!   leave  t'afflidt  my 
heart ! 

Sorrow  and  grief  have  vanquifh'd  all  my  powers ; 
And  vanquifh'd  as  I  am5  I  yield  to  thee. 

Or 
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Or  to  the  meaneft  groom. 

K. Henry.  O  God,  what  mifchiefs  work  the  wicked 
ones, 

Heaping  confufion  on  their  own  heads  thereby! 

Queen.  Glo'Jler,  fee  here  the  tainture  of  thy  neft, 
And  look,  thyfelf  be  faultlefs,  thou  wert  beft. 

Glo.  Madam,  for  myfelf,  to  heav'n  I  do  appeal, 
How  I  have  lov'd  my  King  and  common- weal : 
And  for  my  wife,  I  know  not  how  it  ftands. 
Sorry  am  I  to  hear  what  I  have  heard  ; 
Noble  me  is ;  but  if  me  have  forgot 
Honour  and  Virtue,  and  conversVl  with  fuch 
As,  like  to  pitch,  defile  Nobility ; 
I  banifh  her  my  bed  and  company  : 
And  give  her  as  a  prey  to  law  and  fhame. 
That  hath  difhonour'd  Glo'Jler's  honeft  name. 

K.  Henry.  Well,  for  this  night  we  will  reppfe  us 
here ; 

To  morrow  toward  London  back  again, 

To  look  into  this  bufinefs  thoroughly. 

And  call  thefe  foul  offenders  to  their  anfwers 

And  poife  the  Caufe  in  Juftice'  equal  fcales, 

Whole  beams  ftands  fure,  whole  rightful  caufe  prevails. 

[Flourifh.  Exeunt, 

S     C     E     N     E  IV. 

Changes  to  the  Duke  of  York'j  Palace. 

Enter  York,  Salisbury,  and  Warwick. 

Tork.^J  O  W,  my  good  lords  of  Salisbury  and 

JlN  Warwick^ 
Our  fimple  fuppcr  ended,  give  me  leave, 
In  this  clofe  walk  to  fatisfy  myfelf ; 
In  craving  your  opinion  of  my  Title, 
Which  is  infallible,  to  England 's  Crown. 
Sal.  My  lord,  I  long  to  hear  it  thus  at  full. 

War, 
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War.  Sweet  Tork,  begin  ;  and  if  thy  Claim  be  good, 
The  Nevills  are  thy  fubjects  to  command. 

Tork.  Then  thus: 
Edward  the  Third,  my  lords,  had  feven  Tons : 
The  firft,  Edward  the  black  Prince,  Prince  of  Wales  > 
The  fecond,  William  of  Hatfield-,  and  the  third, 
Lionel  Duke  of  Clarence;  next  to  whom 
Was  John  of  Gaunt,  the  Duke  of  Lancajler ; 
The  fifth  was  Edmond  Langley,  Duke  of  Tork-, 
The  fixth,  was  tfbem&s  of  Wood/lock,  Duke  of  Glo9Jler\ 
William  of  Wind/or  was  the  feven th  and  laft. 
Edward  the  black  Prince  dy'd  before  his  father, 
And  left  behind  him  Richard,  his  only  fon, 
Who,  after  Edward  the  Third's  death,  reign'd  King  \ 
Till  Henry  Bolingbroke,  Duke  of  Lancajler , 
The  eldeft  fon  and  heir  of  John  of  Gaunt, 
Crown'd  by  the  name  of  Henry  the  Fourth, 
Seiz'd  on  the  realm  ;  depos'd  the  rightful  King; 
Sent  his  poor  Queen  to  France  from  whence  me  came. 
And  him  to  Pomfret  ;  where,  as  all  you  know, 
Harmlefs  King  Richard  trait'roufly  was  murther'd. 

War.  Father,  the  Duke  hath  told  the  truth  ; 
Thus  got  the  houfe  of  Lancajler  the  Crown. 

Tork.  Which  now  they  hold  by  force,  and  not  by 
right; 

For  Richard,  the  firft  fon's  heir  being  dead, 
The  1  Hue  of  the  next  fon  mould  have  reign'd. 

Sal.  But  William  of  Hatfield  dy'd  without  an  heir.- 
Tork.  The  third  fon,  Duke  of  Clarence,  from  whofe 
Line 

I  claim  the  Crown,  had  iflue  Philip,  a  daughter, 
Who  married  Edmond  Mortimer,  Earl  of  March. 
Edmond  had  iffue;  Roger  Earl  of  March: 
Roger  had  iffue  •,  Edmond,  Anne,  and  Eleanor. 

Sal  This  Edmond,  in  the  reign  of  Bolingbroke^ 
As  I  have  read,  laid  Claim  unto  the  Crown  ; 
And,  but  for  Owen  Glendour,  had  been  King; 

Vol.  V,  D  Who 
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Who  kept  him  in  captivity,  till  he  dy*d. 
But,  to  the  reft  — 

York.  His  eldeft  lifter,  Anne, 
My  mother,  being  heir  unto  the  Crown, 
Married  Richard  Earl  of  Cambridge, 
Who  was  the  Ton  to  Edmond  Langley, 

Edward  the  Third's  fifth  Ton.  • 

By  her  I  claim  the  Kingdom    fhe  was  heir 
To  Roger  Earl  of  March,  who  was  the  fon 
Of  Edmund  Mortimer,  who  married  Philips 
Sole  daughter  unto  Lionel  Duke  of  Clarence. 
So,  if  the  Iflfue  of  the  elder  fon 
Succeed  before  the  younger,  I  am  King. 

War.  What  plain  proceeding  is  more  plain  than 
this  \ 

Henry  doth  claim  the  Crown  from  John  of  Gaunt, 
The  fourth  fon  ;  York  here  claims  it  from  the  third. 
Till  Lionel**  iffue  fail,  his  mould  not  reign  ; 
It  fails  not  yet,  but  flourilheth  in  thee 
And  in  thy  fons,  fair  flips  of  fuch  a  ftock. 
Then,  father  Salisbury,  kneel  we  together, 
And  in  this  private  Plot  be  we  the  firft, 
That  (hall  falute  our  rightful  Sovereign 
With  honour  of  his  birth-right  to  the  Crown. 

Both.  Long  Jive  our  Sov'reign  Richard,  England** 
King! 

York.  We  thank  you,  lords :  but  I  am  not  your  King^ 
'Till  I  be  crown'd ;  and  that  my  fword  be  ftain*d 
With  heart-blood  of  the  Houfe  of  Lancafter: 
And  that's  not  fuddenly  to  be  performed, 
But  with  advice  and  fiient  fecrecy. 
Do  you,  as  I  do,  in  thefe  dang'rous  days, 
Wink  at  the  Duke  of  Suffolk's  Infolence, 
At  Beauford's  Pride,  at  Somerfet's  Ambition^ 
At  Buckingham,  and  all  the  crew  of  them  ; 
Till  they  have  fnar'd  the  ftiepherd  of  the  flock, 
That  virtuous  Prince,  the  good  Duke  Humphry : 

•Tis 


King  Henry  vL 

>Tis  That  they  feek  ;  and  they  in  feeking  That 
Shall  leek  their  deaths,  if  York  can  prophefie. 
Sal.  My  lord,  here  break  we  off*  we  know  your 
mind. 

War.  My  heart  afiures  me,  that  the  Earl  of  War* 

wick 

Shall  one  day  make  the  Duke  of  York  a  King. 

York.  And,  Nevil,  this  I  do  aflure  my felf: 
Richard  mall  five  to  make  the  Earl  of  Warwick 
The  greater!:  man  in  Engfandt  but  the  King,  [Exeunt* 

S     C     E     N     E  V. 

Changes  to  a  Houfe  near  to  Smithfield. 

Sound  'Trumpets.  Enter  King  Henry  and  Nobles  5  the 
Dutchefs,  Mother  Jordan,  Southwel,  Hume,  and 
Bolingbrook,  under  guard. 

K.&7.CTAND  forth,  Dame  Eleanor  Cobham^ 

Sf       Glo'Jler's  wife, 
In  fight  of  God  and  us  your  guilt  is  great  5 
Receive  the  fentence  of  the  law  for  fins, 
Such  as  by  God's  Book  are  adjudg'd  to  death. 
You  four  from  hence  to  prifon,  back  again  j 
From  thence  unto  the  place  of  execution ; 
The  Witch  in  Smithfield  mail  be  burn'd  to  afhes* 
And  you  three  fhall  be  ftrangled  on  the  gallows. 
You,  Madam,  for  you  are  more  nobly  born, 
Defpoiled  of  your  honour  in  your  life, 
Shall  after  three  days  open  Penance  done, 
Live  in  your  Country  here,  in  Banifhment, 
With  Sir  John  Stanley  in  the  lfleoi  Man. 

Elean.  Welcome  is  exile,  welcome  were  my  death* 
Glo.  The  law,  thou  feed,  hathjudg'd  thee,  Eleanors 
I  cannot  juftifie,  whom  law  condemns, 

[Exeunt  Eleanor,  and  the  others,  guar dedc 
Mine  eyes  are  full  of  tears,  my  heart  of  grief, 
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Ah,  Humphry!  this  difhonour  in  thine  age 
Will  bring  thy  head  with  forrow  to  the  ground* 
I  befeech  your  Majefty,  give  me  leave  to  go ; 
Sorrow  would  Solace,  and  my  age  would  Eafe. 
K.  Henry.  Stay  Humphry,  Duke  of  Glo'Jler\  ere 
thou  go, 

Give  up  thy  ftaff;  Henry  will  to  himfelf 
Protector  be,  and  God  fhall  be  my  hope, 
My  ftay,  my  guide,  and  lanthorn  to  my  feet. 
And  go  in  peace,  Humphry,  no  lefs  belov'd, 
Than  when  thou  wert  Protector  to  thy  King. 

Q^Mar.  1  fee  no  reafon,  why  a  King  of  years 
Should  be  to  be  protected  like  a  child  : 
God  and  King  Henry  govern  England's  realm  : 
Give  up  your  ftaff,  Sir,  and  the  king  his  realm. 

Glo.  My  ftaff ?  here,  noble  Henry,  is  my  ftaff : 
As  willingly  do  I  the  fame  refign, 
As  e'er  thy  father  Henry  made  it  mine ; 
And  even  as  willing  at  thy  feet  I  leave  it, 
As  others  would  ambitioufly  receive  it. 
Farewel,  good  King;  when  I  am  dead  and  gone, 
May  honourable  peace  attend  thy  throne. 

{Exit  Glo'fter. 

Q^Mar.  Why,  now  is  Henry  King,  and  Margret 
Queen. 

And  Humphry,  Duke  of  Glcffter,  fcarce  himfelf, 
That  bears  fo  flirevvd  a  maim ;  two  pulls  at  once; 
His  lady  banifh'd,  and  a  limb  lopt  off : 
This  ftaff  of  honour  raught,  there  let  it  ftand, 
Where  beft  it  fits  to  be,  in  Henry's  hand. 

Suf.  Thus  droops  this  lofty  pine,  and  hangs  his 
fprayes ; 

Thus  Eleanor's  pride  dies  in  her  younger  days. 

York.  Lords,  let  him  go.    Pleafe  it  your  Majefty, 
This  is  the  day  appointed  for  the  combat, 
And  ready  are  trT  appellant  and  defendant, 
The  armourer  and  his  man,  to  enter  the  lifts, 


Kincr  Henry  VI. 

o 

So  pleafe  your  Highnefs  to  behold  the  fight. 

Q^Mar.  Ay>  good  my  lord  ;  for  purpofely  therefore 
Left  I  the  court,  to  fee  this  quarrel  try'd. 

K.  Henry.  A'God's  name,  fee  the  lifts  and  all  things 
fit; 

Here  let  them  end  it,  and  God  guard  the  right ! 

York,  I  never  faw  a  fellow  worfe  beftead, 
Or  more  afraid  to  fight,  than  is  th'  appellant! 
The  fervant  of  the  armourer,  my  lords. 

S     C     E     N     E  VI. 

Enter  at  one  door  the  armourer  and  his  neighbours ,  drink- 
ing to  him  fo  much,  that  he  is  drunk  ;  and  he  enters 
with  a  drum  before  himy  and  his  ftaff  7  with  a  [and- 
bag  faftned  to  it ;  and  at  the  other  door  his  man,  with 
a  drum  and  fand-bag,  and  prentices  drinking  to  him. 

1  Neigh.  Here,  neighbour  Horner,  I  drink  to  you 
in  a  cup  of  fack  ;  and  fear  not,  neighbour,  you  fhall 
do  well  enough. 

2  Neigh.  And  here,  neighbour,  here's  8  a  cup  of 
charneco. 

3  Neigh. 

7  with  a  Sand-bag  faflned  to  it.]  As,  according  to  the  old 
laws  of  duels,  Knights  were  to  fight  with  the  lance  and  fword  ; 
fo  thofe  of  inferior  rank  fought  with  an  Ebon  it  iff  or  battoon,  to 
the  farther  end  of  which  was  Hx'd  a  bag  cram'd  hard  widi  fand. 
To  this  cuftom  Hudibras  has  alluded  in  thefe  humourous  lines, 
Engaged  with  money  bags,  as  bold 
As  men  with  Sand-bags  did  of  old. 
%  a  cup  of  charneco.]  On  which  the  Oxford  Editor  thus  cri- 
ticifes,  in  his  Index.     'This  feems  to  have  been  a  cant  word  for 
fome  Jlrong  liquor,  which  was  apt  to  bring  drunken  fellows  to  the 
flocks,  fince  in  §panijh  Charniegos  is  a  term  ufed  for  the  flocks.  It 
was  no  cant  word,  bur  a  common  name  for  a  fort  of  fweet  wine, 
as  appears  from  a  paffage  in  a  pamphlet,  in  titled,  The  difcomery  of  a 
London  Monfter,  called  the  black  dog  of  Newgate,  printed  161?. 
Some  drinking  the  neat  wine  of  Orleance,  fome  the  Galcony, 
fame  the  Bourdeaux.     There  wanted  neither  iherry,  fack  nor 
charneco,    maligo    nor  amber- colour1  d  candy,    nor  liquorifh 
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3  Neigh.  And  here's  a  pot  of  good  double  beer, 
neighbour ;  drink,  and  fear  not  your  man. 

Arm.  Let  it  come,  i'faith,  and  I'll  pledge  you  all  $ 
and  a  fig  for  Peter. 

1  Prin.  Here,  Peter*  I  drink  to  thee,  and  he  not 
afraid. 

2  Pren.  Be  merry,  Peter,  and  fear  not  thy  ma&ir  • 
fight  for  the  credit  of  the  prentices. 

Peter.  I  thank  you  all-,  drink  and  pray  for  me,  I 
pray  you  ;  for,  I  think,  I  have  taken  my  laft  draught 
in  this  world.  Here,  Robin:  if  I  die,  I  give  thee 
my  apron ;  and,  Will,  thou  lhaJt  have  my  hammer  j 
and  here,  fern,  take  all  the  mony  that  I  have.  O 
Lord,  blefs  me  I  pray  God for  I  am  never  able  to 
deal  with  my  matter,  he  hath  Jearn'd  io  much  fence 
already. 

t  Sal  Come,  leave  your  drinking,  and  fall  to  blows, 
Sirrah,  what's  thy  name  ? 
Peter.  Peter,  forfooth. 
Sal.  Peter  ?  what  more  ? 
Peter.  Thump. 

Sal.  Thump?  Then  fee  thou  thump  thy  matter  well. 

Arm.  ^Mailers,  I  am  come  hither  as  it  were  upon 
my  man's  inftigation,  to  prove  him  a  knave  and  my- 
felf  an  honed:  man :  and  touching  the  Duke  of  Tork% 
I  will  take  my  death  I  never  meant  him  any  ill,  nor 
the  King,  nor  the  Queen  ;  and  therefore,  Peter,  have 
at  thee  with  a  downright  blow,  »  as  Bevis  of  Southa:- p. 
ton  tell  upon  Afcapart. 

Tork.  Difpatch ;  this  knave's  tongue  begins  to  double, 

ipocras,  brown  fc/oWbaftard.  /*/ ah'ganr,  or  any  quick-fpiritcd 

liquor  And  as  charneca  ht  in  Sfimj/b,  the  name  of  a  kind 

of  turpentme  tree,  I  imagine  the  growth  of  it  was  in  fwne  dif. 
tnfl  abounding  with  that  tree ;  or  that  it  had  its  name  from  a 
certain  flavour  refembling  it. 

a  as  Beyis  <?/  Southampton////  u/en  Afcarart.]  I  have  added 
this  from  the  old  quarto.  J 
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Sound  trumpets  ;  alarum  to  the  combatants. 

[They  fight ,  and  Peter  Jlr ikes  him  down. 
Arm.  Hold,  Peter,  hold  5  I  confers,  I  confefs  trea- 
fon.  [Dies. 
'  York.  Take  away  his  weapon :  fellow,  thank  God, 
and  the  good  wine  in  thy  mailer's  way. 

Peter.  O  God,  have  I  overcome  mine  enemy  in 
this  prefence? 

0  Peter  *  thou  haft  prevailed  in  right. 

K.Henry.  Go,  take  hence  that  traitor  from  our  fight. 

1  For  by  his  death  we  do  perceive  his  guilt. 
And  God  in  juftice  hath  reveaPd  to  us 

The  truth  and  innocence  of  this  poor  fellow, 
Which  he  had  thought  to  murder  wrongfully. 
Come,  fellow,  follow  us  for  thy  reward.  [Exeunt. 

S     C     E      N     E  VII. 
the   S  T  R  E  E  ST. 


Enter  Duke  Humphry  and  his  Men,  in  Mourning 
Cloaks. 


And,  after  fummer,  evermore  fucceeds 
The  barren  winter  with  his  nipping  cold  ; 
4  So  cares  and  joys  abound,  as  feafons  fleet. 
Sirs,  what's  a-clock  ? 
Serv.  Ten,  my  Lord. 

Glo.  Ten  is  the  hour  that  was  appointed  me, 
To  watch  the  coming  of  my  punilh'd  dutchefs: 

1  For  by  his  death  ]  death,  for  defeat.  Becaufe  by  the 

laws  of  duel  he  that  was  defeated  was  executed  in  conference 
of  it. 

2  So  cares  and  joys  abound,  as  feafons  feet.]  I  imagine  Shah- 
fiear  might  write, 

So  cares  and joys  go  round 
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*  Unneath  may  fhe  endure  the  flinty  fTrcets, 
To  tread  them  with  her  tender- feeling  feet. 
Sweet  Nell,  ill  can  thy  noble  mind  a-brook 
The  abject  people  gazing  on  thy  face, 
With  envious  looks  ftiil  laughing  at  thy  fhame  ; 
Thaterft  did  follow  thy  proud  chariot-wheels, 
When  thou  didft  ride  in  triumph  thro'  the  ftreets. 
But  foft !  I  think,  (he  comes and  I'll  prepare 
My  tear-ftain'd  eyes  to  fee  her  miferies. 

Enter  the  Dut  chefs  in  a  white  Sheet,  and  a  Taper  burn- 
ing in  her  band%  with  Sir  John  Stanley,  a  Sheriff 
and  Officers. 

Serv.  So  pleafe  your  Grace,  we'll  take  her  from 
the  Sheriff. 

Glo.  No,  ftir  not  for  your  lives,  let  her  pafs  by. 

Elean.  Come  you,  my  lord,  to  fee  my  open  fhame  ? 
Now  thou  doft  penanc^too.  Look,  how  they  gaze! 
See,  how  the  giddy  multitude  do  point, 
And  nod  their  heads,  and  throw  their  eyes  on  thee  ! 
Ah,  Glcffter,  hide  thee  from  their  hateful  looks  \ 
And  in  thy  clofet  pent  up,  rue  my  fhame, 
And  ban  our  enemies,  both  mine  and  thine. 

Glo.  Be  patient,  gentle  Nell\  forget  this  grief. 

Elean.  Ah !  Gto'fler,  teach  me  to  forget  myfelf ; 
For  whilft  I  think  I  am  thy  married  wife, 
And  thou  a  prince,  protector  of  this  land  \ 
Methinks,  I  mould  not  thus  be  led  along, 
MaiPd  up  in  fhame,  with  papers  on  my  back  ; 
And  follovv'd  with  a  rabble,  that  rejoice 
To  fee  my  tears,  and  hear  my  deep- fetch M  groans, 
The  ruthlefs  Mint  doth  cut  my  tender  feet-, 
And  when  I  Mart,  the  cruel  people  laugh  ; 
And  bid  me  be  advifed  how  1  tread. 
Ah  |  Humphry,  can  I  bear  this  fhameful  yoak  F 

3  Unncatb']  i.  e.  fcarccly.  Mr.  Pcpe. 
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Trow'ft  thou,  that  e'er  I'll  look  upon  the  world, 
Or  count  them  happy,  that  enjoy  the  fun  ? 
No:  dark  mail  be  my  light,  and  night  my  day. 
To  think  upon  my  pomp,  mall  be  my  hell. 
Sometime  I'll  lay,  I  am  Duke  Humphry's  wife, 
And  he  a  prince,  and  ruler  of  the  land  : 
Yet  lb  he  rul'd,  and  fuch  a  prince  he  was, 
Than  he  Hood  by,  whilft  I,  his  forlorn  dutcheft, 
Was  made  a  wonder  and  a  pointing-ftock 
To  every  idle,  rafcal  follower. 
But  be  thou  mild,  and  blufh  not  at  my  Hiame, 
Nor  ftir  at  nothing,  till  the  axe  of  death 
Hang  over  thee,  as,  fure,  it  fhortly  will. 
For  Suffolk,  (he  that  can  do  all  in  all 
With  her,  that  hateth  thee  and  hates  us  all) 
And  York)  and  impious  Beauford,  that  falfe  pried, 
Have  all  lim'd  bufhes  to  betray  thy  wings  $ 
And  fly  thou,  how  thou  canft,  they'll  tangle  thee: 
But  fear  not  thou,  until  thy  foot  be  fnar'd, 
Nor  never  feek  prevention  of  thy  foes. 

Glo.  Ah,  Nell,  forbear    thou  aimeft  all  awry- 
I  muft  offend,  before  I  be  attainted : 
And,  had  I  twenty  times  fo  many  foes, 
And  each  of  them  had  twenty  times  their  power, 
All  thefe  could  not  procure  me  any  fcathe, 
So  long  as  1  am  loyal,  true,  and  crimelefs. 
Would  It  have  me  refcue  thee  from  this  reproach? 
Why,  yet  thy  fcandal  were  not  wip'd  away  j 
But  1  in  danger  for  the  breach  of  law. 
Thy  greatelt  help  is  quiet,  gentle  Nell: 
1  pray  thee,  fort  thy  heart  to  patience ; 
Thefe  few  days'  wonder  will  be  quickly  worn. 

Enter  a  Herald, 

Her.  I  fummon  your  Grace  to  his  Majefty's  par- 
liament holden  at  Bury,  the  firlt  of  this  next  month. 

i    2  Glo, 
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Glo.  And  my  confent  ne'er  ask'd  herein  before? 
This  is  clofe  dealing.    Well,  I  will  be  there  ; 

[Exit  Herald. 
My  Ndh  I  take  my  leave  :  and,  matter  Sheriff, 
Let  not  her  penance  exceed  the  King's  commiffion. 
Sber.  An't  pleafe  your  Grace,  here  my  commiflion 
(lays : 

And  Sir  John  Stanley  is  appointed  now, 
To  take  her  with  him  to  the  IJk  of  Man. 

Glo.  Muft  you,  Sir  John,  protect  my  lady  here?. 

Stan.  So  am  I  giv'n  in  charge,  may't  pleafe  your 
Grace. 

Glo.  Entreat  her  not  the  worfe,  in  that  I  pray 
You  ufe  her  well ;  the  world  may  laugh  again ; 
And  I  may  live  to  do  you  kindnefs,  if 
You  do  it  her :  and  fo,  Sir  John,  farewel. 

Elean.  What  gone,  my  lord,  and  bid  me  not 
farewel  ? 

Glo.  Witnefs  my  tears,  I  cannot  (lay  to  fpeak. 

[Exit  Gloucefter. 

Elean.  Art  thou  gone  too?  all  comfort  go  with  thee! 
For  none  abides  with  me ;  my  joy  is  death  ; 
Death,  at  whofe  name  I  oft  have  been  afraid, 
Becaufe  I  wifh'd  this  world's  eternity. 
Stanley >,  I  pr'ythee,  go  and  take  me  hence, 
I  care  not  whither,  for  I  beg  no  favour ; 
Only  convey  me  where  thou  art  commanded. 

Stan.  Why,  Madam,  that  is  to  the  JJle  of  Man\ 
There  to  be  us'd  according  to  your  date. 

Elean.  That's  bad  enough,  for  I  am  but  reproach : 
And  (hall  I  then  be  us'd  reproachfully? 

Stan.  No  j  like  a  Dutchels,  and  Duke  Humphry's 
lady, 

According  to  that  ftate  you  fhall  be  us'd. 

Eiean.  Sheriff,  farewel,  and  better  than  I  fare. 
Although  thou  halt  been  conduct  of  my  fhame. 

Sber.  I:  is  my  office ,  madam,  pardon  me, 

Elean, 
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Elean.  Ay,  ay,  farewcl;  thy  office  is  difcharg'd. 
Come,  Stanley,  fhall  we  go? 

Stan.  Madam,  your  penance  done,  throw  off  this 
flieer, 

And  go  we  to  attire  you  for  our  journey. 

Elean.  My  fhame  will  not  be  fhifted  with  my  meet : 
No,  it  will  hang  upon  my  richeft  robes, 
And  mew  itfelf,  attire  me  how  I  can. 
Go,  lead  the  way,  I  long  to  fee  my  prifon.  [Exeunt, 


ACT   III.    SCENE  I. 

At  BURY. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Queen,  Cardinal,  Suffolk,  York* 
Buckingham,  Salisbury  and  Warwick,  to  the 
Parliament. 

K.  Henry. 

IMufe,  my  lord  of  GWJler  is  not  come  : 
*Tis  not  his  wont  to  be  the  hindmoft  man, 
Whate'er  occafion  keeps  him  from  us  now. 

Mar.  Can  you  not  fee  ?  or  will  you  not  obferve 
Tnc  ftrangenefs  of  his  alter'd  countenance? 
With  what  a  majefty  he  bears  himfelf, 
How  lniolent  of  late  he  is  become, 
How  peremptory  and  unlike  himfelf! 
We  know  the  time,  fince  he  was  mild  andaffab'e; 
And  if  we  did  but  glance  a  far-off  look, 
Immediately  he  was  upon  his  knee; 
That  all  the  court  admir'd  him  for  fubmifiion. 
But  meet  him  now,  and  be  it  in  the  morn, 
When  ev'ry  one  will  give  the  time  of  day, 
He  knits  his  brow  and  (hews  an  angry  eye ; 
And  palTeth  by  with  fliff  unbowed  knee, 
Piidaining  duty  that  to  us  belongs. 

Small 
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Small  curs  are  not  regarded,  when  they  grin  ; 
But  great  men  tremble,  when  the  lion  roars  j 
And  Humphry  is  no  little  man  in  England. 
Firft  note,  that  he  is  near  you  in  defcent ; 
And  fhould  you  fall,  he  is  the  next  will  mount, 
Me  feemeth  then,  it  is  no  policy, 
(Reflecting  what  a  ranc'rous  mind  he  bears,- 
And  his  advantage  following  your  deceafe) 
That  he  mould  come  about  your  royal  perfon, 
Or  be  admitted  to  your  Highnefs'  council. 
By  flatfry  hath  he  won  the  common  hearts: 
And  when  he'll  pleafe  to  make  commotion, 
3Tis  to  be  fear'd,  they  all  will  follow  him. 
Now  'tis  the  fpring,  and  weeds  are  fhaliow-rooted, 
Suffer  them  now,  and  they'll  o'er- grow  the  garden; 
And  choak  the  herbs  for  want  of  husbandry. 
The  reverent  care,  I  bear  unto  my  lord, 
Made  me  colled  thefe  dangers  in  the  Duke. 
If  it  be  fond,  call  it  a  woman's  fear  : 
Which  fear,  if  better  reafons  can  fupplant, 
I  will  fubfcribe,  and  lay,  I  wrong'd  the  Duke. 
My  Lords  of  Suffolk,  Buckingham,  and  Tork^ 
Reprove  my  allegation,  if  you  can  ; 
Or  elfe  conclude  my  words  effectual. 

Suf.  Well  hath  your  Highnefs  feen  into  this  Duke. 
And,  had  I  firft  been  put  to  fpeak  my  mind, 
I  think,  I  mould  have  told  your  Grace's  tale. 
The  Dutchefs,  by  his  lubornation, 
Upon  my  life,  began  her  devilifh  practices: 
Or  if  he  were  not  privy  to  thofe  faults, 
Yet,  by  reputing  of  his  high  defcenr, 
As  next  the  King  he  was  fucceflive  heir, 
And  fuch  high  vaunts  of  his  nobility, 
Did  inftigate  the  bedlam  brain- fick  Dutchefs 
By  wicked  means  to  frame  our  fov'reign's  fall. 
Smooth  runs  the  water,  where  the  brook  is  deep  ; 
And  in  his  fimple  fliew  he  harbours  treafont 
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The  fox  barks  not,  when  he  would  (leal  the  lamb. 
No,  no,  my  fovereign  -9  Glo'Jler  is  a  man 
Unfounded  yet,  and  full  of  deep  deceit. 

Car.  Did  he  not,  contrary  to  form  of  law, 
Devife  ftrange  deaths  for  fmall  offences  done? 

York.  And  did  he  not,  in  his  protectorship, 
Levy  great  funis  of  mony  through  the  realm 
For  foldiers*  pay  in  France,  and  never  lent  it? 
By  means  whereof,  the  towns  each  day  revolted. 

Buck.  Tut,  thefe  are  petty  faults  to  faults  unknown ; 
Which  time  will  bring  to  light  in  fmooth  Duke 
Humph yy. 

K.  Henry.  My  Lords,  at  once ;  the  care  you  have 
of  us. 

To  mow  down  thorns  that  would  annoy  our  foot, 

Is  worthy  praife;  but  fhall  I  fpeak  my  confeience? 

Our  kiniman  Glc'Jler  is  as  innocent 

From  meaning  treafon  to  our  royal  perfon, 

As  is  the  fucking  lamb  or  harmlefs  dove : 

The  Duke  is  virtuous,  mild,  and  too  well  given 

To  dream  on  evil,  or  to  work  my  downfal. 

Q^Mar.  Ah !  what's  more  dang'rous  than  this  fond 
affiance  ? 

Seems  he  a  dove?  his  feathers  are  but  borrow'd  ; 
For  he's  difpofed  as  the  hateful  Raven. 
Is  he  a  lamb?  his  skin  is,  furely,  lent  himj 
For  he's  inclined  as  is  the  ravenous  wolf. 
Who  cannot  (teal  a  fhape,  that  means  deceit? 
Take  heed,  my  Lord  j  the  welfare  of  us  all 
Hangs  on  the  cutting  Hiort  that  fraudful  man. 

Enter  Somerfet. 

Scm.  AH  health  unto  my  gracious  Sovereign! 

K,  Henry,  Welcome,  Lord  Somerfet-,  what  news 

from  France? 
Som.  That,  all  your  int'reft  in  thofe  territories 
Is  utterly  bereft  you ;  all  is  loft 

K.  Henry, 
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K.  Henry.  Cold  news,  Lord  Somerfet\  but  God's 
will  be  done ! 

York.  Cold  news  for  me :  for  I  had  hope  of  France* 
As  firmly  as  I  hope  for  fertile  England. 
Thus  are  my  blofloms  blafted  in  the  bud, 
And  caterpillars  eat  my  leaves  away. 
But  I  will  remedy  this  gear  ere  long, 
Or  fell  my  title  for  a  glorious  grave.  \_Afide. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Gloucefter, 

GIo .  All  happinefs  unto  my  Lord  the  King ! 
Pardon,  my  Liege,  that  I  have  (laid  fo  Jong. 

Suff.  Nay,  Glo'fter,  know,  that  thou  art  come  too 

foon, 

Unlefs  thou  wert  more  loyal  than  thou  art ; 
I  do  arreft  thee  of  high  treafon  here. 

Glo.  Well,  Suffolk,  yet  thou  malt  not  fee  me  blufli, 
Nor  change  my  countenance  for  this  Arreft: 
A  heart  unfpotted  is  not  eafily  daunted. 
The  purefl  fpring  is  not  fo  free  from  mud, 
As  I  am  clear  from  treafon  to  my  Sovereign. 
Who  can  accufe  me?  wherein  am  I  guilty? 

York.  'Tis  thought,  my  Lord,  that  you  took  bribes 
of  France -9 

And,  being  protector,  ftaid  the  foJdiers'  pay ; 
By  means  whereof  his  Highnefs  hath  loft  France. 
Glo.  Is  it  but  thought  fo?  what  are  they,  thar 
think  it  ? 

I  never  robb'd  the  foldiers  of  their  pay, 
Nor  ever  had  one  penny  bribe  from  France. 
So  help  me  God  !  as  1  have  watch'd  the  night, 
Ay,  night  by  night,  in  ftudying  good  for  England, 
That  doit  that  e'er  I  wrefted  from  the  King, 
Or  any  groat  I  hoarded  to  my  ufe, 

Be 
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Be  brought  againft  me  at  my  trial  day ! 
No ;  many  a  pound  of  my  own  proper  ftorct 
Becaufe  I  would  not  tax  the  needy  commons, 
Have  I  dif-purfed  to.  the  garrifons, 
And  never  ask'd  for  reftitution. 

Car.  It  ferves  you  well,  my  Lord,  to  fay  fo  much, 

Glo.  I  fay  no  more  than  truth,  io  help  me  God! 

Terfc.  In  your  protector fhip  you  did  devile 
Strange  tortures  for  offenders,  never  heard  of ; 
That  England  was  defam'd  by  tyranny. 

Glo.  Why,  'tis  well  known  that,  whiles  I  vwp 
proteclor, 
Pity  was  all  the  fault  that  was  in  me: 
For  I  mould  melt  at  an  offender's  tears ; 
And  lowly  words  were  ranfom  for  their  fault: 
Unlefs  it  were  a  bloody  murtherer, 
Or  foul  felonious  thief  that  fieec'd  poor  palTengers> 
I  never  gave  them  condign  punifhmenr. 
Murther,  indeed,  that  bloody  fin,  I  tortur'd 
Above  the  felon,  or  what  trefpafs  elfe. 

Suff.  My  Lord,  thefe  faults  are  eafie,  quickly 
anfwer'd  : 

But  mightier  crimes  are  laid  unto  your  charge* 
Whereof  you  cannot  eafily  purge  yourfelf. 
I  do  arreft  you  in  his  Highnefs*  name, 
And  here  commit  you  to  my  Lord  Cardinal 
To  keep,  until  your  further  time  of  tryal. 

K.  Henry.  My  Lord  of  Glo'Jler^  'tis  my  fpecial  hope, 
That  you  will  clear  yourfelf  from  all  fufpicion; 
My  confcience  tells  me,  you  are  innocent. 

Glo.  Ah,  gracious  Lord,  thefe  days  are  dangerous  s 
Virtue  is  choak'd  with  foul  ambition, 
And  chanty  chas'd  hence  by  Rancor*s  hands 
Foul  fubornation  is  predominant, 
And  equity  exil'd  your  Highnds'  Land. 
I  know,  their  complot  is  to  have  my  life: 
And,  if  my  death  might  make  this  ifiand  happy* 


7%e  Seco?id  Part  of 

And  prove  the  period  of  their  tyranny, 

I  would  expend  it  with  all  willingnefs. 

But  mine  is  made  the  prologue  to  their  play: 

For  thoufands  more,  that  yet  fufpect  no  peril, 

Will  not  conclude  their  plotted  tragedy. 

Beauford's  red  fparkling  eyes  blab  his  heart's  malice, 

And  Suffolk's  cloudy  brow  his  ftormed  hate  ; 

Sharp  Buckingham  unburthens  with  his  tongue 

The  envious  load  that  lies  upon  his  heart  : 

And  dogged  Fork,  that  reaches  at  the  moon, 

Whole  over-weening  arm  I  have  pluck'd  back, 

By  falle  accufe  doth  level  at  my  life. 

And  you,  my  fovereign  lady,  with  the  reft, 

Caufelefs  have  laid  difgraces  on  my  head ; 

And  with  your  bed  endeavour  have  ftirr'd  up, 

My  lie  fed  Liege  to  be  mine  enemy  : 

Ay,  all  of  you  have  laid  your  heads  together ; 

(Myfelf  had  notice  of  your  conventicles) 

And  all  to  make  away  my  guiltlefe  life, 

I  (hall  not  want  falle  witnefs  to  condemn  me, 

Nor  (lore  of  treafons  to  augment  my  guilt: 

The  antient  proverb  will  be  well  effected, 

A  ftaff  is  quickly  found  to  beat  a  dog. 

Car.  My  Liege,  his  railing  is  intolerable. 
If  thofe,  that  care  to  keep  your  royal  perfon 
From  trea Ion's  fecret  knife  and  traitor's  rage, 
Be  thus  upbraided,  chid  and  rated  at, 
And  the  offender  granted  fcope  of  fpeech, 
'Twill  make  them  cool  in  zeal  unto  your  Grace. 

Suf.  Hath  he  not  twit  our  fovereign  lady  here 
With  ignominious  words,  though  clarkly  coucht  ? 
As  if  me  had  fuborned  fome  to  fwear 
Falfe  allegations,  to  o'erthrow  his  (late. 

Q_Mar.  But  I  can  give  the  lofer  leave  to  chide. 

Glo,  Far  truer  fpoke,  than  meant;  I  lofe,  indeed; 
Befhrew  the  winners,  for  they  play'd  me  falfe; 
And  well  fuch  lofers  may  have  leave  to  fpeak. 

Bmi. 
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Buck.  He'll  wreft  the  fenfe,  and  hold  us  here  all  day. 
Lord  Cardinal,  he  is  your  prifoner. 

Car.  Sirs,  take  away  the  Duke,  and  guard  him  fure. 

Glo.  Ah,  thus  King  Henry  throws  away  his  crutch. 
Before  his  legs  be  firm  to  bear  his  body  j 
Thus  is  the  fhepherd  beaten  from  thy  fide ; 
And  wolves  are  gnarling,  who  mail  gnaw  thee  firft. 
Ah,  that  my  fear  were  falfel  ah,  that  it  were! 
For,  good  King  Henry^  thy  decay  I  fear.  [Exit guarded. 

SCENE  III. 

K.  Henry.  My  Lords,  what  to  your  wifdom  feemeth 
belt, 

Do  or  undo,  as  if  ourfelf  were  here. 

Q.  Mar.  What,  will  your  Highnefs  leave  the  Par- 
liament P 

K.  Henry.  Ay,  Margaret \  my  heart  is  drown'd 
with  grief, 

Whofe  flood  begins  to  flow  within  my  eyes  % 

My  body  round  engirt  with  mifery: 

For  what's  more  miferable  than  difcontent? 

Ah,  uncle  Humphry !  in  thy  face  I  fee 

The  map  of  honour,  truth,  and  loyalty  -9 

And  yet,  good  Humphry,  is  the  hour  to  come, 

That  e'er  I  prov'd  thee  falfe,  or  fear'd  thy  faith  5 

What  low'ring  ftar  now  envies  thy  eftate? 

That  thefe  great  Lords,  and  Margaret  our  Queen, 

Do  feek  fubverfion  of  thy  harmlefs  life, 

That  never  didlf.  them  wrong,  nor  no  man  wrong. 

And  as  the  butcher  takes  away  the  calf, 

And  binds  the  wretch,  and  beats  it  when  it  (a)  drives, 

Bearing  it  to  the  bloody  (laughter- houfe : 

Even  lo,  remorflefs,  have  they  borne  him  hence. 

And  as  the  dim  runs  lowing  up  and  down, 

Looking  the  way  her  harmlefs  young  one  went, 

And  can  do  nought  but  wail  her  darling  lois : 

[  fa)  firives.  Dr.  Tbirlbj.— Yulg.  ftrajs.  ] 
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Even  fo  myfelf  bewail  good  Glo'fter**  cafe 

With  fad  unhelpful  tears  \  and  with  dim'd  eyes 

Look  after  him,  and  cannot  do  him  good : 

So  mighty  are  his  vowed  enemies. 

His  fortunes  I  will  weep,  and  'twixt  each  groan 

Say,  who's  a  traitor  ?  Glo'Jler  he  is  none.  [Exit. 

Q^Mar.  1  Free  Lords,  cold  fnow  melts  with  the 
fun's  hot  beams. 
Henry  my  Lord  is  cold  in  great  affairs, 
Too  full  of  foolifb  pity:  Glo*fter*s  mew 
Beguiles  him  as  the  mournful  crocodile 
With  forrow  fnares  relenting  paflengers: 
Or  as  the  fnake,  roll'd  in  a  flowry  bank, 
With  mining  checker'd  Hough,  doth  fling  a  child 
That  for  the  beauty  thinks  it  excellent. 
Believe  me,  Lords,  were  none  more  wife  than  I, 
(And  yet  herein  I  judge  my  own  wit  good) 
This  GWfter  mould  be  quickly  rid  the  world, 
To  rid  us  from  the  fear  we  have  of  him. 

Car.  That  he  fhould  die,  is  worthy  policy ; 
But  yet  we  want  a  colour  for  his  death : 
*Tis  meet,  he  be  condemn'd  by  courfe  of  law. 

Suf.  But,  in  my  mind,  that  were  no  policy : 
The  King  will  labour  (till  to  fave  his  life, 
The  commons  haply  rife  to  fave  his  life, 
And  yet  we  have  but  trivial  argument, 
More  than  miftruft,  that  mews  him  worthy  death. 

York.  So  that,  by  this,  you  would  not  have  him  die, 

Suf.  Ah,  York,  no  man  alive  fo  fain  as  I. 

York.  'Tis  York,  that  hath  more  reafon  for  his  death . 
But,  my  Lord  Cardinal,  and  you,  my  Lord  of  Suffolk? 
Say  as  you  think,  and  fpeak  it  from  your  fouls  : 
Wer't  not  all  one,  an  empty  eagle  were  fet 

i  Free  Lords,  &c.  - — ]  By  this  me  means,  (as  may  be  feen  by 
the  fequel)  you,  who  are  not  bound  up  to  fuch  precife  regards  of 
religion  as  is  the  King;  but  are  men  of  the  world,  and  know 
how  to  live. 

To 
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To  guard  the  chicken  from  a  hungry  kite, 

As  place  Duke  Humphry  for  the  King's  protector? 

Q^Mar.  So  the  poor  chicken  mould  be  fure  of  death. 

Suf.  Madam,  'tis  true;  and  wer't  not  madnefs,  then 
To  make  the  fox  furveyor  of  the  fold? 
Who  being  accused  a  crafty  murtherer, 
His  guilt  mould  be  but  idly  polled  over, 
Becaufe  his  purpofe  is  not  executed. 
No  y  let  him  die,  in  that  he  is  a  fox, 
By  Nature  prov'd  an  enemy  to  the  flock  •, 
Before  his  chaps  be  ftain'd  with  crimfon  blood, 
As  Humphry  prov'd  by  reafons  to  my  Liege ; 
And  do  not  ftand  on  quillets  how  to  flay  him  i 
Be  it  by  ginns,  by  fnares,  by  fubtilty, 
Sleeping  or  waking,  'tis  no  matter  how, 
So  he  be  dead  ;  for  that  is  good  deceit 
Which  mates  him  firft,  that  firft  intends  deceit. 

Mar.  Thrice  noble  Suffolk^  'tis  refolutely  fpoke, 

Suf,  Not  refolute,  except  fo  much  were  done-, 
For  things  are  often  fpoke,  and  feldom  meant  j 
But  that  my  heart  accordeth  with  my  tongue, 
Seeing  the  deed  is  meritorious, 
And  to  preferve  my  Sovereign  from  his  foe. 
Say  but  the  word,  and  I  will  be  his  pried. 

Car.  But  I  would  have  him  dead,  my  lord  of  Sujfolk% 
Ere  you  can  take  due  orders  for  a  prieft  : 
Say  you  confent,  and  cenfure  well  the  deed, 
And  I'll  provide  his  executioner, 
I  tender  fo  the  fafety  of  my  Liege. 

Suf,  Here  is  my  hand,  the  deed  is  worthy  doing 

Q^Mar.  And  fo  fay  I. 

fork.  And  I :  And  now  we  three  have  fpoke  it, 
It  skills  nor  greatly,  who  impugns  our  doom. 
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Enter  a  Pcft, 

Poft.  Great  lords,  from  Ireland  am  I  come  amain, 
To  fignifie  that  Rebels  there  are  up, 
And  put  the  Englifhmen  unto  the  fword: 
Send  fuccours,  lords,  and  (top  the  rage  betime, 
Before  the  wound  do  grow  incurable 
For  being  green,  there  is  great  hope  of  help. 

Car.  A  breach,  that  craves  a  quick  expedient  Stop! 
What  counfel  give  you  in  this  weighty  caufe  ? 

York.  That  Somerfet  be  fent  a  Regent  thither : 
*Tis  meet,  that  lucky  ruler  be  employ 'd  : 
Witnefs  the  fortune  he  hath  had  in  France  

Sam.  If  York,  with  all  his  far-fetch'd  policy, 
Had  been  the  Regent  there  inftead  of  me, 
He  never  would  have  ftaid  in  France  fo  long. 

York.  No,  not  to  lole  it  all,  as  thou  haft  done : 
I  rather  would  have  loft  my  life  betimes, 
Than  bring  a  burthen  of  difhonour  home, 
By  (laying  there  fo  long,  till  all  were  loft. 
Shew  me  one  fear,  charactered  on  thy  skin  : 
Men's  fieiri  preferv'd  fo  whole,  do  feldom  win. 

Q^Mar.  Nay  then,  this  fpark  will  prove  a  raging 
fire, 

If  wind  and  fuel  be  brought  to  feed  it  with  : 
No  more,  good  York;  fweet  Somerfet,  be  ftill. 
Thy  fortune,  York,  hadft  thou  been  Regent  there, 
Might  happily  have  prov'd  far  worfe  than  his. 

York.  What,  worfe  than  nought?  nay,  then  a  fhame 
take  all ! 

Som.  And,  in  the  number,  thee  that  wifheft  fhame f 
Car.  My  lord  of  York,  try  what  your  fortune  is  ; 
Th'  uncivil  Kerns  of  Ireland  are  in  arms, 
And  temper  clay  with  blood  of  Englifhmen. 
To  Ireland  will  you  lead  a  band  of  men, 

Collected 
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Collected  choicely  from  each  county  fome, 
And  try  your  hup  againft  the  Irijhmen? 

York.  I  will,  my  lord,  To  pleafe  his  Majefiy. 

Suf.  Why,  our  Authority  is  his  confent; 
And  what  we  do  eftablifb,  he  confirms  *, 
Then,  noble  York,  take  thou  this  task  in  hand. 

York.  I  am  content:  provide  me  foldiers,  lords, 
Whilft  I  take  order  for  mine  own  affairs, 

Suf  A  charge,  lord  York,  that  I  will  fee  performed  : 
But  now  return  we  to  the  falfe  Duke  Humphry. 

Car.  No  more  of  him;  for  I  will  deal  with  him, 
That  henceforth  he  mall  trouble  us  no  more: 
And  fo  break  off:  the  day  is  almoft  fpent : 
Lord  Suffolk,  you  and  I  muft  talk  of  that  event. 

York.  My  lord  of  Suffolk,  within  fourteen  days 
At  Briftol  I  expect  my  foldiers  •, 
For  there  I'll  fhip  them  all  for  Ireland. 

Suf.  I'll  fee  it  truly  done,  my  lord  of  York.  {Exeunt, 

SCENE  V. 

Manet  York. 

York  .Now,  York,  or  never,  fteal  thy  fearful  thoughts, 
And  change  miidoubt  to  reiolution  : 
Be  that  thou  hop'ft  to  be,  or  what  thou  art 
Refign  to  death,  it  is  not  worth  th'  enjoying: 
Let  pale-fac'd  tear  keep  with  the  mean-born  man, 
And  find  no  harbour  in  a  royal  heart. 
Fatter  than  fpring-time  fhow'rs,  comes  thought  on 
thought, 

And  not  a  thought,  but  thinks  on  dignity. 

My  brain,  more  bufie  than  the  lab'ring  fpider, 

Weaves  tedious  fnares  to  trap  mine  enemies. 

Weil,  Nobles,  well ;  'tis  politickly  done, 

To  fend  me  packing  with  an  hoft  of  men  : 

I  fear  me,  you  but  warm  the  ftarved  Snake, 

Who,  cherifh'd  in  your  bread,  will  fting  your  hearts. 
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*Twas  men  I  lack'd,  and  you  will  give  them  me  % 

I  take  it  kindly  :  yet  be  well  aflur'd, 

You  put  iharp  weapons  in  a  mad-man's  hands. 

Whilft  I  in  Ireland  nourifh  a  mighty  band, 

I  will  ftir  up  in  England  forne  black  florrn, 

Shall  blow  ten  thoufand  fouls  to  heav'n  or  helL 

And  this  fell  tempeft  mail  not  ceafe  to  rage, 

Until  the  golden  circuit  on  my  head, 

(Like  to  the  glorious  fun's  tranfparent  beams,) 

Do  calm  the  fury  of  this  mad-brain'd  flaw, 

And,  for  a  minifter  of  my  intent, 

I  have  feduc'd  a  headftrong  Kcntijb  man, 

John  Cade  of  Jjhford, 

To  make  commotion,  as  full  well  he  can? 

Under  the  title  of  John  Mortimer. 

In  Ireland  have  I  feen  this  ftubborn  Cade 

Oppofe  himfelf  againft  a  troop  of  Kerns; 

And  fought  fo  long,  till  that  his  thighs  with  dart 

Were  almoft  like  a  fharp-quill'd  porcupine: 

And,  in  the  end  being  refcu'd,  I  have  feen 

Him  caper  upright  like  a  wild  Morifco, 

Shaking  the  bloody  darts,  as  he  his  bells. 

Full  often,  like  a  fhag-hair'd  crafty  Kerns 

Hath  he  converfed  with  the  enemy ; 

And  undifcover'd  come  to  me  again, 

And  giv'n  me  notice  of  their  villanies. 

This  devil  here  fhall  be  my  fubftitute; 

For  that  John  Mortimer ,  which  now  is  dead, 

In  face,  in  gate,  in  fpeech  he  doth  refemble. 

By  this,  I  fhall  perceive  the  Commons'  mind  % 

How  they  affect  the  Houfe  and  Claim  of  Tork. 

Say,  he  be  taken,  rack'd  and  tortured 

I  know,  no  pain,  they  can  inflict  upon  him, 

Will  make  him  fay,  1  mov'd  him  to  thofe  arms. 

Say,  that  he  thrive  ;  as  9tis  great  like,  he  will ; 

Why,  then,  from  Ireland  come  I  with  my  flren 

And  reap  the  harveft  which  that  rafcal  fow'd  j 
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For  Humphry  being  dead,  as  he  fhall  be, 

And  Henry  put  a- part,  the  next  for  me.  [Exit, 

S       C       E       N       E  VI. 

An  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  two  or  three,  running  over  the  Stage,  from  the 
murther  of  Duke  Humphry. 

i.  T>  UN  to  my  lord  of  Suffolk*,  let  him  know, 

VVe  have  difpatch'd  the  Duke,  as  he  com- 
manded. 

2.  Oh,  that  it  were  to  do !  what  have  we  done ! 
Didlt  ever  hear  a  man  ib  penitent! 

Enter  Suffolk, 
i.  Here  comes  my  lord. 

Suf.  Now,  Sir,  have  you  difpatch'd  this  thing  ? 
i.  Ay,  my  good  lord,  he's  dead. 
Suf.  Why,  that's  well  faid.    Go,  get  you  to  my 
houfe  •, 

I  will  reward  you  for  this  vent'rous  deed  : 

The  King  and  all  the  Peers  are  here  at  hand.  - 

Have  you  laid  fair  the  bed  ?  are  all  things  well, 
According  as  I  gave  directions? 
j.  Yes,  rry  good  lord. 

Suf,  Away,  be  gone.  [Exeunt  Murtherers* 

Enter  King  Henry,  the  §ueen,  Cardinal,  Somerftt, 
with  Attendants, 

K.  Henry,  Go,  call  our  Uncle  to  our  prefence  (trait : 

Say,  we  intend  to  try  his  Grace  to  day, 

If  he  be  guilty,  as  'tis  publifhed. 

Suf.  I'll  call  him  prefently,  my  noble  Lord.  [Exit, 
K.  Henry.  Lords,  take  your  places:  and,  I  pray 
you  all, 

E  4  Pro- 
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Proceed  no  ftraiter  'gainft  our  uncle  Glo'fler, 
Than  from  true  evidence,  of  good  efteem, 
He  be  approv'd  in  practice  culpable. 

Q.  Mar.  God  forbid,  any  malice  mould  prevail, 
That  faultlefs  may  condemn  a  Nobleman! 
Pray  God,  he  may  acquit  him  of  fufpicion ! 

K.  Henry.  I  thank  thee:  (a)  Well,   thefe  words 
content  me  much. 

Enter  Suffolk. 

How  now?  why  look'H  thou  pale?  why  trembler! 
thou  ? 

Where  is  our  Uncle  ?  what  is  the  matter,  Suffolk  ? 

Suf.  Dead  in  his  bed,  my  lord  ;   GlSjhr  is  dead. 

Q^Mar.  Marry,  God  forefend ! 

Car.  God's  fecret  judgment :  I  did  dream  to  bight, 
The  Duke  was  dumb,  and  could  not  fpeak  a  word. 

[Kih'gftvows. 

Q^Mar.  How  fares  my  lord?  help,  lords,  the 

King  is  dead. 
Som.  4  Rear  up  his  body,  wring  him  by  the  nofe. 
Mar.  Run,  go,  help,  help :  oh,  Henry  >  ope 
thine  eyes. 

Suf  He  doth  revive  again    Madam,  be  patient. 
K.  Henry  O  heav'nly  God! 
Q.  Mar.  How  fares  my  gracious  lord  ? 
Suf.  Comfort,    my  Sovereign ;    gracious  Henry, 
comfort. 

Henry.  What,  doth  my  lord  of  Suffolk  comfort 
me  ? 

Came  he  right  now  to  ling  a  raven's  note, 
Whofe  difmal  tune  bereft  my  vital  pow'rs  : 
And  thinks  he,  that  the  chirping  of  a  wren, 

2  Rear  up  bis  body,  Sec  ]    This  line  is  not  in  the  old  Edi 
tion.  iMr.  Pope. 

Ua)  Well  Mr.  TfoolaM—Valg.  Mil) 

By 
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By  crying  comfort  from  a  hollow  bread, 
Can  chafe  away  the  fir  ft- conceived  found? 
Hide  not  thy  poifon  with  fuch  fugar'd  words  i 
Lay  not  thy  hands  on  me-,  forbear,  I  fay  > 
Their  touch  affrights  me  as  a  ferpent's  fting. 
Thou  baleful  mefTenger,  out  of  my  fight ! 
Upon  thy  eye-balls  murd'rous  tyranny 
Sits  in  grim  majefty  to  fright  the  world. 
Look  not  upon  me,  for  thine  eyes  are  wounding ! 
Yet  do  not  go  away  ;  come,  bafilik  : 
And  kill  the  innocent  gazer  with  thy  fight: 
For  in  the  fhade  of  death  I  mall  find  joy  j 
In  life,  but  double  death,  now  Glo'Jter's  dead. 

Mar.  Why  do  you  rate  my  lord  of  Suffolk  thus? 
Although  the  Duke  was  enemy  to  him, 
Yet  he,  mod  Chriftian-like,  laments  his  death. 
And  for  myfelf,  foe  as  he  was  to  me, 
Might  liquid  tears,  or  heart-offending  groans, 
Or  blood-confuming  fighs  recall  his  life; 
I  would  be  blind  with  weeping,  fick  with  groans, 
Look  pale  as  primrofe  with  blood-drinking  fighs, 
And  all  to  have  the  noble  Duke  alive. 
What  know  I,  how  the  world  may  deem  of  me? 
For,  it  is  known,  we  were  but  hollow  friends: 
It  may  be  judg'd,  I  made  the  Duke  away 
So  Ihall  my  name  with  (lander's  tongue  be  wounded, 
And  Princes' Courts  be  fili'd  with  my  reproach: 
This  get  I  by  his  death :  ah,  me  unhappy ! 
To  be  a  Queen,  and  crown'd  with  infamy. 

K.  Henry.  Ah,  woe  is  me  for  Glo'fter>  wretched  man! 
Mar.  Be  woe  for  me,  more  wretched  than  he  is. 
What,  doft  thou  turn  away  and  hide  thy  face? 
I  am  no  loathfome  leper  \  look  on  me. 
What,  art  thou  like  the  adder  waxen  deaf? 
Be  pois'nous  too,  and  kill  thy  forlorn  Queen. 
Is  all  thy  comfort  fhut  in  GWfier's  tomb? 
Why,  then,  dame  Margaret  was  ne'er  thy  joy. 

Erecl 
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Erect  his  ftatue,  and  do  worfhip  to  it, 
And  make  my  image  but  an  ale-houfe  fign. 
Was  I  for  this  nigh  wreckt  upon  the  fea, 
And  twice  by  adverfe  winds  from  England**  bank 
Drove  back  again  unto  my  native  clime? 
What  boaded  this?  but  well-fore- warning  winds 
Did  feem  to  fay,  feek  not  a  fcorpion's  neft ; 
Nor  fet  no  footing  on  this  unkind  fhoar. 
What  did  I  then  ?  but  curft  the  gentle  gufts, 
And  he  that  loos'd  them  from  their  brazen  caves ; 
And  bid  them  blow  towards  England's  blefled  fhoar* 
Or  turn  our  (tern  upon  a  dreadful  rock  : 
Yet  Mollis  would  not  be  a  murtherer ; 
But  left  that  hateful  office  unto  thee. 
The  pretty  vaulting  fea  refus'd  to  drown  me  *, 
Knowing,  that  thou  wouldft  have  me  drovv n'd  on 
fhoar 

With  tears  as  fait  as  fea,  through  thy  unkindnefs. 

The  fplitting  rocks  cow  Yd  in  the  finking  fands, 

And  would  not  dafli  me  with  their  ragged  fides ; 

Becaufe  thy  flinty  heart,  more  hard  than  they, 

Might  in  thy  Palace  perifh  Margaret. 

As  far  as  I  could  ken  the  chalky  cliffs, 

When  from  thy  fhoar  the  temped  beat  us  back, 

I  flood  upon  the  hatches  in  the  ftorm ; 

And  when  the  dusky  sky  began  to  rob 

My  earnefl-gaping  fight  of  thy  Land's  view, 

I  took  acoftlyjewel  from  my  neck, 

(A  heart  it  was,  bound  in  with  diamonds,) 

And  threw  it  tow'rds  thy  Land-,  the  fea  receiv'd  it, 

And  fo,  I  wifh'd,  thy  body  might  my  heart. 

And  ev'n  with  this  I  loft  fair  England's  view, 

And  bid  mine  eyes  be  packing  with  my  heart. 

And  calPd  them  blind  and  dusky  fpectacles, 

For  lofing  ken  of  sflbion's  wifhed  Coaft. 

How  often  have  I  tempted  Suffolk's  tongue 

(The  agent  of  thy  foul  inconftancy) . 

To 
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To  fit  and  {a)  witch  me,  as  Afcanius  did, 

When  he  to  madding  Dido  would  unfold 

His  father's  a&s,  commenced  in  burning  Troy  ? 

Am  I  not  witcht  like  her?  or  thou  not  falfe  like  him? 

Ah  me,  I  can  no  more :  dye,  Margaret! 

For  Henry  weeps,  that  thou  do* ft  live  fo  long. 

Noife  within.  Enter  Warwick,  Salisbury,  and  many 
Commons. 

War,  It  is  reported,  mighty  Sovereign, 
That  good  Duke  Humphry  traiteroufly  is  murtherfd 
By  Suffolk,  and  the  Cardinal  Beauford's  means: 
The  Commons,  like  an  angry  hive  of  bees 
That  want  their  leader,  fcatter  up  and  down ; 
And  care  not  who  they  fting  in  their  revenge. 
Myfelf  havecalm'd  their  fpleenful  mutiny, 
Until  they  hear  the  order  of  his  death. 

K.  Henry.  That  he  is  dead,  good  Warwick,  'tis  too 
true  5 

But  how  he  died,  God  knows,  not  Henry: 
Enter  his  chamber,  view  his  breathlefs  corps, 
And  comment  then  upon  his  fudden  death. 

War.  That  I  mall  do,  my  liege :  flay,  Salisbury, 
With  the  rude  multitude,  till  I  return. 

[Warwick  goes  in. 
K  Henry.  O  thou,  that  judged  all  things,  ftay  my 
thoughts; 

My  thoughts,  that  labour  to  perfuade  my  foul, 
Some  violent  Hands  were  laid  on  Humphry**  life : 
If  my  fufpecl  be  falfe,  forgive  me,  God! 
For  judgment  only  doth  belong  to  thee. 
Fain  would  I  go  to  chafe  his  paly  lips 
With  twenty  thoufand  kiffes,  and  to  drain 
Upon  his  face  an  ocean  of  fait  tears: 
To  tell  my  love  upon  his  dumb  deaf  trunk, 
And  with  my  fingers  feel  his  hand  unfeeling: 
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But  all  in  vain  are  thefe  mean  obfequies. 

[Bed  with  Glo'fter'j  body  put  forth. 
And  to  furvey  his  dead  and  earthy  image, 
What  were  it,  but  to  make  my  forrow  greater? 
fffyr.  Come  hither,  gracious  Sovereign,  view  this 
body. 

K.  Henry.  That  is  to  fee  how  deep  my  grave  is 
made: 

For,  with  his  foul  fled  all  my  worldly  folace; 
Fof  feeing  him,  I  fee  my  life  in  death. 

War.  As  furely  as  my  foul  intends  to  live 
With  that  dread  King,  that  took  our  ftate  upon 
him, 

To  free  us  from  his  father's  wrathful  curfe, 
I  do  believe,  that  violent  hands  were  laid 
Upon  the  life  of  this  thrice-famed  Duke. 

Suf.  A  dreadful  oath,  fvvorn  with  a  folemn  tongue! 
What  inftance  gives  lord  Warwick  for  his  vow  ? 

War.  See,  how  the  blood  is  fettled  in  his  face. 
Oft  have  I  feen  a  timely-parted  ghoft, 
Of  amy  femblance,  meager,  pale,  and  bloodlefs ; 
Being  all  defcended  to  the  lab'ring  heart, 
Who,  in  the  conflict  that  it  holds  with  death, 
Attracts  the  fame  for  aidance  'gainft  the  enemy  ; 
Which  with  the  heart  there  cools,  and  ne'er  returneth 
To  blufh  and  beautify  the  cheek  again. 
But  fee,  his  face  is  black  and  full  of  blood  \ 
His  eye-balls  farther  out,  than  when  he  liv'd; 
Staring  full  ghaflly,  like  a  ftrangled  man  j 
His  hair  up-reai  \i,  his  noflrils  ftretch'd  wirh  ftruggling  : 
His  hands  abroad  difplay'd,  as  one  that  grafpt 
And  tugg'd  for  lrfe  ^  and  was  by  (trength  fubdu'd. 
Look  on  the  flieets ;  his  hair,  you  fee,  is  (ticking ; 
His  weil-propoi  tion'd  beard  made  rough  and  rugged, 
Like  to  the  lummer's  corn  by  tempeft  lodgM : 
It  cannot  be,  but  he  was  murther'd  here: 
The  kaft  of  all  thefe  figns  were  probable, 
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Suf.  Why,  Warwick^  who  mould  do  the  Duke  to 

death  ? 

Myfelf  and  Bea  - ford  had  him  in  protection; 
And  we,  I  hope,  Sirs,  are  no  murtherers. 

War.  But  both  of  you  have  vow'd  Duke  Humphry* % 
death, 

And  you,  forfooth,  had  the  good  Duke  to  keep: 
'Tis  like,  you  would  not  feaft  him  like  a  friend  > 
And  'tis  well  feen,  he  found  an  enemy, 

Q^Mar.  Then  you,  belike,  fufpecT:  rhefe  Noblemen, 
As  guilty  of  Duke  Humphry^  timelefs  death. 

War.  Who  finds  the  heifer  dead  and  bleeding 
freft, 

And  fees  f aft  by  a  butcher  with  an  ax, 
But  will  fufpecl,  'twas  he  that  made  the  (laughter  ? 
Who  finds  the  partridge  in  the  puttock's  neft, 
But  may  imagine  how  the  bird  was  dead, 
Although  the  kite  (bar  with  unbloodied  beak  ? 
Even  fo  fufpicious  is  this  tragedy. 

Q^MaK  Are  you  the  butcher,  Suffolk?  where '5 
your  knife? 

Is  Beauford  termed  a  kite?  where  are  his  tallons? 

Suf.  I  wear  no  knife  to  (laughter  fieeping  men;, 
But  here's  a  'vengeful  fword,  rufted  with  eafe, 
That  iliall  be  fcoured  in  his  ranc'rous  heart, 
That  (landers  me  with  murther's  crimlbn  badge. 
Say,  if  thoudar'ft,  proud  lord  of  Warwickjhirt^ 
That  I  am  faulty  in  Duke  Humphry**  death. 

War.  What  dares  not  ITarwick^  if  fajfe  Suffolk 
dare  him  ? 

Q^Mar.  He  dares  not  calm  his  contumelious  fpirk, 
Nor  ceafe  to  be  an  arrogant  controller, 
Though  Suffolk  dare  him  twenty  thoufand  times, 

War.  Madam,  be  ftill ;  with  rev'rence  may  I  fay 
For  ev'ry  word,  you  fpeak  in  his  behalf, 
Is  (lander  to  your  royal  Dignity, 

Suf. 
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Suf.  Blunt-witted  lord,  ignoble  in  demeanour, 
If  ever  lady  wrong'd  her  lord  fo  much, 
Thy  mother  took  into  her  blameful  bed 
Some  ftern  untutor'd  churl;  and  noble  ftock 
Was  graft  with  crab-tree  flip,  whole  fruit  thou  art ; 
And  never  of  the  Neville  noble  Race. 

War.  But  that  the  guilt  of  murther  bucklers  thee, 
And  I  fhould  rob  the  death's-man  of  his  fee, 
Quitting  thee  thereby  of  ten  thoufand  fnames, 
And  that  my  Sovereign's  prefence  makes  me  mild, 
I  would,  falfe  murd'rous  Coward,  on  thy  knee 
Make  thee  beg  pardon  for  thy  pafTed  fpeech, 
And  lay,  it  was  thy  mother  that  thou  meanc'ftj — 
That  thou  thy  lei  f  wail  born  in  baftardy  : 
And,  after  all  this  fearful  homage  done, 
Give  thee  thy  hire,  and  fend  thy  foul  to  hell, 
Pernicious  blood-fucker  of  fleeping  men  ! 

Suf.  Thou  malt  be  waking,  while  I  ihed  thy  blood, 
If  from  this  prefence  thou  dar'ft  go  with  me. 

War.  Away  ev?n  now,  or  I  will  drag  thee  hence  j 
Unworthy  though  thou  art,  I'll  cope  with  thee ; 
And  do  fome  fervice  to  Duke  Humphry's  ghoft. 

[Bxamtf 

SCENE  VII. 

K.  Henry.  What  ftronger  bread- plate  than  a  heart 
untainted  ? 

Thrice  is  he  arm'd,  that  hath  his  quarrel  juft; 
And  he  but  naked,  (though  lock'd  up  in  ftcel) 
Whole  confcience  with  Lnjuftice  is  corrupted. 

[J  noife  wttbm 

Mar.  What  noife  is  this  : 

Enter  Suffolk  and  Warwick,  with  their  weapons 
drawn. 

K.  Htnty.  Why,  how  now,  lords?  your  wrathful 
weapons  drawn 

Here 
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Here  in  our  prefence !  dare  you  be  fo  bold  ? 
Why,  what  tumultuous  clamour  have  we  here? 

Suf.  The  trait'rous  Warwick  with  the  men  of  Bury 
Set  all  upon  me,  mighty  Sovereign. 

Enter  Salisbury. 

Sal.  Sirs,  ftand  apart;  the  King  mail  know  your 
mind. 

Dread  lord,  the  Commons  fend  you  word  by  me, 
Unleis  lord  Suffolk  (trait  be  done  to  death, 
Or  banifhed  fair  England's  territories, 
They  will  by  violence  tear  him  from  your  Palace, 
And  torture  him  with  grievous  lingring  death. 
They  fay,  by  him  the  good  Duke  Humphry  died} 
They  fay,  in  him  they  fear  your  Highnefs'  death ; 
And  mere  inftinct  of  love  and  loyalty, 
(Tree  from  a  ftubborn  oppofite  intent, 
As  being  thought  to  contradict  your  liking) 
Makes  them  thus  forward  in  his  Banifhrnent. 
They  fay,  in  care  of  your  moft  royal  perfon, 
That  if  your  Highnefs  mould  intend  to  deep, 
And  charge  that  no  man  mould  difturb  your  reft, 
In  pain  of  your  diflike,  or  pain  of  death  ; 
Yet,  notwithstanding  fach  a  ftrait  edict, 
Were  there  a  ferpent  feen  with  forked  tongue, 
That  flily  glided  tow'rds  your  Majefty, 
It  were  but  necefTary  you  were  wak'd ; 
Left,  being  fuffer'd  in  that  harmful  dumber, 
The  mortal  worm  might  make  the  fleep  eternal, 
And  therefore  do  they  cry,  though  you  forbid, 
That  they  will  guard  you  whe're  you  will  or  no* 
From  fuch  fell  ferpents  as  falfe  Suffolk  is  ; 
With  whoie  invenomed  and  fatal  iting 
Your  loving  Uncle,  twenty  times  his  worth, 
They  fay,  is  (hamefuliy  bereft  of  life. 

Commons  within.  An  anfsver  from  the  King,  my 
lord  of  Salisbury. 

Svf. 
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Suf.  'Tis  like,  the  Commons,  rudeunpoliuYc  hind?. 
Could  lend  fuch  meli-ige  to  their  Sovereign: 
But  you,  my  lord,  were  glad  to  be  employ'd, 
To  fhtw  how  queint  an  orator  you  are. 
Bat  all  the  honour  Salisbury  bath  won, 
Is,  that  he  was  the  lord  AmbafFador 
Sent  from  a  fort  of  tinkers  to  the  King;. 

Within.  An  anfwer  frcm  the  King,  or  we  will  all 
break  in. 

K.  Henry.  Go,  StMsbury^  and  tell  them  all  from 
me, 

I  thank  them  for  their  tender  loving  care ; 
And  had  I  not  been  cited  fo  by  them, 
Yet  did  I  purpofe  as  they  do  entrea: ; 
For,  fbrc,  my  thoughts  do  hourly  prophefie 
Mitchance  unto  my  State  by  Suffolk's  means. 
And  therefore  by  his  Majefty  I  Iwear, 
Whole  far  unworthy  Deputy  I  am, 
He  (hall  not  breathe  infection  in  this  air 
But  three  days  longer,  on  the  pain  of  death. 

Q^Mar.  Oh  He?rn\  let  me  plead  for  gentle  Suffolk. 

K.  Henry.  Ungentle  Qjeen,   to  call  him  gentle 
Suffolk. 

No  more,  I  fay:  if  thou  doit  plead  for  him, 
Thou  wilt  but  add  increafe  unto  my  wrath. 
Had  I  but  laid,  I  would  have  kept  my  wore  \ 
Bjt,  when  I  Iwear  it  is  irrevocable; 
If  after  three  days  1  pace  thou  here  be'tl  found, 
On  any  ground  that  I  am  ruler  of, 
The  world  fhal!  not  be  raniom  for  thy  life. 
Come,  Warwick  -y  come,  good  ll'ar^:ick\  go  with 
me  5 

I  have  great  ma:ters  to  impart  to  thee. 

7  Exeunt  K.  Henrv,  Warwick,  cirY, 
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SCENE  VIII. 

Manent  Suffolk,  and  Queen. 

Mar.  Mifchance  and  forrow  go  along  with  you  j 
Heart's  Difcontent  and  four  Affliction 
Be  play- fellows  to  keep  you  company! 
There's  two  of  you,  the  devil  make  a  third, 
And  threefold  vengeance  tend  upon  your  fteps ! 

Suf  Ceafe,  gentle  Queen,  thefe  execrations  j 
And  let  thy  Suffolk  take  his  heavy  leave. 

Mar.  Fie,  coward  woman,  and  fofc-hearted 
wretch, 

Haft  thou  not  fpirit  to  curfe  thine  enemy  ? 

Suf  A  plague  upon  them!  Wherefore  fhould  1 
curfe  them  ? 

Would  curfes  kill,  as  doth  the  mandrake's  groan, 
I  would  invent  as  bitter  fearching  terms, 
Ascurft,  as  harfh,  and  horrible  to  hear, 
Deliver'd  ftrongly  through  my  fixed  teeth, 
With  full  as  many  figns  of  deadly  hate, 
As  lean-fae'd  envy  in  her  loathfome  cave. 
My  tongue  fhould  (tumble  in  mine  earned  words, 
Mine  eyes  fhould  fparkle  like  the  beaten  flint, 
Mine  hair  be  fixt  on  end  like  one  diftract  : 
Ay,  ev'ry  joint  fhould  feem  to  curfe  and  ban.  J 
And  even  now  my  burthen'd  heart  would  break, 
Should  I  not  curfe  them.    Poifon  be  their  drink ! 
Gall,  worfe  than  gall,  the  daintieft  meat  they  taftej 
Their  fweeteft  lhade  a  grove  of  cyprefs  trees ! 
Their  chiefeft  profpect  murd'ring  bafilisks! 
Their  fofteft  touch,  as  fmart  as  lizards'  flings! 
Their  mufick  frightful  as  the  ferpent's  hifs ! 
And  boading  fcreech-owls  make  the  concert  full ! 

AH  the  foul  terrors  in  dark-feated  hell  

Q^Mar.  Enough,  fweet  Suffolk^  thou  t©rment'ft 
thvfelf; 

Vol.V.  F  And 
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And  thefe  dread  curfes,  like  the  fun  'gainft  glafs, 
Or  like  an  over- charged  gun,  recoil,  - 
And  turn  the  force  of  them  upon  thyfelf. 

Suf.  You  bad  me  ban,  and  will  you  bid  me  leave? 
Now,  by  the  ground  that  I  am  banifh'd  from, 
Well  could  I  curfe  away  a  winter's  night, 
Though  (landing  naked  on  a  mountain  top, 
Where  biting  Cold  would  never  let  grafs  grow, 
And  think  it  but  a  minute  fpent  in  fport. 

Mar.  Oh,  let  me  entreat  thee  ceafe ;  give  me 
thy  hand, 

That  I  may  dew  it  with  my  mournful  tears ; 
Nor  let  the  rain  of  heaven  wet  this  place, 
To  warn  away  my  woful  monuments. 
Oh,  could  this  kifs  be  printed  in  thy  hand, 
That  thou  might'ft  think  upon  thefe,  by  the  feal, 
Through  whom  a  thouland  fighs  are  breath'd  for 
thee. 

So,  get  thee  gone,  that  I  may  know  my  grief; 
'Tis  but  furmis'd,  whilft  thou  art  (landing  by: 
As  one  that  furfeits,  thinking  on  a  Want. 
I  will  repeal  thee,  or,  be  well  afiur'd, 
Adventure  to  be  banifhed  myfelf  : 
And  bani flied  I  am,  if  but  from  thee. 
Go,  fpeak  not  to  me ;  even  now  be  gone- 

Oh,  go  not  yet  Ev'n  thus  two  friends  condemn 'd 

Embrace  and  kite,  and  take  ten  thoufand  leave?, 
Loather  a  hundred  times  to  part  than  die: 
Yet  now  farewel,  and  farewel  life  with  thee! 

Suf.  Thus  is  poor  Suffolk  ten  times  banimed, 
Once  by  the  King  and  three  times  thrice  by  thee. 
5 Tis  not  the  Land  I  care  for,  wert  thou  hence  ; 
A  wildernefs  is  populous  enough, 
So  Suffolk  had  thy  heav'nly  company. 
For  where  thou  art,  there  is  the  World  itfelf ; 
With  ev'ry  fev'ral  pleafure  in  the  world  : 
And  where  thou  art  not,  Defolation. 
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I  can  no  more  Live  thou  to  joy  thy  life  ; 

Myfelf  no  joy  in  aught  but  that  thou  liv'ft. 

S    C    E    N      E  IX. 

Enter  Vaux. 

Q^Mar.  Whither  goes  Vaux  fo  faft?  what  news,  I 
pr'ythee  ? 
Faux.  To  fignifie  unto  his  Majefty, 
That  Cardinal  Beauford  is  at  point  of  death : 
For  fuddenly  a  grievous  ficknefs  took  him, 
That  makes  him  gafp,  and  ftare,  and  catch  the  air, 
Blai'pheming  God,  and  curfing  men  on  earth, 
Sometimes  he  talks,  as  if  Duke  Humphry's  ghoft 
Were  by  his  fide ;  fometimes,  he  calls  the  King  5 
And  whifpers  to  his  pillow,  as  to  him, 
The  fecrets  of  his  over-charged  foul : 
And  I  am  fent  to  tell  his  Majefty, 
That  even  now  he  cries  aloud  for  him. 

Mar.  Go  tell  this  heavy  meffage  to  the  King. 

[Exit  Vaux. 

Ay  me!  what  is  this  world?  what  news  are  thefe? 
But  wherefore  grieve  I  at  an  hour's  poor  lols, 
Omitting  Suffolk's  exile,  my  foul's  treafure  ? 
Why  only,  Suffolk,  mourn  I  not  for  thee, 
And  with  the  iouthern  clouds  contend  in  tears? 
Theirs  for  the  earth's  increafe    mine  for  my  forrows. 
Now,  get  thee  hence-,  the  King,  thou  know'ft,  is 
coming  j 

If  thou  be  found  by  me,  thou  art  but  dead. 

Suf.  If  I  depart  from  thee,  I  cannot  live  *, 
And  in  thy  fight  to  die,  what  were  it  elfe. 
But  like  a  pleafant  (lumber  in  thy  lap? 
Here  could  I  breathe  my  foul  into  the  air3 
As  mild  and  gentle  as  the  cradle-babe 
Dying  with  mother's  dug  between  its  lips, 
Where,  from  thy  fight,  I  fhould  be  raging  ma  J, 
And  cry  out  for  thee  to  clofe  up  mine  eyes  5 
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To  have  thee  with  thy  lips  to  flop  my  mouth : 

So,  fhouldft  thou  either  turn  my  flying  foul  j 

Or  I  Ihould  breathe  it  To  into  thy  body ; 

And  then  it  liv'd  in  fweet  Elyfium. 

To  die  by  thee,  were  but  to  die  in  jeft : 

From  thee  to  die,  were  torture  more  than  death  ; 

Oh  !  let  me  (lay,  befal  what  may  befal. 

Mar.  Awayj  though  Parting  be  a  fretful 
corrofive, 
It  is  applied  to  a  deathful  wound. 
To  France,  fweet  Suffolk  \  let  me  hear  from  thee : 
For  wherefo'er  thou  art  in  this  world's  globe, 
I'll  have  an  Mr,  that  lhall  find  thee  out. 
Suf.  I  go. 

Q^Mar.  And  take  my  heart  with  thee. 

Suf.  A  jewel  lock'd  into  the  woful'll  casket 
That  ever  did  contain  a  thing  of  worth. 
Even  as  a  fplitted  bark,  fo  funder  we ; 
This  way  fall  I  to  death. 

Mar.  This  way  for  me.        [Exeunt  fever  ally. 

SCENE  X. 

The  Cardinal'.?  Bedchamber. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Salisbury,  and  Warwick,  to  the 
Cardinal  in  Bed. 

K.  Henry.  T_TOW  fares  my  lord?  fpeak,  Beauford, 
n>    to  thy  Sovereign. 
Car.  If  thou  beeft  Death,  I'll  give  thee  England's 
treafure, 

Enough  to  purchafe  fuch  another  Ifland, 
So  thou  wilt  let  me  live,  and  feel  no  pain. 

K.  Henry.  Ah,  what  a  fign  it  is  of  evil  life, 
Where  death's  approach  is  feen  fo  terrible ! 

War.  Beaufordy  it  is  thy  Sovereign  fpcaks  to  thee. 

Car. 
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Car.  "  Bring  me  unto  my  TryaJ,  when  you  will. 
M  Dy'd  he  not  in  his  bed?  where  fhould  he  die? 
cc  Can  I  make  men  live  whe're  they  will  or  no? 
<c  Oh,  torture  me  no  more,  I  will  confefs— — 
cc  Alive  again  ?  then  (hew  me,  where  he  is : 

"  I'll  give  a  thoufand  pound  to  look  upon  him  * 

"  He  hath  no  eyes,  the  duft  hath  blinded  them  : 
<c  Comb  down  his  hair  -9  look !   look  I  it  (lands 
"  upright, 

"  Like  lime-twigs  fet  to  catch  my  winged  foul : 
"  Give  me  fome  drink,  and  bid  th'  apothecary 
"  Bring  the  ftrong  poifon  that  I  bought  of  him. 

K.  Henry.  O  thou  eternal  Mover  of  the  heav'ns, 
Look  with  a  gentle  eye  upon  this  wretch ; 
Oh,  beat  away  the  bufie,  medling,  fiend, 
That  lays  ftrong  fiege  unto  this  wretch's  foul, 
And  from  his  bofom  purge  this  black  defpair. 

ff^ar.  See,  how  the  pangs  of  death  do  make  him 
grin ! 

Sal.  Difturb  him  not,  let  him  pafs  peaceably. 
K.  Henry.  Peace  to  his  foul,  if  God's  good  pleafure 
be! 

Lord  Cardinal,  if  thou  think'fl:  on  heaven's  blifs, 

Hold  up  thy  hand,  make  fignal  of  thy  hope. 

He  dies,  and  makes  no  fign!  O  God,  forgive  him. 

War.  So  bad  a  death  argues  a  monftrous  life. 

K.  Henry.  Forbear  to  judge,  for  we  are  finners  all. 
Cloie  up  his  eyes,  and  draw  the  curtain  clofe, 
And  let  us  all  to  meditation.  [Exeunt. 


The  Second  Part  of 


A  C  T   IV.    S  C  E  N  E  I. 

The  Coafl  of  Kent. 

Alarum.  Fight  at  fea.  Ordnance  goes  off.  Enter 
Captain,  Whitmore,  and  other  Pirates ,  with  Suf- 
folk and  other  Pr  if  oners. 

Captain, 

c<  rp  H  E  gaudy,  blabbing,  and  remorfeful  day 

"    A    Is  crept  into  the  bolom  of  the  fea  : 

<c  And  now  loud  howling  wolves  aroufe  tire  jades, 

4'  That  drag  the  tragick  melancholy  night; 

"  Who  with  their  drowfie,  flow,  and  flagging  wings 

"  Clip  dead  mens'  graves;  and  from  their  mifty  jaws 

<c  Breathe  foul  contagious  darknefs  in  the  air. 

Therefore  bring  forth  the  foldiers  of  our  prize : 

For  whilft  our  Pinnace  anchors  in  the  Downs, 

Here  fhall  they  make  their  ranfom  on  the  fand ; 

pr  with  their  blood  ftain  this  difcolour'd  fhore. 

JM after,  this  prifoner  freely  give  I  thee  ; 

And  thou,  that  art  his  mate,  make  boot  of  this : 

The  other,  Walter  Whitmore,  is  thy  lhare. 

i  Gent.  What  is  my  ranfom,  mafter,  let  me  know. 

Maft.  A  thoufand  crowns,  or  elfe  lay  down  your 
head. 

Mate.  And  fo  much  mail  you  give,  or  off  goes 
yours. 

Whit.  What,  think  you  much  to  pay  two  thoufand 
crowns, 

And  bear  the  name  and  port  of  gentlemen  ? 
Cut  both  the  villains*  throats,  for  die  you  mail : 
Nor  can  thofe  lives,  which  we  have  loft  in  fight, 
Be  counter-pois'd  with  fuch  a  petty  fum. 

I  Gent.  Til  give  it,  Sir,  and  therefore  fpare  my 
life/ 

z  Gent. 
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2  Gent.  And  fo  will  I,  and  write  home  for  it 
ftraight. 

Whit.  J  loft  mine  eye  in  laying  the  prize  aboard, 
And  therefore,  to  revenge  it,  fhak  thou  die; 


And  fo  fhould  thefe,  if  I  might  have  my  will. 

Cap.  Be  not  fo  rafh,  take  ranfom,  let  him  live. 

Suf  1  Look  on  my  George,  I  am  a  gentleman; 
Rate  me  at  what  thou  wilt,  thou  fhalt  be  paid.  

Whit.  And  fo  am  I ;  my  name  is  Walter  Wlritmore* 
How  now?  why  ftart'ft  thou?  what,  doth  death 
affright  ? 

Suf  Thy  name  affrights  me,  in  whofe  found  is  death, 
A  cunning  man  did  calculate  my  birth, 
And  told  me,  that  by  Water  1  fhould  die : 
Yet  let  not  this  make  thee  be  bloody-minded, 
Thy  name  is  Gualtier,  being  rightly  founded. 

Whit.  Gualtier  or  Walter,  which  it  is,  I  care  not; 
Ne'er  yet  did  bafe  Difhonour  blur  our  name, 
But  with  our  fword  we  wip'd  away  the  blot. 
Therefore,  when  merchant-like  1  fell  revenge, 
Broke  be  my  fword,  my  arms  torn  and  defac'd, 
And  I  proclaimed  a  Coward  through  the  world! 

Suf.  Stay,  Whitmore  \  for  thy  prifoner  is  a  Prince  ; 
The  Duke  of  Suffolk,  William  de  la  Pole. 

Whit.  The  Duke  of  Suffolk  muffled  up  in  rags? 

Suf.  Ay,  but  thefe  rags  are  no  part  of  the  Duke. 
xJove  fometimes  went  difguis'd,  and  why  not  I  ? 

Cap.  But  Jove  was  never  Gain,  as  thou  (halt  be. 

Suf  Obfcure  and  lowly  fwain,  King  Henry's  blood, 
The  honourable  blood  of  Lancqfter, 

1  Look  on  my  George.]  In  the  firft  Edition  it  is  my  ring. 

2  jove  fometimes  went  dijguis^d,  &c.]  This  verfe  is  omitted 
in  all  but  the  firft  old  Edition,  without  which  what  follows  is  not 
fenfe.    The  next  line  alfo, 

Obfcure  and  lowly  fivain,  King  Henry'j  blood! 


[To  Suffolk, 
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Muft  not  be  Hied  by  fuch  a  jaded  groom : 

Halt  thou  not  kifs'd  thy  hand,  and  held  myftirrop? 

Bare-headed,  plodded  by  my  foot-cloth  mule, 

And  thought  thee  happy  when  I  fhook  my  head? 

How  often  haft  thou  waited  at  my  cup, 

Fed  from  my  trencher,  kneei'd  down  at  the  board, 

When  I  have  feafted  with  Qjeen  Margaret? 

Remember  it,  and  let  it  make  thee  creft-fal'n  ; 

Ay,  and  allay  this  thy  abortive  pride. 

How  in  our  voiding  lobby  haft  thou  ftood, 

And  duly  waited  for  my  coming  forth  ? 

This  hand  of  mine  hath  writ  in  thy  behalf, 

And  therefore  (hall  it  charm  thy  riotous  tongue. 

CPZ&Speak,  Captain,  fha'i  I  ftab  the  forlorn  fwain  ? 

Cap.  Firft  let  my  words  ftab  him,  as  he  hath  me. 

Suf  Biie  (lave,  thy  words  are  blunt ;  and  foart  thou. 

Cap.  Convey  him  hence,  and  on  our  Jong- boat's  fide, 
Strike  off  his  head. 

Suf.  Thou  dar'ft  not  for  thy  own. 

Cap.  Poole,  Sir  P cole?  lord? 
Ay,  kennel  —  puddle —  fink,  whofe  filth  and  dirt 
Troubles  the  filver  Spring  where  England  drinks : 
Now  wiil  i  dam  up  this  thy  yawning  mouth, 
For  fwallowing  up  the  treafure  of  the  Realm  ; 
Thy  lips,  that  kifsM  the  Queen,  AtaJ]  fweep  the 
ground  ; 

And  thou,  that  imil'dft  at  good  Duke  Humphry's  death  ; 

Againft  the  fenfelefs  winds  lhalt  grin  in  vain, 

"Who  in  contempt  ftialt  hifs  at  thee  again. 

And  wedded  be  thou  to  the  hags  of  hell, 

F  >r  daring  to  affie  a  mighty  lord 

Unto  the  daughter  of  a  worthlefs  King, 

Having  nor  Subject,  Wealth,  nor  Diadem.1 

By  devilifh  policy  art  thou  grown  grear, 

And,  like  ambitious  $\L7a,  over-gorg'd 

With  gobbets  of  thy  mother's  bieeaing  heart. 

By  thee  Anjcu  and  Maine  were  fold  to  France  , 
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The  falfe  revolting  Normans,  thorough  thee, 

Difdain  to  call  us  lord ;  and  Picardie 

Hath  (lain  their  Governors,  furpriz'd  our  Forts, 

And  lent  the  ragged  foldiers  wounded  home. 

The  princely  Warwick,  and  the  Nevills  all, 

(Whofe  dreadful  fwords  were  never  drawn  in  vain) 

As  hating  thee,  are  rifing  up  in  arms. 

And  now  the  Houfe  of  York  (thruft  from  the  Crown 

By  fhameful  murther  of  a  guiltlefs  King, 

And  lofty  proud  incroaching  tyranny,) 

Burns  with  revenging  fire ;  whofe  hopeful  Colours 

Advance  a  half-fac'd  Sun  driving  to  mines 

Under  the  which  is  writ,  Invitis  nubibus. 

The  Commons  here  in  Kent  are  up  in  arms : 

And  to  conclude,  Reproach,  and  Beggary 

Is  crept  into  the  Palace  of  our  King, 

And  all  by  thee.    Away  !  convey  him  hence.  ■ 

Suf.  O,  that  I  were  a  God,  to  moot  forth  thunder 
Upon  thefe  paultry,  fervile,  abjecl:  drudges ! 
Small  things  make  bafe  men  proud.  This  villain  here, 
Being  captain  of  a  pinnace,  threatens  more 
3  Than  Bargulus  the  ftrong  Illyrian  Pirate. 
Drones  fuck  not  eagles'  blood,  but  rob  bee-hives. 
It  is  impoffible  that  I  mould  die 
By  fuch  a  lowly  vafTal  as  thy  felf. 
Thy  words  move  rage,  and  not  remorfe,  in  me  : 
I  go  of  melTage  from  the  Queen  to  France ; 
I  charge  thee  waft  me  fafely  crofs  the  channel. 

Cap.  Walter  — 

Whit.  Come,  Suffolk,  I  muft  waft  thee  to  thy  death. 
Suf.  Poena  gelidus  timor  occupat  artus :  it's  thee  I  fear. 
Whit. Thou  lhalt  have  caufe  to  fear,  before  Ikave  thee. 

3  Than  Bargulus  the  ftrong  Illyrian  Pirate.]  Mr.  Theobald 
fays,  This  <wight  I  have  not  been  able  to  trace,  or  difcover  from 
ivhat  LEGEND  our  author  derived  his  acquaintance  nvith  him. 
And  yet  he  is  to  be  met  with  in  Tullys  Offices ;  and  the  Legend  is 
the  famous  Theopompus'' s  hijiory.  Bargulus  Illyrius  latro,  de  quo 
efi  apud  Tbeopompum,  magnas  opes  habuit.  lib.  2.  cap.  1 X. 

What, 
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What,  are  ye  daunted  now?  now  will  ye  ftoop? 
i  Gent.  My  gracious  lord,  inrreat  him  ;  fpeak  him 
fair. 

Suf.  Suffolk's  imperial  tongue  is  ftern  and  rough, 
Us'd  to  command,  untaught  to  plead  for  favour. 
Far  be  it,  we  mould  honour  fuch  as  thefe 
With  humble  fait;  no;  rather  let  my  head 
Stoop  to  the  block,  than  thefe  knees  bow  to  any, 
Save  to  the  God  of  heav'n,  and  to  my  King; 
And  fooner  dance  upon  a  bloody  pole, 
Than  ftand  uncover'd  to  the  vulgar  groom. 
True  Nobility  is  exempt  from  fear : 
Mere  can  1  bear,  than  you  dare  execute. 

Cap.  Hale  him  away,  and  let  him  talk  no  more. 

(a)  Suf.  Come,  foldiers,  fhew  what  cruelty  ye  can, 
That  this  my  death  may  never  be  forgo:. 
Great  men  oft  die  by  vile  Bezoni.ms. 
A  Reman  iworder  and  Bandetto  Have 
Morther'd  fweet  TuUy  ;  Brutus'  baftard  hand 
Srabb'd  JuHhs  Cafar  •,  lavage  Iflanders 
Pcmpey  the  Great:  And  Suffolk  dies  by  Pirates. 

[Exit  Walter  \Vhitmore«wlA  Suffolk. 

Cap.  And  as  for  thefe,  whole  ranfom  we  have  fet, 
It  is  our  pleaiure  one  of  them  depart ; 
Therefore  come  you  with  us,  and  let  him  go. 

[Ex.  Captain  and  the  reft. 

Manet  the  firft  Gent.   Enter  Whitmore,  with  the  body. 

Whit.  There  let  his  head  and  liveleis  body  lye, 
Until  the  Queen  his  millrefs  bury  it.       [Exit  Whit, 

1  Gent.  O  barbarous  and  bloody  fpeclacle! 
His  body  will  I  bear  unto  the  King : 
Ir  he  revenge  it  not,  yet  will  his  friends ; 
S.)  will  the  Queen,  that  living  held  him  de;.r.  [Exit, 

[  (a)  Suf.  Come,  filiiirix  Sec.  Oxford Editsr  —  Vulg.  Cap. 
C'.  tne,  fiUitrt  ] 
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SCENE  II. 
Changes  to  Southwark. 

Enter  Bevis  and  John  Holland. 

iwkpOME,  and  get  thee  a  fword  though  made 
v>  pf  a  lath  •,  they  have  been  up  thefe  two 

days. 

Hoi.  They  have  the  more  need  to  fleep  now  then. 

Bevis.  I  tell  thee,  Jack  Cade  the  clothier  means  to 
drefs  the  commonwealth,  and  turn  it,  and  fet  a  new 
nap  upon  it. 

Hoi.  So  he  had  need,  for  'tis  thread-bare.  Well,  I 
fay,  it  was  never  merry  world  in  England  fince  Gentle- 
men came  up. 

Bevis.  O  miferable  age !  virtue  is  not  regarded  in 
handy- crafts*  men. 

Hoi.  The  Nobility  think  fcorn  to  go  in  leather 
aprons. 

Bevis.  Nay  more,  the  King's  Council  are  no  good 
workmen. 

Hoi.  True,  and  yet  it  is  faid,  Labour  in  thy  vocation ; 
which  is  as  much  as  to  fay,  let  the  magiftrates  be  la- 
bouring men  ;  and  therefore  mould  we  be  magiftrates, 

Bevis.  Thou  haft  hit  it ;  for  there's  no  better  fign 
of  a  brave  mind  than  a  hard  hand. 

Hoi.  I  fee  them,  I  fee  them  %  there's  Beft's  fon, 
the  Tanner  of  Wingham. 

Bevis.  He  fhall  have  the  skins  of  our  enemies  to 
make  dog's  leather  of. 

Hoi.  And  Dick  the  butcher : — — 

Bevis.  Then  is  fin  ftruck  down  like  an  ox,  and 
iniquity's  throat  cut  like  a  calf. 

Hoi.  And  Smith  the  weaver :  ■ 

Bevis.  Argo,  their  thread  of  life  is  fpun. 

Hoi  Come,  come,  let's  fall  in  with  them. 


Drum. 
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Drum.  Enter  Cade,  Dick  the  butcher,  Smith  the  weaver 
and  a  fawyer,  with  infinite  numbers. 

Cade.  We  John  Cade,  fo  term'd  of  our  fuppofed 
Father  

Dick.  Or  rather  of  ftealing  a  cade  of  herrings. 

Cade.  For  our  enemies  mall  fall  before  us,  infpired 
with  the  fpirit  of  patting  down  Kings  and  Princes  •, 
command  filence. 

Dick.  Silence. 

Cade.  My  father  was  a  Mortimer  • 

Dick.  He  was  an  honeft  man  and  a  good  bricklayer. 

Cade.  My  mother  a  Plantagenet  >  

Dick.  I  knew  her  well,  me  was  a  midv/ife. 
Cade.  My  wife  defcended  of  the  Lacies  ■ 
Dick.  She  was  indeed  a  pedlar's  daughter,  and  fold 
many  laces. 

JVeav.  But,  now  of  late,  not  able  to  travel  with 
her  furr'd  pack,  (he  wafhes  bucks  here  at  home. 

Cade.  Therefore  am  I  of  an  honourable  houfe. 

Dick.  Ay,  by  rny  faith,  the  field  is  honourable; 
and  there  was  he  borri,  under  a  hedge  \  for  his  father 
had  never  a  houfe  but  the  cage. 

Cade.  Valiant  I  am. 

JVeav.  A'  muft  needs,  for  beggary  is  valiant. 

Cade.  I  am  able  to  endure  much. 

Dick.  No  queftion  of  that;  for  I  have  feen  him 
whipt  three  market  days  together. 

Cade.  I  fear  neither  fword  nor  fire. 

Weav.  He  need  not  fear  the  fword,  for  his  coat  is 
of  proof. 

Dick.  But,  methinks  he  mould  ftand  in  fear  of  fire, 
being  burnt  i'th*  hand  for  ftealing  of  meep. 

Cade.  Be  brave  then,  for  your  Captain  is  brave, 
and  vows  reformation.  There  mall  be  in  England 
feven  half-penny  loaves  fold  for  a  penny ;  the  three- 
hoop'd  pot  mail  have  ten  hoops,  and  I  will  make  it 
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felony  to  drink  fmall  beer.  All  the  realm  mall  be  in 
common,  and  in  Cheapfide  lhall  my  pal  fry  go  to  grafs ; 
and  when  I  am  King,  as  King  I  will  be  

All  God  fave  your  Majeity ! 

Cad.  I  thank  you,  good  people.  There  fhali  be  no 
mony  •,  all  mall  eat  and  drink  upon  my  fcore ;  and  I 
will  apparel  them  all  in  one  livery,  that  they  may 
agree  like  brothers,  and  worlhip  me  their  lord. 

Dick.  The  firft  thing  we  do,  let's  kill  all  the  lawyers. 

Cade.  Nay,  that  I  mean  to  do.  Is  not  this  a  la- 
mentable thing,  that  the  skin  of  an  innocent  lamb 
ftiould  be  made  parchment;  that  parchment  being 
fcribbled  o'er,  lhould  undo  a  man?  Some  fay,  the 
bee  (lings  •,  but  I  fay,  'tis  bee's  wax ;  for  I  did  but  feal 
once  to  a  thing,  and  I  was  never  my  own  man  fince. 
How  now  ?  who  is  there  ? 

Enter  a  Clerk. 

IVeav.  The  clerk  of  Chatham  \  he  can  write  and 
read,  and  caft  accompt. 
Cade.  O  monftrous ! 

Weav.  We  took  him  fetting  boys  copies. 
Cade.  Here's  a  villain! 

Weav.  He'as  a  book  in  his  pocket  with  red  letters 
in't. 

Cade*  Nay,  then  he's  a  conjurer. 
Dick.  Nay,  he  can  make  obligations,  and  write 
court-hand. 

Cade.  I  am  forry  for't:  the  man  is  a  proper  manT 
of  mine  honour ;  unlefs  I  find  him  guilty,  he  lhall  not 
die.  Come  hither,  firrah,  I  muft  examine  thee-, 
what  is  thy  name  ? 

Clerk.  Emanuel. 

Dick.  4  They  ufe  to  write  it  on  the  top  of  letters : 
'twill  go  hard  with  you. 

4  They  ufe  to  write  it  on  the  top  of  letters ;]  i.  e.  of  letters 
mifnYe,  and  fuch  like  publick  a&s.    See  Mabillan'i  Diplomata. 
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Cade.  Let  me  alone.  Doft  thou  ufe  to  write  thy 
name  ?  or  haft  thou  a  mark  to  thyfelf  like  an  honeft 
plain  dealing  man  ? 

Clerk.  Sir,  I  thank  God,  I  have  been  fo  well  brought 
up,  that  I  can  write  my  name. 

All.  He  hath  confeft ;  away  with  him ;  he's  a  villain 
and  a  traitor. 

Cade.  Away  with  him,  I  fay hang  him  with  his  pen 
and  inkhorn  about  his  neck.    [Exit  one  with  the  clerk, 

Enter  Michael. 

Mich.  Where  is  our  General? 

Cade.  Here  I  am,  thou  particular  fellow. 

Mich.  Fly,  fly,  fly ;  Sir  Humphry  Stafford  and  his 
brother  are  hard  by  with  the  King's  forces. 

Cade.  Stand,  villain,  Hand,  or  I'll  fell  thee  down  % 
he  fhall  be  encountered  with  a  man  as  good  as  himfelf. 
He  is  but  a  knight,  is  a'  ? 

Mich.  No. 

Cade.  To  equal  him,  I  will  make  myfelf  a  knight 
prefently ;  rife  up,  Sir  John  Mortimer.  Now  have  at 
him.    Is  there  any  more  of  them  that  be  knights? 

Mich.  Ay,  his  brother. 

Cade.  Then  kneel  down,  Dick  Butcher.  Rife  up9 
Sir  Dick  Butcher.    Now  found  up  the  drum. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Sir  Humphry  Stafford,  and  young  Stafford,  with 
drum  and  foldiers. 

Staf.  Rebellious  hinds,  the  filth  and  skum  of  Kent, 
Mark'd  for  the  gallows,  lay  yoijr  weapons  down, 
Home  to  your  cottages,  forfake  this  groom  j 
The  King  is  merciful,  if  you  revolt. 

Y.  Staf.  Bat  angry,  wrathful,  and  inclin'd  to  blood, 
If  you  go  forward   therefore  yield,  or  die. 

Cade, 
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'  Cade.  As  for  thefe  filken-coated  (laves,  5  I  pals  not ; 
It  is  to  you,  good  people,  that  I  fpeak, 
O'er  whom  (in  time  to  come)  I  hope  to  reign; 
For  I  am  rightful  heir  unto  the  crown. 

Staf.  Villain,  thy  father  was  a  plaiiterer, 
And  thou  thyfelf  a  fhearman,  art  thou  not? 

Cade.  And  Adam  was  a  gardiner. 

Y.  Staf.  And  what  of  that? 

Cade.  Marry,  this.  —  Edmund  Mortimer  Earl  of 
March  married  the  Duke  of  Clarence's  daughter,  d-id 
he  not? 

Staf.  Ay,  Sir. 

Cade.  By  her  he  had  two  children  at  one  birth. 
Y.  Staf  That's  falfe. 

Cade,  Ay,  there's  the  queftion;  but  I  fay,  'tis  true  : 
The  elder  of  them  being  put  to  nurfe, 
Was  by  a  beggar-woman  ftol'n  away ; 
And,  ignorant  of  his  birth  and  parentage, 
Became  a  bricklayer  when  he  came  to  age: 
His  fon  am  I ;  deny  it,  if  you  can. 

Dick.  Nay,  'tis  too  true,  therefore  he  (hall  be  King, 

JVeav.  Sir,  he  made  a  chimney  in  my  father's  houit, 
and  the  bricks  are  alive  at  this  day  to  teftify  it ;  there- 
fore deny  it  not. 

Staf.  And  will  you  credit  this  bafe  drudge's  wordsr 
That  fpeaks  he  knows  not  what  ? 

JU.  Ay,  marry,  will  we ;  therefore  get  you  gone. 

Y.  Staf.  Jack  Cade,  the  Duke  of  York  hath  taught 
you  this. 

Cade.  He  lies,  for  I  invented  ic  myfelf.  Go  to, 
firrah,  tell  the  King  from  me,  that  for  his  father's 
fake  Henry  the  fifth  (in  whofe  time  boys  went  to  fpan- 
counter  for  French  crowns;  I  am  content  he  fhall 
reign    but  I'll  be  protector  over  him. 

5    lpafs  not-,]  i.  e.  I  regard  net.    A  common  phrafe  of 

that  time.    The  Oxford  Editor  read;,  Ifiafs  them. 
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Dick.  And  furthermore  we'll  have  the  Lord  Say's 
head,  for  felling  the  Dukedom  of  Maine. 

Cade.  And  good  reafon;  for  thereby  is  England 
maim'd,  and  fain  to  go  with  a  ftaff,  but  that  my 
puifTance  holds  it  up.  Fellow-Kings,  I  tell  you,  that 
that  Lord  Say  hath  gelded  the  common-wealth,  and 
made  it  an  eunuch  ;  and  more  than  that,  he  can  fpeak 
French^  and  therefore  he  is  a  traitor. 

Staf.  O  grofs  and  miferable  ignorance ! 

Cade.  Nay,  anfwer  if  you  can :  the  Frenchmen  are 
our  enemies:  go  to  then;  I  ask  but  this ^  can  he, 
that  fpeaks  with  the  tongue  of  the  enemy,  be  a  good 
counfellor  or  no  ? 

All.  No,  no,  and  therefore  we'll  have  his  head. 

Y.  Staf.  Well,  feeing  gentle  words  will  not  prevail, 
Affail  them  with  the  army  of  the  King. 

Staf.  Herald,  away,  and  throughout  every  town 
Proclaim  them  traitors  that  are  up  with  Cade-, 
That  thofe,  which  fly  before  the  battle  ends, 
May  (even  in  their  wives'  and  childrens'  fight) 
Be  hang'd  up  for  example  at  their  doors ; 
And  you,  that  be  the  King's  friends,  follow  me. 

[Exeunt  the  two  StafTords,  with  their  Train. 

Cade.  And  you  that  love  the  commons,  follow  me. 
Now  fhew  yourfelves  men,  'tis  for  liberty. 
We  will  not  leave  one  lord,  one  gentleman  ; 
Spare  none,  but  fuch  as  go  in  clouted  fhoone, 
For  they  are  thrifty  honeft  men,  and  fuch 
As  would  (but  that  they  dare  not)  take  our  parts. 

Dick.  They  are  all  in  order,  and  march  towards  us. 

Cade.  But  then  are  we  in  order,  when  we  are  moil: 
out  of  order.    Come,  march  forward. 

[Exeunt  Cade  and  his  party. 

[Alarum  to  fight,  wherein  both  the  Staffbrds  are  Jlain^ 

Re-enter  Cade  and  the  reft. 

Cade.  Where's  Dick,  the  butcher  of  AJhford? 

Dick. 
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Dick.  Here,  Sir. 

Cade.  They  fell  before  thee  like  fheep  and  oxen, 
and  thou  behaved'ft  thyfelf  as  If  thou  had  It  been  in 
thine  own  flaughter-houfe;  therefore  thus  1  will  re- 
ward thee  :  the  lent  Jfhall  be  as  long  as  it  is,  and  thou 
tialt  have  a  licenfe  to  kill  for  a  hundred  lacking  one. 

Dick.  I  defire  no  more. 

Cade.  And  to  ipeak  truth,  thou  deferv'ft  no  lefs. 
This  monument  of  the  victory  will  I  bear,  and  the 
bodies  mall  be  dragg'd  at  my  horfe's  heels,  till  I  do 
come  to  London^  where  we  vviil  have  the  mayor's 
iword  borne  before  us. 

Dick.  If  we  mean  to  thrive  and  do  good,  break 
open  the  goals,  and  Jet  out  the  prifoners. 

Cade.  Fear  not  that,  I  warrant  thee.  Come,  let's 
march  towards  London.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 
Changes  to  Black-Heath. 

Enter  King  Henry  with  a  [application^  and  Queen 
Margaret  with  Suffolk' j  bead,  the  Duke  of  Bucking- 
ham, and  the  Lord  Say. 

Q_  Mar.r\  FT  have  I  heard,  that  grief  foftens 
V-J       the  mind, 

And  makes  it  fearful  and  degenerate; 
Think  therefore  on  revenge,  and  ceafe  to  weep. 
But  who  can  ceafe  to  weep,  and  look  on  this  ? 
Here  may  his  head  lie  on  my  throbbing  breaft: 
But  where's  the  body,  that  I  mould  embrace  ? 

Buck.  What  anfwer  makes  your  Grace  to  the  rebels* 
fupplication  ? 

K  Henry.  I'll  fend  fome  holy  bifliop  to  intreat  5 
For  God  forbid,  fo  many  fimple  fouls 
Should  perifh  by  the  fword.    And  I  mvfelf, 

Vol.  V,  G  Rather 
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Rather  than  bloody  war  mould  cut  them  fhort, 
Will  parly  with  Jack  Cade  their  general. 
But  flay,  I'll  read  it  over  once  again. 

Q^Mar.  Ah,  barbarous  villains!  hath  this  lovely  face 
Rui'd  like  a  wandring  planet  over  me, 
And  could  it  not  inforce  them  to  relent, 
That  were  unworthy  to  behold  the  fame  ? 

K.  Henry.  Lord  Say,  Jack  Cade  hath  fworn  to  have 
thy  head. 

Say.  Ay,  but  I  hope,  your  highnefs  fhall  have  his. 

K.  Henry.  How  now,  Madam  ? 
Lamenting  ftill,  and  mourning  Suffolk's  death  ? 
I  fear  me,  love,  if  that  I  had  been  dead, 
Thou  wouldeft  not  have  mourn'd  fo  much  for  me. 

Q^Mar.  My  love,  I  Ihould  not  mourn,  but  die 
for  thee. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

K.  Henry.  How  now  ?  what  news?  why  com'ft  thou 
in  fuch  hafte  ? 

Mef.  The  rebels  are  in  Southwark  \  fly,  my  Lord: 
Jack  Cade  proclaims  himfelf  Lord  Mortimer, 
Defcended  from  the  Duke  of  Clarence*  houfe, 
And  calls  your  Grace  ufurper  openly, 
And  vows  to  crown  himfelf  in  IVeftminfter. 
His  army  is  a  ragged  multitude 
Of  hinds  and  peafants,  rude  and  mercilels: 
Sir  Humphry  Stafford  and  his  brother's  death 
Hath  given  them  heart,  and  courage  to  proceed  : 
All  fcholars,  lawyers,  courtiers,  gentlemen, 
They  call  falfe  caterpillars,  and  intend  their  death. 

K.  Henry.  O  gracelefs  men !  they  know  not  what 
they  do. 

Buck.  My  gracious  Lord,  retire  to  Killingwortby 
Until  a  Power  be  rais'd  to  put  them  down. 

Q.  Mar.  Ah!  were  the  Duke  of  Suffolk  now  alive, 
Thele  Kentijh  rebels  mould  be  foon  appeas'd. 

K.  Henry. 
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K.  Henry.  Lord  Sqyf  the  traitors  h  ue  thee, 
Therefore  away  with  us  to  Killingworih. 

Say.  So  might  your  Grace's  peribn  be  in  danger: 
The  fight  of  me  is  odious  in  their  eyes  \ 
And  therefore  in  this  city  will  I  flay, 
And  live  alone  as  fecrec  as  I  may. 

Enter  another  Mejfenger. 

2  Mef.  Jack  Cade  hath  gotten  London- bridge , 
The  citizens  fly  him,  and  forfake  their  houles  ; 
The  rafcal  people,  thirfting  after  prey, 
Join  with  the  traitor;  and  they  jointly  fwear 
To  fpoil  the  city  and  your  royal  court. 

Buck.  Then  linger  not,  my  lord  ;  away,  take  horfe. 

K.  Henry.  Come,  Marg'ret^  God  our  hope  will  fuc- 
cour  us. 

Mar.  My  hope  is  gone,  now  Suffolk  is  deceased. 
K.  Henry.  Farewel,  my  Lord  ;  truft  not  to  Kentijh 
rebels. 

Back.  Truft  no  body,  for  Fear-  you  be  betray'd. 
Say.  The  truft  I  have  is  in  mine  innocence, 
And  therefore  am  I  bold  and  refolute.  {Exeunt* 

SCENE  V. 
Changes  to  London. 

Enter  Lord  Scales  upon  the  'Tower  walking,  'then  enter 
two  or  three  citizens  below. 

Scales.  TTOW  now  ?  is  Jack  Cade  flain  ? 

JlI  i  Cit.  No,  my  Lord,  nor  like  to  be  flain : 
for  they  have  won  the  bridge,  killing  all  thole  that 
withftand  them :  the  Lord  Mayor  craves  aid  of  your 
honour  from  the  Tower  to  defend  the  city  from  the 
rebels. 

Scales.Sach  aid,  as  I  can  fpare,  you  (hall  command; 
But  I  am  troubled  here  with  them  myfelf, 
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The  rebels  have  alTay'd  to  win  the  Tower. 
Bat  get  you  into  Smithfield,  gather  head, 
And  thither  will  I  fend  you  Matthew  Goff. 
Fight  for  your  King,  your  country  and  your  lives, 
And  ib  farewel,  for  I  muft  hence  again.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Cannon- Street. 

Enter  Jack  Cade  and  the  reft,  and ftrikes  his  ftajf  on 
London-Stone. 

Cade.  OW  is  Mortimer  Lord  of  this  city,  and 
here  fitting  upon  London- Stone,  I  charge 
and  command  that  of  the  city's  coft  the  pitting  con- 
duit run  nothing  but  claret  wine  the  firft  year  of  our 
reign.  And  now  hence-forward  it  fhall  be  treafon  for 
any  that  calls  me  other  than  Lord  Mortimer. 

Enter  a  foldier  running. 

Sol  Jack  Cade,  Jack  Cade! 

Cade.  Knock  him  down  there.         [They  kill  him. 
JVeav.  If  this  fellow  be  wife,  he'll  never  call  you 
Jack  Cade  more  >  I  think,  he  hath  a  very  fair  warning. 
Dick.  My  Lord,  there's  an  army  gathered  together 

in  Smithfield. 

Cade.  Come  then,  Jet's  go  fight  with  them:  but 
firft  go  and  fet  London-bridge  on  fire,  and  if  you  can, 
burn  down  the  tower  too.    Come,  let's  away. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 

SCENE  changes  to  Smithfield. 

Jlarum.  Matthew  Goff  is  ftain,  and  all  the  reft.  Then 
enter  Jack  Cade  with  his  company. 

Cade  QO,  Sirs:  Now  go  fome  and  pull  down  the 
^  Savoy :  others  to  the  inns  of  courts,  down 
with  them  all. 

Lick. 
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Dick.  I  have  a  fuic  unto  your  Lordfhip. 
Cade.  Be  it  a  Lordlhip,  thou  (halt  have  it  for  that 
word. 

Dick.  Only  that  the  Jaws  of  England  may  come  out 
of  your  mouth. 

John.  Mafs,  'twill  be  fore  law  then,  for  he  was 
thruft  in  the  mouth  with  a  fpear,  and  'tis  not  whole  yet. 

Smith.  Nay,  John,  it  will  be  (linking  law,  for  his 
breath  ftinks  with  eating  toafted  cheefe. 

Cade.  I  have  thought  upon  it,  it  ihall  be  fo.  Away, 
burn  all  the  records  of  the  realm ;  my  mouth  fhall 
be  the  parliament  of  England. 

John.  Then  we  are  like  to  have  biting  ftatutes, 
unlefs  his  teeth  be  pull'd  out. 

Cade.  And  henceforward  all  things  fliall  be  in  com- 
mon. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

Mef.  My  Lord,  a  prize,  a  prize !  here's  the  Lord 
Say  which  fold  the  town  in  France  j  he  that  made  us 
pay  one  and  twenty  fifteens  and  one  milling  to  the 
pound,  the  lad  fubfidy. 

Enter  George  with  the  Lord  Say. 

Cade.  Well,  he  fhall  be  beheaded  for  it  ten  times. — 
Ah,  thou  Say,  thou  ferge,  nay,  thou  buckram  Lord, 
now  art  thou  within  point-blank  of  our  jurifdiclion 
regal.  What  canft  thou  anfwer  to  my  Majefty  for 
giving  up  of  Normandy  unto  Monfieur  Bqfimecu,  the 
Dauphin  of  France  ?  be  it  known  unto  thee  by  thefe 
prefents,  even  the  prefence  of  Lord  Mortimer,  that  I 
am  the  befom  that  muft  fweep  the  court  clean  of  fuch 
filth  as  thou  art:  thou  haft  moft  traiteroafly  corrupted 
the  youth  of  the  Realm  in  erecting  a  gram  mar-  fchool ; 
and  whereas  before,  our  fore-fathers  had  no  other 
books  but  the  fcore  and  the  tally,  thoa  haft  caufed 
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printing  to  be  us'd  \  and  contrary  to  the  King,  his 
crown  and  dignity,  thou  haft  built  a  paper-mill.  It 
will  be  prov'd  to  thy  face  that  thou  haft  men  about 
thee,  that  ufuai.'y  talk  of  a  Noun  and  a  Verb,  and  fuch 
abominable  words,  as  no  chriftian  ear  can  endure  to 
hear.  Thou  haft  appointed  Juftices  of  the  peace  to 
call  poor  men  before  them,  about  matters  they  were 
not  able  to  anitoer.  Moreover,  thou  haft  put  them 
in  prifon  ;  and  becaufe  they  could  not  read,  thou  haft 
hang'd  them  j  when,  indeed,  only  for  that  caufe  they 
have  been  moil  worthy  to  live.  Thou  doft  ride  on  a 
foot-cloth,  doft  thou  not  ? 
Say.  What  of  that  ? 

Cade.  Marry,  thou  ought5  ft  not  to  let  thy  horfe 
wear  a  cloak,  when  honefter  men  than  thou  go  in 
their  hofe  and  doublets. 

Dick.  And  work  in  their  fhirt  too;  as  myfelf,  for 
example,  that  am  a  butcher. 

Say.  You  men  of  Kent — - 

Dick.  What  fay  you  of  Kent? 

Say.  Nothing  but  this  :  3Tis  bona  terra,  mala  gem. 

Cade.  Away  with  him,  away  with  him,  he  fpeaks 
latin. 

Say.  Hear  me  but  fpeak,  and  bear  me  where  you  will. 
Kent,  in  the  commentaries  C-efcr  writ, 
Is  term'd  the  civif  ft  place  of  all  this  lfle  ; 
Sweet  is  the  country,  becaufe  full  of  riches. 
The  people  liberal,  valiant,  active,  wealthy, 
Which  makes  me  hope  thou  art  not  void  of  pity, 
I  fold  not  Maine ;  I  loft  not  Normandy, 
Yet,  to  recover  them,  would  lofe  my  life  : 
Juftice  with  favour  have  I  always  done ; 
Prayers  and  tears  have  mov'd  me,  gifts  could  never : 
When  have  I  augh:  exacted  at  your  hands? 
Kent  to  maintain,  the  King,  the  realm  and  you, 
Large  gifts  have  I  beftow'd  on  learned  clerks , 
Becaufe  my  bock  preferr'd  me  to  the  King : 

And 
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And  feeing,  ignorance  is  the  curfe  of  God, 
Knowledge  the  wing  wherewith  we  fly  to  heav'n, 
Unlefs  you  be  poffeft  with  dev'Jifh  fpirits, 
Ye  cannot  but  forbear  to  murther  me  : 
This  tongue  hath  parlied  unto  foreign  Kings 
For  your  behoof. 

Cade.  Tut,  when  ft  ruck' ft  thou  one  blow  in  the  field? 

Say.  Great  men  have  reaching  ha-nds  \  oft  have  I 
ftruck 

Thofe  that  I  never  faw,  and  ftruck  them  dead. 

George.  O  monftrous  coward!  what,  to  come  be- 
hind folks  ? 

Say.  Thefe  cheeks  are  pale  with  watching  for  your 
good. 

Cade.  Give  him  a  box  o'th'  ear,  and  that  will  make 
'em  red  again. 

Say.  Long  fitting  to  determine  poor  mens'  Caufes 
Hath  made  me  full  of  ficknefs  and  difeafes. 

Cade.  Ye  mall  have  a  hempen  caudle  then,  and  the 
help  of  a  hatchet. 

Dick.  Why  doft  thou  quiver,  man  ? 

Say.  The  palfie,  and  not  fear,  provokes  me. 

Cade.  Nay,  he  nods  at  us,  as  who  fhould  fay,  I'll 
be  even  with  you.  I'll  fee,  if  his  head  will  ftand 
fteadier  on  a  pole  or  no :  take  him  away,  and  be- 
head him. 

Say.  Tell  me,  wherein  have  I  offended  moft? 
Have  I  affected  wealth  or  honour?  fpeak. 
Are  my  chefts  fill'd  up  with  extorted  gold? 
Is  my  apparel  fumptuous  to  behold  ? 
Whom  have  I  injur'd,  that  ye  leek  my  death  ? 
Thefe  hands  are  free  from  guiltlefs  blood-fhedding ; 
This  breaft  from  harboring  foul  deceitful  thoughts. 
O,  let  me  live  !  — 

Cade.  I  feel  remorfe  in  myfelf  with  his  words  $  but 
I'll  bridle  it ;  he  (hall  die,  an  it  be  but  for  pleading 
fo  well  for  his  life.  Away  with  him,  he  has  a  Familiar 
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under  his  tongue,  he  fpeaks  not  o'  God's  name.  Go, 
take  him  away,  I  fay,  and  ftrikeoff  his  head  pvefent- 
lv  *,  and  then  break  into  his  fon-in-law's  houfe,  Sir 
James  Cromer,  and  ftrike  off  his  head,  and  bring  them 
Both  upon  two  poles  hither. 
All  It  mall  be  done. 

Say.  Ah,  Country-men,  if  when  you  make  your 
pray'rs, 

God  fnould  be  fo.  obdurate  as  yourfelves, 
How  would  it  fafe  with  your  departed  fouls? 
And  therefore  yet  relent,  and  fave  my  life. 

Cade.  Away  with  him,  and  do  as  I  command  ye : 
the  proudeft  Peer  of  the  Realm  fhall  not  wear  a  head 
on  his  moulders,  unlefs  he  pay  me  tribute  there  fhall 
not  a  maid  be  married,  but  fhe  fhall  pay  me  her 
maidenhead  ere  they  have  it;  men  fhall  hold  of  me 
in  Capite.  And  we  charge  and  command,  that  their 
wives  be  as  free  as  heart  can  wifh,  or  tongue  can  tell. 

Dick.  My  lord,  when  lhall  we  go  to  Cbeapfide^  and 
take  up  commodities  upon  our  bills  ? 

Cade.  Marry,  prefently. 

All  O  brave! 

Enter  cne  with  the  heads. 

Cade.  Bat  is  not  this  braver  ?  Let  them  kifs  one 
another ;  for  they  Jov'd  well  when  they  were  alive : 
Now  part  them. again,  left  they  confult  about  the 
giving  up  of  fome  more  towns  in  France.  Soldiers, 
defer  the  fpoil  of  the  City  until  night ;  for  with  thefe 
borne  before  us,  inflead  of  maces,  will  we  ride  through 
the  ftrcets,  and  at  every  corner  have  them  kifs.  Away. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE  VII. 
Changes  to  Southwark. 

jShrum}  and  Retreat,    Enter  again  Cade,  and  all  bis 
Rahblement. 

Cade.  TIP  Fijb-ftreet,  down  Sc,  Magnus*  Corner, 
v  kill  and  knock  downs  throw  them  into 
Thames.  [J  Parley  founded. 

What  noife  is  this  I  hear  ? 
Dare  any  be  fo  bold  to  found  retreat  or  parley, 
When  I  command  them  kili? 

Enter  Buckingham  and  old  Clifford,  attended. 

Buck.  Ay,  here  they  be  that  dare  and  will  difturb 
thee  : 

Know,  Cade,  we  come  Ambaffadors  from  the  King 
Unto  the  Commons,  whom  thou  haft  mif-led  ; 
And  here  pronounce  free  pardon  to  them  All, 
That  will  forfake  thee,  and  go  home  in  peace. 

Ciif.  What  fay  ye,  Country-men,  will  ye  relent, 
And  yield  to  mercy,  whilft  'tis  offer'd  you, 
Or  let  a  rabble  lead  you  to  your  deaths? 
Who  loves  the  King,  and  will  embrace  his  Pardon, 
Fling  up  his  cap,  and  fay,  God  Jove  bis  Majefty! 
Who  hateth  him,  and  honours  not  his  father, 
Henry  the  fifth,  that  made  all  France  to  quake, 
Shake  he  his  weapon  at  us,  and  pafs  by. 

AH  God  fave  the  King!  God  fave  the  King! 

Cade.  What,  Buckingham  and  Clifford,  are  ye  fo 
brave?  and  you,  bale  peafants,  do  ye  believe  'em? 
will  you  needs  be  hang'd  with  your  pardons  about 
your  necks  ?  hath  my  iword  therefore  broke  through 
London*  gates,  that  you  fhould  leave  me  at  the  White- 
hart  in  Southwark  ?  I  thought,  you  would  never  have 
given  out  thefe  arms,  till  you  had  recovered  your  an- 
cient 
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cient  Freedom  :  but  you  are  all  recreants  and  daftards, 
and  delight  to  live  in  flavery  to  the  Nobility.  Let 
them  break  your  backs  with  burthens,  take  your 
houfes  over  your  heads,  ravifh  your  wives  and  daugh- 
ters before  your  faces.  For  me,  I  will  make  ffuft 
for  one,  and  fo  God's  curfe  light  upon  you  all! 

All.  We'll  follow  Cade,  we'll  follow  Cade. 

Clif.  Is  Cade  the  fon  of  Henry  the  fifth, 
That  thus  you  do  exclaim,  you'll  go  with  him  ? 
Will  he  conduct  you  through  the  heart  of  France, 
And  make  the  meaneft  of  you  Earls  and  Dukes  ? 
Alas,  he  hath  no  home,  no  place  to  fly  to : 
Nor  knows  he  how  to  live,  but  by  the  fpoil ; 
Unlefs  by  robbing  of  your  friends  and  us. 
Were't  not  a  fliame,  that,  whilft  you  live  at  jar, 
The  fearful  French,  whom  you  late  vanquiflied, 
Should  make  a  ftart  o'er  feas,  and  vanquifh  you  ? 
Methinks,  already  in  this  civil  broil 
I  fee  them  lording  it  in  London  ftreets, 
Crying,  Villageois!  unto  all  they  meet. 
Better,  ten  thoufand  bafe-born  Cades  mifcarry  ; 
Than  you  fhould  (loop  unto  a  Frenchman's  mercy. 
To  France \  to  Franc and  get  what  you  have  loft  \ 
Spare  England,  for  it  is  your  native  coaft. 
6  Hemy  hath  mercy,  you  are  ftrong  and  manly  : 
God  on  our  fide,  doubt  not  of  victory. 

All.  A  Clifford!  a  Clifford!  we'll  follow  the  King 
and  Clifford. 

Cade.  Was  ever  feather  fo  lightly  blown  to  and  fro, 
as  this  multitude?  the  name  of  Henry  the  fifth  hales 
them  to  an  hnndred  mifchiefs,  and  makes  them  leave 
me  defolate.  I  fee  them  lay  their  heads  together  to 
furprize  me.  My  fword  make  way  for  me,  for  here 
is  no  flaying ;  in  defpight  of  the  devils  and  hell,  have 
through  the  very  mid  ft  of  you ;  and  heavens  and  ho- 
nour be  witnefs,  that  no  want  of  resolution  in  me, 
6  Henry  hath  money,]  We  ihould  re^d  vjrcv. 

but 
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but  only  my  followers  bafe  and  ignominious  trea- 
fons  make  me  betake  me  to  my  heels.  [Exit. 

Buck.  What,  is  he  fled  ?  go  fome,  and  follow  him. 
And  he,  that  brings  his  head  unto  the  King, 
Shall  have  a  thoufand  crowns  for  his  reward. 

[Exeunt  fome  of  them. 
Follow  me,  foldiers ;  we'll  devile  a  mean 
To  reconcile  you  All  unto  the  King.  [Exeunt  omnes. 

SCENE  VIII. 

The  Palace  at  Killingworth. 

Sound  trumpets.  Enter  King  Henry,  Queen  Margaret, 
and  Somerfet  on  the  Terras. 

K.  Henry.  XKf  A  S  ever  King  that  joy'd  an  earth- 
*  Y  ly  throne, 

And  could  command  no  more  content  than  I? 
No  fooner  was  I  crept  out  of  my  cradle, 
But  I  was  made  a  King  at  nine  months  old : 
Was  never  Subject  long'd  to  be  a  King, 
As  I  do  long  and  wifh  to  be  a  Subject. 

Enter  Buckingham  and  Clifford. 
Buck.  Health,  and  glad  tidings  to  your  Majefty ! 
K.  Henry.  Why,  Buckingham^  is  the  traitor  Cade 
furpriz'd  ? 

Or  is  he  but  retir'd  to  make  him  flrong  ? 

Enter  multitudes  with  halters  about  their  necks. 

Clif.  He's  fled,  my  lord,  and  all  his  pow'rs  do 
yield ; 

And  humbly  thus  with  halters  on  their  necks 
Expect  your  highnefs'  doom  of  life  or  death. 

K.  Henry.  Then,  heav'n,  fet  ope  thy  everlafting 
gates, 

To  entertain  my  vows  of  thanks  and  praife. 
Soldiers,  this  day  have  you  redeem'd  your  lives, 

And 
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And  fhew'd  how  wcli  you  love  your  Prince  and 
Country : 

Continue  ftill  in  this  fo  good  a  mind, 
And  Henry>  though  he  be  unfortunate, 
Afifure  yourfelves,  will  never  be  unkind  : 
And  fo  with  thanks,  and  pardon  to  you  all, 
I  do  difmifs  you  to  your  feveral  countries. 
AH  God  fave  the  King !  God  lave  the  King ! 

Enter  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  Pleafe  it  your  Grace  to  be  advertifed, 
The  Duke  of  York  is  newly  come  from  Ireland ; 
And  with  a  puiflfant  and  mighty  pow'r 
Of  Gallow-glafTes  and  flout  Kernes, 
Is  marching  hitherward  in  proud  array : 
And  ftill  proclaimeth,  as  he  comes  along, 
His  Arms  are  only  to  remove  from  thee 
The  Duke  of  Somerfet,  whom  he  terms  a  traitor. 

K.  Henry.  Thus  (lands  my  ftatc,  'twixt  Cade  and 
York  dim-eft; 
Like  to  a  fhip,  that,  having  'fcap'd  a  tempeft, 
7  Is  ftraitway  claim'd  and  boarded  with  a  pirate. 
But  now  is  Cade  driv'n  back,  his  men  difpers'd  ; 
And  now  is  York  in  arms  to  fecond  him. 
I  pray  thee,  Buckingham^  go  and  meet  with  him, 
And  ask  him  what's  the  reafon  of  thefe  arms : 
Tell  him,  Pll  fend  Duke  Edmund  to  the  Tower  \ 
And,  Somerfet)  we  will  commit  thee  thither, 

7  Is  ftraitway  claim'd  and  hoarded  with  a  pirate.]  So  the  Edi- 
tions read  ;  and  one  would  think  it  plain  enough ;  alluding  to  York's 
claim  to  the  crown.  Cade's  head-long  tumult  was  well  compared 
to  a  te?npeft,  as  York's  premeditated  rebellion  to  a  piracy.  But 
fee  what  it  is  to  be  critical;  Mr.  Theobald  fays,  claim  d  mould  be 
cahid,  becaufe  a  calm  frequently  fucceeds  a  tempeft.  It  may  be 
fo ;  but  not  here,  if  the  King's  word  may  be  taken :  who  ex- 
prefly  fays,  that  no  fooner  was  Cade  driven  back,  but  York,  ap- 
pear'd  in  arms, 

But  noiv  is  Cade  drivn  back>  his  men  differs 'd; 
And  now  is  York  in  arms  to  fecond  him. 

Until 


Kifig  II  ENRY  VI. 

Until  his  army  be  difmift  from  him. 

Som.  My  lord, 
I'll  yield  myfelf  to  prifon  willingly, 
Or  unto  death,  to  do  my  country  good. 

K.  Henry.  In  any  cafe  be  not  too  rough  in  terms, 
For  he  is  fierce  and  cannot  brook  hard  language. 

Buck,  I  will,  my  lord;  and  doubt  not  fo  to  deal, 
As  all  things  fhall  redound  unto  your  good. 

K.  Henry.  Come,  wife,  let's  in,  and  learn  to  govern 
better; 

For  yet  may  England  curfe  my  wretched  Reign. 

{Exeunt. 

S     C     E    N    E  IX. 
A  Garden  in  KEN  T. 

Enter  Jack  Cade. 

Cade.  T?  I E  on  ambitions ;  fie  on  myfelf,  that  have 
a  fword,  and  yet  am  ready  to  famifh.  Thefe 
five  days  have  I  hid  me  in  thefe  woods  and  durft  not 
peep  out,  for  all  the  Country  is  laid  for  me:  but 
now  am  I  fo  hungry,  that  if  I  might  have  a  leafe  of 
my  life  for  a  thoufand  years,  I  could  (lay  no  longer. 
Wherefore  on  a  brick-wall  have  I  climb'd  into  this 
garden  to  fee  if  I  can  eat  grate,  or  pick  a  fallet 
another  while,  which  is  not  amifs  to  cool  a  man's 
ftomach  this  hot  weather ;  and,  I  think,  this  word 
fallet  was  born  to  do  me  good  ;  for  many  a  time,  8  but 
for  a  fallet,  my  brain-pan  had  been  cleft  with  a  brown 
bill;  and  many  a  time  when  I  have  been  dry,  and 
bravely  marching,  it  hath  ferv'd  me  inftead  of  a 
quart-pot  to  drink  in;  and  now  the  word  fallet  muft 
ferve  me  to  feed  on. 

Enter  Iden. 

Iden.  Lord !  who  would  live  turmoiled  in  the  Court, 

8  but  for  a  fallet,  my  brain-fan,  &c]  A  fallet  by  corruption 
from  calata,  a  helmet,  (fays  Skinner)  quia  gale*  calatai 
fuerunt.  Mr.  Pope. 

J  And 
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And  may  enjoy  fuch  quiet  Walks  as  thefe? 
This  fmall  inheritance,  my  father  left  me, 
Contenteth  me,  and's  worth  a  monarchy. 
I  feek  not  to  wax  Great  by  others'  waining ; 
Or  gather  wealth,  I  care  not  with  what  envy 
Sufficeth,  That  I  have  maintains  my  ftate  \ 
And  fends  the  poor  well  pleafed  from  my  gate. 

Cade.  Here's  the  lord  of  the  foil  come  to  feize  me 
for  a  ftray,  for  entring  his  fee-fimple  without  leave. 
Ah  villain,  thou  wilt  betray  me  and  get  a  thoufand 
crowns  of  the  King  by  carrying  my  head  to  him; 
but  I'll  make  thee  eat  iron  like  an  oftridge,  and 
fwallow  my  fword  like  a  great  pin,  ere  thou  and  I 
part. 

Iden.  Why,  rude  companion,  whatfoe'er  thou  be, 
I  know  thee  not ;  why  then  mould  I  betray  thee? 
Is't  not  enough  to  break  into  my  garden, 
And,  like  a  thief,  to  come  to  rob  my  grounds, 
Climbing  my  walls  in  fpight  of  me  the  owner, 
But  thou  wilt  brave  me  with  thefe  fawcy  terms  ? 

Cade.  Brave  thee  ?  by  the  bed  blood  that  ever  was 
broach'd,  and  beard  thee  too.  Look  on  me  well,  I 
have  eat  no  meat  thefe  five  days,  yet  come  thou  and 
thy  five  men,  and  if  I  do  not  leave  you  as  dead  as  a 
door  nail,  I  pray  God,  I  may  never  eat  grafs  more. 

Iden.  Nay,  it  fhall  ne'er  be  faid  while  England 
ftands, 

That  Alexander  Iden  an  Elquire  of  Kent, 

Took  odds  to  combat  a  poor  famifh'd  mam 

Oppofe  thy  ftedfaft  gazing  eyes  to  mine, 

See  if  thou  canft  out- face  me  with  thy  looks: 

Set  limb  to  limb,  and  thou  art  far  the  lefTer : 

Thy  hand  is  but  a  finger  to  my  fid; 

Thy  leg  a  (tick,  compared  with  this  truncheon. 

My  foot  fhall  fight  with  all  the  ftrength  thou  haft ; 

And  if  mine  arm  be  heaved  in  the  air, 

Thy  grave  is  digg'd  already  in  the  earth  : 


Kin?  Henry  VI. 
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(a)  As  for  more  words,  let  this  my  fword  report 
( Whofe  greatnefs  anfwers  words)  what  fpeech  forbears. 

Cade.  By  my  valour,  the  molt  compleat  champion 
that  ever  I  heard.  Steel,  if  thou  turn  thine  edge,  or  cut 
not  out  the  burly-bon'd  Clown  in  chines  of  beef  ere 
thou  deep  in  thy  fheath,  I  befeech  Jove  on  my  knees 
thou  may 'ft  be  turned  into  hobnails.  [Here  they  fight.'] 
O  I  am  flain!  famine,  and  no  other,  hath  flain  me; 
let  ten  thoufand  devils  come  againft  me,  and  give  me 
but  the  ten  meals  I  have  loft,  and  Pd  defy  them  all. 
Wither  garden,  and  be  henceforth  a  burying-place  to 
all  that  do  dwell  in  this  houfe  ;  becaufe  the  uncon- 
quer'd  foul  of  Cade  is  fled. 

Iden.  Is't  Cade  that  I  have  flain,  that  monftrous 
traitor  ? 

Sword,  I  will  hallow  thee  for  this  thy  deed, 
And  hang  thee  o'er  my  tomb,  when  I  am  dead. 
Ne'er  mail  this  blood  be  wiped  from  thy  point, 
But  thou  malt  wear  it  as  a  herald's  coat, 
T'  emblaze  the  honour  which  thy  mafter  got. 

Cade.  Iden,  farewel,  and  be  proud  of  thy  victory : 
tell  Kent  from  me,  me  hath  loft:  her  beft  man;  and 
exhort  all  the  world  to  be  cowards ;  for  I,  that  never 
fear'd  any,  am  vanquiftied  by  famine,  not  by  va- 
lour. [Dies* 

Iden.  How  much  thou  wrong'ft  me,  heaven  be  my 
judge! 

Die  damned  wretch,  the  Curfe  of  her  that  bare  thee : 
And  as  I  thruft  thy  body  in  with  my  fword, 
So  wifh  I,  I  might  thruft  thy  foul  to  hell. 
Hence  will  I  drag  thee  headlong  by  the  heels 
Unto  a  dunghill,  which  fhall  be  thy  grave ; 
And  there  cut  off  thy  moft  ungracious  head, 
Which  I  will  bear  in  trinmph  to  the  King, 
Leaving  thy  trunk  for  crows  to  feed  upon. 

[  [a)  As  for  more  words,  let  this  my  fword  report,  &c.  Oxford 

Editor  Vulg.  As  for  mors  words  t  whofe  greatnefs  anfwers 

words,  &c] 
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A  C  T   V.    S  C  E  N  E  I. 

In  the  Fields  ?iear  London. 

Enter  York,  and  his  army  of  Irifh,  with  drum  and 
colours. 

Yor  k. 

FROM  Ireland  thus  comes  York  to  claim  his  Right, 
And  pluck  the  Crown  from  feeble  Henry's  head. 
Ring,  bells,  aloud  ;  burn,  bonfires,  clear  and  bright, 
To  entertain  great  England's  lawful  King ! 
Ah  Majefty!  who  would  not  buy  thee  dear  ? 
Let  them  obey,  that  know  not  how  to  rule. 
This  hand  was  made  to  handle  nought  but  gold. 
I  cannot  give  due  a6lion  to  my  words, 
Except  a  lword,  or  fcepter,  ballance  it. 
A  fcepter  fhall  it  have,  have  I  a  foul, 
On  which  Til  tofs  the  Flower-de-luce  of  France. 

Enter  Buckingham. 

Whom  have  we  here?  Buckingham  to  difturb  me  ? 
The  King  hath  fent  him,  fure:  I  muft  difTemble. 

Buck.  York j  if  thou  meaneft  well,  I  greet  thee  well 

York.  Humphry  of  Buckingham,  I  accept  thy  greeting. 
Art  thou  a  meflenger,  or  come  of  pleafure  ? 

Buck.  A  meflenger  from  Henry  our  dread  Liege, 
To  know  the  reafon  of  thefe  Arms  in  Peace? 
Or  why,  thou,  being  a  Subject  as  I  am, 
Againft  thy  oath  and  true  allegiance  fworn, 
Should'ft  raife  fo  great  a  power  without  his  leave  ? 
Or  dare  to  bring  thy  force  fo  near  the  Court  ? 

York.  Scarce  can  I  fpeak,  my  choler  is  -\ 

fo  great.  (  [Jftde. 

Oh!  I  could  hewup  rocks,  and  fight  with  flint,  3 


King  H enry  VL 

I  am  fo  angry  at  thefe  abject  terms. 
And  now,  like  jfjax  Tclamonius, 
On  fheep  or  oxen  could  I  fpend  my  fury. 
I  am  far  better  born  than  is  the  King:  , 
More  like  a  King,   more  kingly  m  my  '  ^  e% 
thoughts. 

But  I  muft  make  fair  weather  yet  a  while 
Till  Henry  be  more  weak  and  I  more  ftrong.^ 
O  Buckingham  !  I  pr'ythee,  pardon  me, 
That  I  have  giv'n  no  anfwer  all  this  while ; 
My  mind  was  troubled  with  deep  melancholy. 
The  caufe,  why  I  have  brought  this  army  hither, 
Is  to  remove  proud  Somerfet  from  the  King, 
Seditious  to  his  Grace  and  to  the  State. 

Buck.  That  is  too  much  preemption  on  thy  part; 
But  if  thy  arms  be  to  no  other  end, 
The  King  hath  yielded  unto  thy  demand: 
The  Duke  of  Somerfet  is  in  the  Tower. 

Tork.  Upon  thine  Honour  is  he  prffbner  ? 

Buck.  Upon  mine  Honour,  he  is  priibntr. 

Tork.  Then,  Buckingham^  I  do  difmifs  my  Powers. 
Soldiers,  I  thank  you  all;  difperfe  yourfelves; 
Meet  me  to  morrow  in  St.  George's  field, 
You  (hall  have  Pay  and  every  thing  you  wifh. 
And  let  my  Sovereign,  virtuous  Henry, 
Command  my  eldeft  fon  •,  nay,  all  my  fons, 
As  pledges  of  my  fealty  and  love, 
I'll  fend  them  all  as  willing  as  I  live ; 
Lands,  goods,  horfe,  armour,  any  thing  I  have 
Is  his  to  ufe,  lo  Somerfet  may  die. 

Buck.  York,  I  commend  this  kind  fubmifilon, 
We  twain  will  go  into  his  Highnefs'  tent.  [Exeunt* 
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SCENE  II. 
Changes  to  the  King's  Pavilion. 

Enter  King  Henry,  and  Attendants.  Re-enter 
Buckingham  and  York,  attended. 

K.  Henry.  TyUckingham,  doth  York  intend  no  Harm 
to  us, 

That  thus  he  marcheth  with  thee  arm  in  arm  ? 

York.  In  all  fubmiflion,  and  humility, 
York  doth  prefent  himfelf  unto  your  Highnefs. 

K.  Henry.  Then  what  intend  thefe  forces  thou  doft 
bring  ? 

York.  To  heave  the  traitor  Somerfet  from  hence, 
And  fight  againft  that  monftrous  Rebel  Cade  ; 
Whom,  iince,  I  heard  to  be  difcomfitcd. 

Enter  Id  en  with  CadeV  head. 

Iden.  If  one  fo  rude,  and  of  fo  mean  condition, 
May  pafs  into  the  prefence  of  a  King, 
Lo,  1  prefent  your  Grace  a  traitor's  head  $ 
The  head  of  Cade,  whom  I  in  Combat  flew. 

K.  Henry.  The  head  of  Cade?  great  God  \  how  juft 
art  thou  ? 

O,  let  me  view  his  vifage  being  dead, 
That,  living,  wrought  me  fuch  exceeding  trouble. 
Tell  me,  my  friend    art  thou  the  man,  that  flew 
him  ? 

Iden.  I  was,  an't  like  your  Majefly. 
K.  Henry.  How  art  thou  call'd  ?  and  what  is  thy 
degree  ? 

Iden.  Alexander  Iden,  that's  my  name, 
A  poor  Efquire  of  Kent,  that  loves  the  King. 

Buck.  So  pleafe  it  you,  my  lord,  'twere  not  amifs 
He  were  created  Knight  for  his  good  fervice. 

K  Henry.  Iden,  kneel  down;  rife  up  a  Kniaht: 

"  Wc 
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We  give  thee  for  reward  a  thoufand  mirks 
And  will,  that  thou  henceforth  attend  on  us. 

Iden.  May  Iden  live  to  merit  fuch  a  bounty, 
And  never  live  but  true  unto  his  Liege! 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Queen  Margaret  and  Somerset. 

K.  Henry.  See,  Buchr^ham^  Soriierfel  comes  with 
the  Queen ; 

Go,  bid  her  hide  him  quickly  from  the  Duke. 

Q.  Mar.  For  thouland  Torh  he  ihall  not  hide 
his  head, 

But  boldly  Hand  and  front  him  to  his  face. 

2ork.  Hew  now?  is  Somerfet  at  liberty  ? 
Then,  Tork\  unloofe  thy  long  imprifon'd  though tsa 
And  let  thy  tongue  be  equal  with  thy  heart. 
Shall  I  endure  the  fight  of  Somer/eS  ? 
Falfe  King!  why  haft  thou  broken  faith  with  me5 
Knowing  how  hardly  I  can  brook  abufe ? 
King  did  I  call  thee?  no,  thou  art  no  King: 
Not  fit  to  govern  and  rule  multitudes, 
Which  dudi  not,  no,  nor  canft  not  rule  a  traitor* 
That  head  of  thine  doth  not  become  a  Crown: 
Thy  hand  is  made  to  grafp  a  palmer's  ftaff, 
And  not  to  grace  an  awful  princely  fcepter. 
That  gold  mull  round  engirt  thefe  brows  of  mine3 
Whofe  fmile  and  frown  (like  to  Achilles'  fpear) 
Is  able  with  the  change  to  kill  and  cure. 
Here  is  a  hand  to  hold  a  fcepter  up, 
And  with  the  fame  to  act  controlling  laws : 
Give  place-,  by  heaven,  thou  (halt  rule  no  more 
O'er  him,  whom  heav'n  created  for  thy  ruler. 

Scm.  O  monftrous  traitor !  I  arrefl  thee,  Tbrk, 
Of  capital  treafon  'gainft  the  King  and  Crown $ 
Obey,  audacious  traitor,  kneel  for  grace, 

H  2  Tori* 
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York.  Sirrah,  call  in  my  Sons  to  be  my  bail; 
1  Would'ft  have  me  kneel  ?  Firft,  let  me  ask  of  thefe, 
If  they  can  brook  I  bow  a  knee  to  man. 
I  know,  ere  they  will  let  me  go  to  Ward, 
They'll  pawn  their  fwords  for  my  enfranchifement. 

Q^Mar.  Call  hither  Clifford,  bid  him  come  amain, 
To  fay,  if  that  the  baftard  boys  of  York 
Shall  be  the  Surety  for  their  traitor  father. 

York.  O  blood-befpotted  Neapolitan, 
Out-caft  of  Naples,  England's  bloody  fcourge! 
The  Sons  of  York,  thy  Betters  in  their  Birth, 
Shall  be  their  father's  bail,  and  bane  to  thofe 
That  for  my  furety  will  refufe  the  boys. 

Enter  Edward  and  Richard. 

See,  where  they  come ;  111  warrant,  they'll  make  it 
good. 

Enter  Clifford. 

Mar,  And  here  comes  Clifford,  to  deny  their 
bail. 

Clif.  Health  and  all  Happinefs  to  my  lord  the  King! 
York.  I  thank  thee,  Clifford-,  fay,  what  news  with 
thee  ? 

Nay,  do  not  fright  us  with  an  angry  look: 
We  are  thy  Sovereign,  Clifford,  kneel  again ; 
For  thy  miftaking  fo,  we  pardon  thee. 

Clif,  This  is  my  King,  York,  I  do  not  miftake; 
But  thou  miflak'ft  me  much,  to  think  I  do; 
To  Bedlam  with  him,  is  the  man  grown  mad  ? 

K.  Henry.  Ay,  Clifford,  a  Bedlam  and  ambitious 
humour 

Makes  him  -oppofe  himfelf  againft  his  King. 

1  Would" ft  have  me  kneel?  Firft,  let  me  ask  of  thefe t 
If  they  can  brook  I  bo<w  a  knee  to  man, 

Sirrah,  call  in  my  Sons  to  be  my  bail.']  As  thefe  lines  have  hither- 
to flood,  I  think  the  fenfe  perplexM  and  ojicure.  I  have  ven- 
tur'd  totn.nfpofe  them,  and  make  a  flight  aheration. 

Utf. 
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Clif.  He  is  a  traitor,  let  him  to  the  To-zver, 
And  crop  away  that  factious  pate  of  his. 

Q^Mar.  He  is  arretted,  but  will  not  obey: 
His  Tons,  he  fays,  mail  give  their  words  for  him. 

Tork.  Will  you  not,  fons  ? 

E.  Plan.  Ay,  noble  father,  if  our  words  will  ferve. 
R.  Plan.  And  if  words  will  not,  then  our  weapons 
mall. 

Clif.  Why,  what  a  brood  of  traitors  have  wc  here  ? 

Tork.  Look  in  a  glafs,  and  call  thy  image  fo. 
I  am  thy  King,  and  thou  a  faJfe- heart  traitor  ; 
Call  hither  to  the  (lake  my  two  brave  bears, 
That  with  the  very  (baking  of  their  chains 
They  may  aftonifh  thefe  fell-lurking  curs  5 
Bid  Salisbury  and  Warwick  come  to  me. 

S     C     E     N     E  IV. 

Enter  the  Earl  cf  Warwick  and  Salisbury. 

Clif.  Are  thefe  thy  bears  ?  we'll  bait  thy  bears  to 
death, 

And  manacle  the  bearward  in  their  chains, 
If  thou  dar'ft  bring  them  to  the  baiting-place. 

R.  Plan.  Oft  have  I  feen  a  hot  o'er- weening  cur 
Run  back  and  bite,  becaufe  he  was  with-held  * 
Who,  being  fuffer'd  with  the  bear's  fell  paw, 
Hath  clapt  his  tail  betwixt  his  legs  and  cry'd : 
And  fuch  a  piece  of  fervice  will  you  do, 
If  you  oppofe  yourfelves  to  match  lord  Warwick. 

Clif.  Hence,  heap  of  wrath,  foul  indigefted  lump, 
As  crooked  in  thy  manners,  as  thy  fhape. 

Tork.  Nay,  we  ihall  heat  you  thorowly  anon. 

Clif  Take  heed,  left  by  your  heat  you  burn  your 
felves. 

K.  Henry.  Why,  Warwick,  hath  thy  knee  forgot 
to  bow? 

Old  Salisbury,  fliame  to  thy  filver  hair, 

H  3  Thou 
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Thou  mad  mif- leader  of  thy  brain-fick  fon, 
What,  wilt  thou  on  thy  death- bed  play  the  ruffian, 
And  feek  for  forrow  with  thy  fpeclacles  ? 
Oh,  where  is  faith  ?  oh,  where  is  loyalty  ? 
If  it  be  banifn'd  from  the  frofty  head, 
Where  fhall  it  find  a  harbour  in  the  earth  ? 
Wilt  thou  go  dig  a  grave  to  find  out  war, 
And  {hame  thine  honourable  age  with  blood? 
Why,  art  thou  old,  and  want'ft  experience  ? 
Or  wherefore  coft  abufe  it,  if  thou  haft:  it? 
For  fhame,  in  duty  bend  thy  knee  to  me, 
That  bows  unto  the  grave  with  mickle  age. 

Sal.  My  lord,  I  have  ccnfider'd  with  myfelf 
The  Title  of  this  mod  renowned  Duke ; 
And  in  my  confeience  do  repute  his  Grace 
The  rightful  heir  to  England's  royal  Seat. 

K.  Henry.  Haft  thou  not  Avorn  allegiance  unto  me  ? 

Sal.  I  have. 

K.  Henry.  Canft  thou  difpenfe  with  heav'n  for  fuch 
an  oath  ? 

Sal.  It  is  great  fin  to  fwear  unto  a  fin ; 
But  greater  fin  to  keep  a  finful  oath: 
Who  can  be  bound  by  any  folemn  vow 
To  do  a  murd'rous  deed,  to  rob  a  man, 
To  force  a  fpotlefs  virgin's  chaftity, 
To  reave  the  orphan  of  his  patrimony, 
To  wring  the  widow  from  her  cuftom'd  right. 
And  have  no  other  reafon  for  his  wrong, 
But  that  he  was  bound  by  a  folemn  oath  ? 

Q^:'vlar.  A  fubtle  traitor  needs  no  fophifter. 

K.  Henry.  Call  Buckingham^   and  bid  him  arm 
himfclf. 

York.  Call  Buckingham  and  all  the  friends  then  had, 
I  am  refolv'd  for  death  or  dignity. 

Old  Chf.  The  firft  I  warrant  thee;  if  dreams  prove 

true. 

IVar.  You  were  beft  go  to  bed  2nd  dream  ag,u;i, 

To 
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To  keep  thee  from  the  temped  of  the  field. 

Old  Clif.  I  am  refolv'd  to  bear  a  greater  ftorm 
Than  any  thou  canft  conjure  up  to  day  : 
And  that  I'll  write  upon  thy  Burgonet, 
Might  I  but  know  thee  by  thy  Houie's  Badge. 

War.  Now  by  my  father's  Badge,  old  Nevil's  Creft, 
The  rampant  bear  chain'd  to  the  rugged  ftafF, 
This  day  I'll  wear  aloft  my  Burgonet, 
(As  on  a  mountain- top  the  cedar  fhews, 
That  keeps  his  leaves  in  fpight  of  any  ftorm,) 
Ev'n  to  affright  thee  with  the  view  thereof. 

Old  Clif.  And  from  thy  Burgonet  I'll  rend  thy  bear, 
And  tread  it  under  foot  with  all  contempt, 
Defpight  the  bear-ward,  that  protects  the  bear. 

T.  Clif.  And  fo  to  Arms,  victorious  noble  father, 
To  quell  the  rebels  and  their  complices. 

R.  Plan.  Fie,  charity  for  fhame,  fpeak  not  in 
fpight, 

For  you  mall  fup  with  Jefu  Chrift  to  night. 

T.  Clif.  Foul  ftigmatick,  that's  more  than  thou 
canft  tell. 

R.  Plan,  If  not  in  heav'n,  you'll  furely  fup  in  hell. 

{Exeunt )  fever  ally. 

S     C     E     N     E  V. 

Changes  to  a  Field  of  Battle  at  St.  Albans. 

Enter  Warwick. 

War.  f^Lifford  of  Cumberland^  'tis  Warwick  calls ; 

And  if  thou  doft  not  hide  thee  from  the  bear, 
(Now  when  the  angry  trumpet  founds  alarum, 
And  dying  mens'  cries  do  fill  the  empty  air,) 
Clifford^  I  fay,  come  forth  and  fight  with  mej 
Proud  northern  lord,  Clifford  of  Cumberland^ 
Warwick  is  hoarfe  with  calling  thee  to  arms, 

H  4  Enter 
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Enter  York. 

War.  How  now,  my  noble  lord?  what  all  a- foot? 

Tork.  The  deadly-handed  Clifford  flew  my  Steed : 
But  match  to  match  I  have  encountred  him, 
And  made  a  prey  for  carrion  kites  and  crows 
Ev'n  of  the  bonny  beaft  he  Jov'd  fo  well. 

Enter  Clifford. 

War.  Of  one  or  both  of  us  the  time  is  come. 
Tork.  Hold,  Warwick:  feek  thee  out  fome  other 
chace, 

For  I  myfelf  mud  hunt  this  deer  to  death. 

War.  Then  nobly,  Tork\  'tis  for  a  Crown  thou 
fight' It: 

As  I  intend,  Clifford,  to  thrive  to  day, 
It  grieves  my  foul  to  leave  thee  unaflail'd.  [Exit  War. 
Clif  What  feeft  thou  in  me,  Tork  ?  why  doft  thou 
paufe  ? 

Tork.  With  thy  brave  Bearing  mould  I  be  in  love, 
But  that  thou  art  fo  faft  mine  enemy. 

Clif.  Nor  fliould  thy  Prowefs  want  praife  and 
efteem, 

But  that  'tis  fhewn  ignobly,  and  in  treafon. 
Tork.  So  let  it  help  me  now  againft  thy  fword, 

As  I  in  Juftice  and  true  Right  exprefs  it. 

Clif  My  foul  and  body  on  the  aclion  both!  — 
Tork  A  dreadful  lay,  addrefs  thee  inftantly.  [Fight, 
Clif.  La  fin  couronne  les  ceuvres.  [Dies. 
Tork.  Thus  war  hath  given  thee  peace,  for  thou  art 
ftilU 

Peace  with  his  foul,  heav'n,  if  it  be  thy  will. 

Enter  young  Clifford . 

T.  Clif.  Shame  and  confufion!  all  is  on  the  rout: 
Fear  frames  diforder;  and  diforder  wounds, 
Where  it  fhould  guard.    O  war!  thou  fon  of  hell, 
Whom  angry  heav'ns  do  make  their  minifter, 

Throw 
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Throw  in  the  frozen  bofoms  of  oar  part 
Hoc  coals  of  vengeance.    Let  no  foldier  flie. 
He,  that  is  truly  dedicate  to  war, 
Hath  no  felf-love ;  for  he,  that  loves  himfelf, 
Hath  not  eflentially,  but  by  circumftance, 
The  name  of  valour. —  O  let  the  vile  world  end, 

[Seeing  bis  dead  father. 
*  And  the  premifed  flames  of  the  faft  day 
Knit  earth  and  heav'n  together ! 
Now  let  the  general  trumpet  blow  his  blaft, 
Particularities  and  petty  founds 
To  ceafe!  Waft  thou  ordained,  O  dear  father, 
To  lofe  thy  youth  in  peace,  and  to  atchieve 
The  filver  livery  of  advifed  age ; 
And  in  thy  reverence,  and  thy  chair-days,  thus 
To  die  in  ruffian  battle?  Even  at  this  fight 
My  heart  is  turn'd  to  (lone  \  and  while  'tis  mine, 
It  mall  be  ftony.    Tork  not  our  old  men  fpares  ; 
No  more  will  I  their  babes  i  Tears  virginal 
Shall  be  to  me  even  as  the  dew  to  fire  ; 
And  Beauty,  that  the  tyrant  oft  reclaims, 
Shall  to  my  flaming  wrath  be  oil  and  flax. 
Henceforth  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  pity. 
Meet  I  an  Infant  of  the  Houfe  of  Tork, 
Into  as  many  gobbits  will  I  cut  it, 
As  wild  Medea  young  Abfyrtus  did. 
In  cruelty  will  I  feek  out  my  fame. 
Come,  thou  new  ruin  of  old  Clifford* %  Houfe : 
As  did  JEneas  old  Anchijes  bear, 
So  I  bear  thee  upon  my  manly  Ihoulders  5 
But  then  JEneas  bare  a  living  load, 
Nothing  fo  heavy  as  thefe  woes  of  mine. 

[Exit,  bearing  off  bis  Father, 

2  And  the  premifed  fames  —  ]  Premifed>  for  fent  before  their 
time.    The  fenfe  is,  let  the  flames  refer ved  for  the  lali  day  be 

fent  no\v. 

Enter 
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Enter  Richard  PJantagenet  and  Somerfet,  to  fight, 

R.  Plan.  So,  lye  thou  there:     [Somerfet  is  kill'd. 
For  underneath  an  ale-houfe'  paltry  Sign, 
The  Caftle  in  St.  Albans,  Somerfet 
Hath  made  the  Wizard  famous  in  his  death ; 
Sword,  hold  thy  temper;  heart,  be  wrathful  ftill: 
Priefts  pray  for  enemies,  but  Princes  kill. 

[Exit  Richard  Plantageneu 

SCENE  VI. 

Fight.  Excurftons.  Enter  King  Henry,  Queen  Margaret, 
and  others, 

Q^Mar.  Away,  my  lord,  you  are  flow ;  for  frame, 
away. 

K.  Henry.  Can  we  out-run  the  heav'ns!  good 

Mar g* Wet ,  (lay. 
Q^Mar.  What  are  you  made  of?  you'll  not  fight, 

nor  fly  : 

Now  is  it  manhood,  wifdom  and  defence, 
To  give  the  enemy  way,  and  to  fecure  us 
By  what  we  can,  which  can  no  more  but  fly. 

[alarum  afar  off. 
If  you  be  ta'en,  we  then  mould  fee  the  bottom 
Of  all  our  fortunes  •,  but  if  we  haply  fcape, 
(As  well  we  may,  if  not  through  ycur  neglect,) 
We  fhall  to  Louden  get,  where  you  are  lov'd 
And  where  this  breach,  now  in  our  fortunes  made. 
May  readily  be  ftopt. 

Enter  Clifford. 

Clif  But  that  my  heart's  on  future  mifchief  let, 
I  would  fpeak  blafphemy,  ere  bid  you  fly  ; 
But  fly  you  muft :  incurable  difcomnt 
Reigns  in  the  hearts  3  of  all  our  prefent  party. 

3  —  of  all  our  prefent  parts.]  We  would  read,  party, 

Away, 
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Away,  for  your  relief    and  we  will  Jive 
To  fee  their  day,  and  them  our  fortune  give. 
Away,  my  lord,  away  !  [Exeunt. 

Alarum.  Retreat.  Enter  York,  Richard  Plantagener, 
Warwick,  and  Soldiers,  with  Drum  and  Colours. 

York.  Of  Salisbury,  who  can  report  of  him  ? 
That  winter  lion,  who  in  rage  forgets 
Aged  contufions  4  and  all  bruife  of  time; 
And,  like  a  Gallant  in  the  brow  of  youth, 
Repairs  him  with  occafion.    This  happy  day 
Is  not  itfelf,  nor  have  we  won  one  foot3 
If  Salisbury  be  loft*. 

R.Plan.  My  noble  father, 
Three  times  to  day  I  holp  him  to  his  horfe, 
Three  times  bedrid  him  ;  thrice  I  led  him  off, 
Perfuaded  him  from  any  further  act  : 
But  (till,  where  danger  was,  ftill  there  I  met  him; 
And,  like  rich  Hangings  in  an  homely  houfe, 
So  was  his  Will  in  his  old  feeble  body. 
But  noble  as  he  is,  look,  where  he  comes. 

Enter  Salisbury. 

Sal.  Now,  by  my  fword,  well  haft  thou  fought 
to  day 

By  th'  Mafs,  fo  did  we  all.  I  thank  you,  Richard. 
God  knows,  how  long  it  is  I  have  to  live  ; 
And  it  hath  pleas'd  him,  that  three  times  to  day 
You  have  defended  me  from  imminent  death. 
Weil,  lords,  we  have  not  got  That  which  we  havej 
5Tis  not  enough  our  foes  are  this  time  fled. 
Being  oppofites  of  fuch  repairing  nature. 

York.  I  know,  our  fafety  is  to  follow  them  5 
For,  as  I  hear,  the  King  is  fled  to  London, 
To  call  a  prefent  Court  of  Parliament. 

4   and  all  brush  of  time  5]  V/e  fhould  read,  bruise. 

Let 
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Let  us  purfue  him,  ere  the  Writs  go  forth. 
What  fays  lord  Warwick^  mall  we  after  them  ? 

War,  After  them !  nay,  before  them,  if  we  can. 
Now  by  my  hand,  lords,  'twas  a  glorious  day. 
St.  Alban?  battel,  won  by  famous  Tcrk9 
Shall  be  eterniz'd  in  all  age  to  come. 
Sound  drum  and  trumpets,  and  to  London  all, 
And  more  fuch  days  as  thefe  to  us  befall!  [Exeunt* 
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K.  H  E  N  R  Y  VI. 

With  the  DEATH  of  the 

Duke  of  T  0  R  K. 


Dramatis  Perfbna?. 

KIXG  Herry  VI. 

Edward,  Son  to  the  King,  and  Prince  of  Wales. 
D*k'  of  Scmenet,  ~) 
Mmrl  of  Northumberland, 

Ear!  of  Oxford,  \r     t    f  r     rr       .  , 

Earl  if  Exeter.  ?  £;r--'  "  Htnr> 

£.c-7 if  Weft -norland,  V 
Z-n*7  Clifford,  J 

Earl  of  Richmond,  a  Youth,  afterwards  King  Henry  VII. 
Richard,  Duke  of  York. 

Edward,  E'tdefi  San  to  the  Duke  of  York,  afterwards  King  Ed- 
ward IV. 

George.  D-  :*  r/*  Chrence,  fezzr.d  Szn  to  the  Duke  of  York. 
R.'ch  .-d,  Z)  :/  rf  Giouceuer,  third  Str.  to  the  Duke  of  York, 

afterwards  King  Richard  II f. 
Ed m and,  £*r/  of  Rutland,  youngefi  Son  f  the  Duke  of  York, 
Duke  cf  Norfolk,  ^ 
Ma-      '-  z~  Mo.-. 'ague, 
Earl  :r'  Warwick, 

Earl  of  Salisbury,  ^  Of  the  DA-  f  YcrkV  ?«r(jf, 

Ptrr.br; ke, 
Z." :  H.vVr.g?, 
Ijr^St^rrord, 
Srr  John  Mortimer,   J  ^ fo     ^  ^  |f  f/  y ^ 
Sir  Hugh  Mortimer,  5 

£;>  V.'i.kair.  St^r.lcv,  af::-~.:-xrd.>  E-r.-l  of  Dv.'by. 

Rivers,  Brother  to  the  Lady  Gray. 
£;>  !-hn  Mcr.:g;rr.ery. 
Z  rVi.-e  v-t.'  :r  :  iv  Tc.s  er. 
Mayor  of  Coventry. 
M. :•. :  r  or.  d  Alder  r: f        Y  0 r k . 
Scrnerviile. 

Hcmphrv  and  SWiklo,  two  HmmtJmaB. 
Lewis.  King  of  France. 
Bourbon,  Admiral  of  France, 

f\  cen  Margaret. 

B-^na,  Sifer  to  the  Fr:~  :h  .\.  r-. 

Lady  Gray,  ffidvw  cf  Sir  John  Grey,  afterwards  Que*  to 
Edward  IV. 

Soldiers  *ni  other  Attendants  on  King  Henry,  and  King 
Edward. 

In  Part  cf  the  Third  A89  the  SCENE  is  laid  in 
France ;  during  all  the  reft  of  the  Play,  in  England. 

The 
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ACT  I.    SCENE  I 

L    0    N  D    0  N. 

Alarum,    Enter  Duke  of  York,  Edward,  Richard, 
Norfolk,  Montague,  Warwick,  and  Soldiers  ^ 

Warwick. 

Wonder,  how  the  King  efcap'd  our  hands! 
Tork.  While  we  puriu'd  the  horfemen 
of  the  north, 
He  flily  ftolc  away  and  left  his  men  : 
Whereat  the  great  lord  of  Northumberland^ 
Whofe  warlike  ears  could  never  brook  retreat, 
Chear'd  up  the  drooping  army  ;  and  himfelf, 
Lord  Clifford,  and  lord  Stafford,  all  a-breaft, 
Charg'd  our  main  battle's  front ;  and,  breaking  in, 
Were  by  the  fwords  of  common  foldiers  flain. 

I  The  third  part]  Firft  printed  under  the  title  of  the  true 
tragedy  of  Richard  Duke  of  York,  and  the  gocd  Kirg  Henry  the 
Jtxth,  or  the  fecond  fart  of  the  Ccr.tentic.  bctwter.  York  and 
Lancafier,  1590.  Mr.  Pope. 

Eaw. 
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Edw.  Lord  Stafford 's  father,  Duke  of  Buckingham, 
Is  either  (lain  or  wounded  dang'roufly. 
I  cleft  his  beaver  with  a  down- right  blow : 
That  this  is  true,  father,  behold  his  blood. 

Mont.  And,  brother,  here's  the  Earl  of  IViltJhire** 
blood  ; 

"Whom  I  encounter'd,  as  the  battles  join'd ; 

Rich.  Speak  thou  for  me,  and  tell  them  what  I  did. — 
[Throwing  down  the  Duke  of  Somerfet'j  Head. 

Tork.  Richard  hath  beft  deferv'd  of  all  my  Sons : 
Is  his  Grace  dead,  my  lord  of  Somerfet  ? 

Norf.  Such  hope  have  all  the  Line  of  John  of  Gaunt  f 

Rich.  Thus  do  I  hope  to  lhake  King  Henrys  head. 

War.  And  fo  do  I.    Victorious  Prince  or  Tork, 
Before  I  fee  thee  feated  in  that  Throne, 
Which  now  the  Houfe  of  Lancafter  ufurps, 
I  vow  by  heav'n,  thefe  eyes  fhall  never  clofe. 
This  is  the  Palace  of  that  fearful  King, 
And  this  the  regal  Seat ;  poffefs  it,  Tork ; 
For  this  is  thine,  and  not  King  Henry's,  heirs'. 

Tork.  AfiU  me  then,  fweet  Warwick,  and  I  will; 
For  hither  we  have  broken  in  by  force. 

Norf.  We'll  all  affift  you  ;  he,  that  flies,  mall  die. 

Tork.  Thanks,  gentle  Norfolk  \  flay  by  me,  my  lords; 
And,  foldiers,  ftay  and  lodge  by  me  this  night. 

[They  go  up. 

War.  And  when  the  King  comes,  offer  him  no 
violence ; 

Unlefs  he  feek  to  thruft  you  out  by  force. 

Tork.  The  Qjeen  this  day  here  holds  her  Parliament, 
But  little  thinks,  we  mail  be  of  her  Council; 
By  words  or  blows  here  let  us  win  our  Right. 

Rich.  Arnrfd  as  we  are,  let's  ftay  within  this  houfe. 

War.  The  bloody  Parliament  mail  this  be  call'd, 
Unlefs  Plantagenety  Duke  of  Tork,  be  King; 
And  bafhful  Henry  depos'd ;  whole  cowardile 
Hath  made  us  By- words  to  our  enemies. 

Tork. 
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York.  Then  leave  me  not  •,  my  lords,  be  refolute ; 
I  mean  to  take  pofTefiion  of  my  Right. 

War.  Neither  the  King,  nor  he  that  loves  him  bed, 
The  proudeft  he  that  hofds  up  Lancafter, 
Dares  ftir  a  wing,  if  Warwick  fhake  his  bells. 
I'll  plant  Plantagenet root  him  up,  who  dare: 
Refolve  thee,  Richard  \  claim  the  Englijh  Crown, 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Clifford,  Northumberland,  Weft- 
morland,  Exeter,  and  others. 

K.Henry.  My  lords,  look  where  the  fturdy  Rebel  fits* 
Even  in  the  chair  of  State ;  belike,  he  means 
(Back'd  by  the  Power  of  Warwick,  that  falfe  Peer,) 
T'afpire  unto  the  Crown,  and  reign  as  King. 
Earl  of  Northumberland,  he  flew  thy  father; 
And  thine,  Lord  Cliffords  and  you  vow'd  revenge 
On  him,  his  fons,  his  fav'rites,  and  his  friends. 

North.  If  I  be  not,  heav'ns  be  reveng'd  on  me! 

Clif.  The  hope  thereof  makes  Clifford  mourn  in  fteeL 

Weft.  What*  ihall  we  fuffer  this?  let's  pluck  him 
down ; 

My  heart  for  anger  burns,  I  cannot  brook  it. 

K.  Henry,  Be  patient,  gentle  Earl  of  Weftmorhn-X 

Clif.  Patience  is  for  poltroons,  and  fuch  is  he ; 
He  durft  not  fit  there,  had  your  father  liv'd. 
My  gracious  lord,  here  in  the  Parliament 
Let  us  affail  the  Family  of  Tork. 

North.  Well  haft  thou  fpoken,  Coufin,  be  it  fo. 

K  Henry.  Ah !  know  you  nor,  the  City  favours  them, 
And  they  have  troops  of  foldiers  at  their  beck  ? 

Exe.  But  when  the  Duke  is  flain,  they'll  quickly  fly. 

K.  Henry.  Far  be  the  thought  of  this  from  Henry's 
heart, 

To  make  a  Shambles  of  the  Parliament- houfe. 

Vol.  V.  i  Coufin 
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Odfifl  of  Bottr,  frown?,  w;:ds  lid  threats, 

Shall  be  ihe  war  that  ffiarrj  meant  to  ufe. 

Thou  factious  Duke  of  .?       cefcend  :r.v  Tin-rne  ; 

Ar.d  l:r.eel  for  grace  and  mercy  a:  my  f e r : : 
I  am  thy  Sovereign. 

Tort  Ttotfti  deceived,  ttb 

fier.  Fdf  fhame  come  down:  he  made  thee  Duke 

of  York. 

j':rk,  '  I  Vas  my  inheritance,  as  the  Kingdom  b 
£..:,  Thy  father  was  a  traitor  to  the  crown. 
War.  Exeter ',  thou  art  a  traitor  to  the  crown, 
In  folio  win  -cry. 

C':'.  Vv'ncnn  fn: .  id  .  -  rolloi  ,  but  his  natota]  King? 
JVar.  True,  CSfirdi  and  that's  Richard  Duke  of 
23rt 

K.  Henry.  And  ftsdl  I  ftand,  and  thou  6c  in  my 
Tnrone  r 

2'crk.  It  muft  and  fhall  be  fo,  content  thyfelf. 
War.  Be  Duke  of  Icwrq/teF,  let  him  be  King. 
IV eft.  He  is  both  King,  and  Duke  of  Lane  aft  ir  ^ 

And  that  the  lord  of  WefmcrlarJ  mall  maintain. 

War.  And  Warwick  lihall  cil prove  it.  You  forget, 
That  we  are  thole,  which  chas'd  ycu  from  the  ne'J, 
And  (lew  your  fachers,  and  with  Colours  fpread 
MarchM  through  the  city  to  the  Palace-gates, 

j\r;r;c.  No,  WarvjUk,  I  remember  it  to  my  g::er 
And,  by  his  foul,  thou  and  rhy  Houfe  fhali  rue  it. 

Weft.  Pkmtager.ety  of  tnee  and  theie  thy  fons, 
Tnv  r::n."nnen  and  thy  friends,  1*1!  have  more  lives,  ' 
Than  drops  of  blood  were  in  my  father's  veins. 

Cf.  Urge  it  no  more  j  left  chat,  inftead  of  word?, : 
I  fend  thee,  Warwick,  fuch  a  meiTenger^ 
As  Btiill  revenge  his  death  before  I  dir. 

War.  Poor  C  :f.  rdi  now  I  fcorn  his  worth lefs  threats. 

2        Wii.  yoj,  wc  .hew  cur  T.:ie  to  :ne  Crown  * 
If  no:,  our  fwords  £ha!i  okad  il  in  the  neki. 
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K.  Henry,  What  Tide  haft  thou,  traicor,  to  the 
crown  ? 

Thy  father  was,  as  thou  art,  Duke  of  2"erk ; 
Thy  grandfather  Roger  Mot -timer ;  Earl  of  March. 
I  am  the  fon  of  Henry  the  Fifth, 
Who  made  the  Dauphin  and  the  French  to  ftoop, 
And  feiz'd  upon  their  towns  and  provinces. 

War.  Talk  not  of  France,  fith  thou  haft  loft  it  all. 

K.  Henry.  The  lord  Protector  loft  it,  and  not  I ; 
When  I  wascrown'd,  I  was  but  nine  months  old. 

Rich.  You  are  old  enough  now,  and  yet,  methinks* 
you  lofe  : 

Father,  tear  the  Crown  from  the  Ufurper's  head. 
E^vj.  Sweet  father,  do  fo;  let  it  on  your  head. 
Mont.  Good  brother,  as  thou  lov'ft  and  honour'ft 
arms, 

Let's  fight  it  out,  and  not  ftand  cavilling  thus. 

Rich.  Sound  drums  and  trumpet?,  and  the  King 

will  fly.' 
Tork.  Sons,  peace. 

K.  Henry.  Peace  thou,  and  give  King  Henry  leave 
to  fpeak. 

War.  Plantagenet  fhall  fpeak  fir  ft  :  hear  him,  lord?5 
And  be  you  filent  and  attentive  too  ; 
For  he,  that  interrupts  him,  fhali  not  live. 

K.  Henry.  Think'ft  thou,  that  I  will  leave  my 
kingly  Throne, 
Wherein  my  grandfire  and  my  father  fat  ? 
No:  firft  ftiali  war  unpeople  this  my  realm  ; 
Ay,  and  their  Colours,  often  borne  in  France, 
And  now  in  England  to  our  heart's  great  forrow, 
Shall  be  my  winding  meet:  why  faint  you,  lords? 
My  Tide's  goo  J,  and  better  far  than 

[Far.  But  prove  it,  Henry,  and  thou  fhalt  be  King, 

K.  Henry.  Henry  the  Fourth  by  conqueft  go;  tie 
crown. 

Tori.  'Twas  by  Rebellion  asrainft  his  King. 

I  2  K.  Henry, 
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K.HeKrr.  I  knew  no:  whit  to  fey, 
Tei  rr.e,  mir  -  o:  2  Kir.i:  i:or:  ar.  heir  : 

K.  Htwry.  And  if  he  ma y,  then  am  IbwfolKing: 

7:-  ir  tire         ::'  rr_i-y  >:ds, 

Rz/.gv-'c  the  C::  ••  ~  ::  A":  tre  ro:.-ih  ; 
YTr,c  ;"e  heir  my  fuller  was,  and  I  am  ins. 

Jh-A  He  rofe  rgiir..:  rim,  betr.g  his  $:v-e-eigr. 
And  made  him  to  refign  his  Crown  perforce. 

JPfcr.  Sappoie,  my  lords,  he  did  it  onconfrrihv  i , 
Trirk  yo_.   :*.vt:t  yrrodtctii  id  his  Crowr. ? 

£xf .  No,  for  he  could  not  fo  refign  his  Grown, 
Bj:  that  the  rest  nth*  it :  -     f. : : ee  i  r.:  re.gr. 

K  AAr-y.  Art  tor:  -gLtrf:  lis.  D-ke  cf  Exfier  ? 

Ext.  H  5  it  tr.e  Right.  s.r»d  tr,eref:re  pircitr;  rr.e. 

York.  Why  whiijperyou,  my  lords,  znd  aniwer  not  ? 

£  ;•    Mr  cor:":  er.te  tei  s  rr.e.  re  is  AwnA  K:rg. 

K.  Htwry.  AH  will  revolt  from  me,  and  earn  to  him. 

I  :rib.  PSamisgatt^  for  all  the  Claim  thou  Iqflfc 
Tr.ri:  r.:t.  ::.::  A":  -;,  ihi..  be  :":  cerc-i'd. 

#  j~.  Deprs'ci  re  tr.i.i  oe,  :r  de: right  cf  thee. 
JNArvr   Trt:        dece:v'd:  'tis  do:  thy  foutherr; 
Pc*er 

C:  I  7^,  V; -A  JijAA.  -.:*  ::' 

Which  makes  thee  thus  pre&mpmots  and  prood, 

Can  fct  the  Duke  up  in  deipight  of  me. 

CJr.  K:rg  Kt~- .  oe  try  T.t.e  right  or  wrcrg, 
Lord  Clifford  vows  to  fight  in  thy  defence  $ 
\'lt  ir.it  g-f-rr  gipe.  ird  iVii.ow  rr.e  i..v?. 
Where  1  fhall  kned  to  him,  that  flew  my  hither! 

K.AAt-.  Or  Crfrri,  r:-  try  wo:«-  revive  rr.y 
re:r:  ! 

2":"/-.  .A:'  :--  ::  L.:-;.v;:"".  reAgr  thy  Crown : 
\V  rat  m  reer  yon,  or  what  compire  you,,  lords? 

"f 'sr.  Dj  r:z"i  itr-ro  rbis  or.rte.y  D-ite  or 
Or  I  wi  -  r   this  Houie  with  armed  roeo; 
And,  o'er  the  Chair  of  State,  where  now  he  Gts-, 

\Y;  :? 
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Write  up  his  title  with  ufurping  blood. 
[He ft  amps  with  his  foot,  and  the  foldiers  Jhewthemfelv.es. 
K.  Henry.  My  lord  of  Warwick^  hear  me  but  one 
word ; 

Let  me  but  reign  in  Quiet,  while  I  live. 

York.  Confirm  the  Crown  to  me  and  to  mine  heirs, 
And  thou  malt  reign  in  quiet  while  thou  liv'ft. 

K.  Henry.  I  am  content :  Richard  Plantagenet, 
Enjoy  the  Kingdom  after  my  deceafe. 

Clif  What  wrong  is  this  unto  the  Prince  your  fon  ? 

War.  What  good  is  this  to  England  and  himfelf  ? 

Weft.  Bafe,  fearful  and  defpairing  Henry! 

Clif.  How  haft  thou  injur'd  both  thyfelf  and  us! 

Weft.  I  cannot  ftay  to  hear  thefe  articles. 

North.  Nor  I. 

Clif.  Come,  Coufin,  let  us  tell  the  Queen  thele  news. 

Weft.  Farewel,  faint-hearted  and  degen'rate  King, 
In  whofe  cold  blood  no  fpark  of  honour  bides. 

North.  Be  thou  a  prey  unto  the  Houfe  of  York  ; 
And  die  in  bands  for  this  unmanly  deed  !  

Clif.  In  dreadful  war  may'ft  thou  be  overcome, 
Or  live  in  peace  abandon'd  and  defpis'd  !  — 

[Exeunt  Nor.  Clif.  Weftm, 

SCENE  III, 

War.  Turn  this  way,  Henry,  and  regard  them  not. 
Exe.  They  feek  revenge,  and  therefore  will  not 
yield. 

K.  Henry.  Ah,  Exeter!  -  

War.  Why  mould  you  figh,  my  lord  ? 
K.  Henry.  Not  for  myfelf,  lord  Warwick,  but  mv 
fon? 

Whom  I  unnaturally  fhall  difinherit. 

But  be  it,  as  it  may  ;  I  here  entaile 

The  Crown  to  thee,  and  to  thine  heirs  for  ever  j 

Conditionally,  that  here  thou  take  an  oath 

I  3  To 
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To  ceafe  this  Civil  War;  and,  whilft  I  live, 
To  honour  me  as  thy  King  and  Sovereign  : 
Neither  by  treafon  nor  hoftility 
To  feek  to  put  me  down,  and  reign  thy  (elf. 

TorL  This  oath  I  willingly  take,  and  will  perform. 
War.  Long  live  King  Henry  I  PIantagenety  embrace 
him, 

K.  Henry.  And  long  live  thou,  and  thefe  thy  for- 
ward fonsl 

TorL  Now  York  and  Lancafier  are  reconcil'd. 
Exe.  Accurft  be  he,  that  feeks  to  make  them  foes! 

[Sonet,    Here  they  come  down. 
TorL  Farewel,  my  gracious  lord,  Til  to  my  Cattle, 
War.  And  I'll  keep  London  with  my  foldiers. 
Norf.  And  I  to  Norfolk  with  my  followers. 
Mont.  And  I  unto  the  fea,  from  whence  I  came. 
[_Exeunt  York,  Warwick,  Norfolk  and  Montague. 
K.  Henry.  And  I  with  grief  and  forrow  to  the  Court 

Enter  the  Queen,  and  the  Prince  df  Wales. 

Exe.  Here  comes  the  Queen,  whofe  looks  bewray 
her  anger : 
I'll  (teal  away. 

K.  Henry.  So,  Exeter^  will  I.  \_Goin«, 
Queen.  Nay,  go  not  from  me  \  I  will  follow  thee— * 
K.  Henry.  Be  patient,  gentle  Queen,  and  I  will  (lay, 
Queen.  Who  can  be  patient  in  iuch  extreams  ? 
Ah,  wretched  man  !  would  I  had  dy'd  a  maid, 
And  never  feen  thee,  never  borne  thee  ion, 
Seeing  thou  haft:  prov'd  fo  unnatural  a  father. 
Hath  he  deierv'd  to  lofe  his  birth-right  thus? 
Hadft  thou  but  lov5d  him  half  fo  well  as  I, 
Or  felt  that  pain  which  I  did  for  him  once, 
Or  nourifnt  him,  as  I  did  with  my  blood  \ 
Thou  would  tt  have  left  thy  deareft  heart- blood  there. 
Rather  than  made  that  favage  Duke  thine  heir. 
And  difinherited  thine  only  ion. 

Prince. 
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Prince.  Father,  you  cannot  difinherit  me : 
If  you  be  King,  why  mould  not  I  fucceed  P 

K.  Henry,  Pardon  me,  Marg'ret ;  pardon  me,  fweet 
Ton  ; 

The  Earl  of  Warwick  and  the  Duke  enforc'd  me. 
§ueen.  Enforc'd  thee?  art  thou  King,  and  wilt  be 
forc'd  ? 

I  Ihame  to  hear  thee  fpeak ;  ah,  tim'rous  wretch! 

Thou  haft  undone  thy  felf,  thy  fon,  and  me; 

And  given  unto  the  Houfe  of  Tork  fuch  head, 

As  thou  fhalt  reign  but  by  their  fufFerance. 

To  entail  him  and's  heirs  unto  the  Crown, 

What  is  it  but  to  make  thy  Sepulchre, 

And  creep  into  it  far  before  thy  time? 

Warwick  is  Chancellor,  and  the  lord  of  Calais ; 

Stern  Faulconbridge  commands  the  narrow  Seas ; 

The  Duke  is  made  Protector  of  the  Realm  ; 

And  yet  fhalt  thou  be  fafe  ?  —  fuch  fafcty  finds 

The  trembling  Jamb,  invironed  with  wolves. 

Had  I  been  there,  which  am  a  filly  woman, 

The  foldiers  mould  have  tofs'd  me  on  their  pikes, 

Before  I  would  have  granted  to  that  Act. 

But  thou  preferr'ft  thy  life  before  thine  honour: 

And,  feeing  thou  doft,  I  here  divorce  myfelf 

Both  from  thy  table,  Henry,  and  thy  bed  * 

Until  that  A  dr.  of  Parliament  be  repealed, 

Whereby  my  fon  is  disherited. 

The  northern  lords,  that  have  forfworn  thy  Colours, 

Will  follow  mine,  if  once  they  fee  them  fpread  : 

And  fpread  they  (hall  be,  to  thy  foul  difgrace, 

And  utter  ruin  of  the  Houfe  of  Tork. 

Thus  I  do  leave  thee-,  come,  Son,  let's  away; 

Our  army's  ready  ;  come,  we'll  after  them. 

K.  Henry.  Stay,  gentle  Margaret,  and  hear  me  fpeak. 

Queen.  Thou  haft  fpoke  too  much  already;  get 
thee  gone. 

I  4  K.Henry* 
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K.  Henry.  Gentle  fon  Edward,  thou  wilt  (lay  with 

me? 

Queen.  Ay,  to  be  murther'd  by  his  enemies.  — 
'Prince.  When  1  return  with  victory  from  the  field, 
I'll  fee  your  Grace;  till  then  I'll  follow  her. 

Queen.  Come,  fon,  away;  we  may  not  linger  thus. 

\Exeunt  Queen  and  Prince* 
K.  Henry.  Poor  Queen,  how  love  to  me  and  to 
her  fon 

Hath  made  her  break  out  into  terms  of  rage ! 
Reveng'd  may  (he  be  on  that  hateful  Duke, 
Whofe  haughty  fpirit,  winged  with  defire, 
a  Will  coaft  my  crown  •,  and,  like  an  empty  eagle^ 
Tire  on  the  flefh  of  me  and  of  my  fon  ! 
The  lofs  of  thofe  three  lords  torments  my  heart ; 
I'll  write  unto  them,  and  intreat  them  fair  ; 
Come,  Coufin,  you  lhall  be  the  mefTenger. 
Exe.  And>  as  I  hope,  mall  reconcile  them  all. 

[Exeunt. 

S     C     E     N    E  IV. 

i 

Changes  to  Sandal- Gz/?/<?,  near  Wakefield,  in  Yorkfhire. 

Enter  Richard,  Edward,  and  Montague. 

Ricb.Ti  ROT  HER,  though  I  be  youngeft,  give 
me  leave. 

Edw.  No,  I  can  better  play  the  orator. 
McxL  But  I  have  reafons  ftrong  and  forcible. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  York. 

York.  Why  how  now,  fons  and  brother,  at  a  ftrife  ? 
What  is  your  quarrel?  how  began  it  firft? 
Edw.  No  quarrel,  but  a  fweet  contention. 
Tork.  About  what? 

Rich.  About  that  which  concerns  your  Grace  and  us*s 
The  Grown  of  England^  father  ;  which  is  yours. 

2  #7// cost  wyvmw/;— ]  Read  coast,  i.e.  hover  over  if. 

Tork. 
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Torh  Mine,  boy  ?  not  'till  King  Henry  be  dead. 

Rich,  Your  Right  depends  not  on  his  life  or  death, 

Edw.  Now  you  are  heir,  therefore  enjoy  it  now; 
By  giving  th'  Houfe  of  Lancajier  leave  to  breathe, 
It  will  out-run  you,  father,  in  the  end. 
•  Torh  I  took  an  oath  that  he  mould  quietly  reign. 

Edw.  But  for  a  Kingdom  any  oath  may  be  broken : 
I'd  break  a  thoufand  oaths  to  reign  one  year. 

Rich.  No    God  forbid,  your  Grace  fhould  be  for- 
fworn. 

Torh  I  mall  be,  if  I  claim  by  open  war. 

Rich.  I'll  prove  the  contrary,  if  you'll  hear  me  (peak. 

Tork.  Thou  can'ft  not,  fon ;  it  is  impofllble. 

Rich.  An  oath  is  of  no  moment,  being  not  took 
Before  a  true  and  lawful  magistrate; 
That  hath  authority  o'er  him,  that  fwears. 
Henry  had  none;  but  did  ufurp  the  place. 
Then,  feeing  'twas  he  that  made  you  to  depofe, 
Your  oath,  my  lord,  is  vain  and  frivolous; 
Therefore,  to  arms :  and,  father,  do  but  think 
How  fweet  a  thing  it  is  to  wear  a  Crown ; 
Within  whole  circuit  is  Ely/turn, 
And  all  that  Poets  feign  of  blifs  and  jay. 
Why  do  we  linger  thus  ?  I  cannot  reft, 
Until  the  white  Rofe,  that  I  wear,  be  dy'd 
Even  in  the  lukewarm  blood  of  Henry's  heart. 

Tork.  Richard,  enough  :  I  will  be  King,  or  die. 
Brother,  thou  (halt  to  London  prefently, 
And  whet  on  Warwick,  to  this  enterprize. 
Thou,  Richard^  fhalt  to  th'  Duke  of  Norfolk  go, 
And  tell  him  privily  of  our  intent. 
You,  Edward^  fhall  unto  my  lord  Cobham, 
With  whom  the  KentiJJomen  will  willingly  rife. 
In  them  I  truft ;  for  they  are  foldiers, 
Wealthy  and  courteous,  liberal,  full  of  fpirit. 
While  you  are  thus  employ'd,  what  refteth  more 
But  that  I  feek  occafion  h©w  to  rife? 

And 
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And  yet  the  King  not  privy  to  my  drift, 
Nor  any  of  the  Houfc  of  Lancajler. 

Enter  Mejfenger. 

But  ftay,  what  news?  why  com'ft  thou  in  fuch  poll? 
Gab.  The  Queen,  with  all  the  northern  Earls  and 
Lords, 

Intend  here  to  befiege  you  in  your  cattle. 
She  is  hard  by,  with  twenty  thoufand  men ; 
And  therefore  fortifie  your  Hold,  my  lord. 

fork.  Ay,  with  my  fword.   What!  think'S 

thou  that  we  fear  them  ? 
Edward  and  Richard,  you  fhall  ftay  with  mej 
My  brother  Montague  fhall  pott  to  London. 
Let  noble  Warwick^  Cobham,  and  the  reft, 
Whom  we  have  left  Protectors  of  the  King, 
With  powerful  policy  ftrengthen  themfelves, 
And  truft  not  fimple  Henry  nor  his  oaths. 

Mont.  Brother,  I  go ;  I'll  win  them,  fear  it  not. 
And  thus  moft  humbly  I  do  take  my  leave. 

[Exit  Montague, 

Enter  Sir  John  Mortimer,  and  Sir  Hugh  Mortimer. 

York.  Sir  John  and  Sir  Hugh  Mortimer^  mine  uncles. 
You  are  come  to  Sandal  in  a  happy  hour. 
The  army  of  the  Queen  means  to  befiege  us. 

Sir  John.  She  ftiall  not  need,  we'll  meet  her  in 
the  field. 

York.  What,  with  five  thoufand  men? 

Rich.  Ay,  with  five  hundred,  father,  for  a  need. 
A  woman's  General  \  what  fhould  we  fear? 

[A  March  afar  off. 

Edw.  I  hear  their  drums :  let's  fet  our  men  in  order, 
And  ifTue  forth  and  bid  them  battle  ftrait. 

York.  Five  men  ro  tvjemyl  though  the  odds  be  great, 
I  doubt  not,  Uncle,  of  our  victory. 
Many  a  battel  have  I  won  in  France , 

When 
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When  as  the  enemy  hath  been  ten  to  one : 
Why  fhould  I  not  now  have  the  like  fuccefs  ? 

[Alarum.  Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

A  Field,  of  Battle  betwixt  Sandal-  Cafik  and  Wakefield. 

Enter  Rutland  and  his  'Tutor. 

Rut.  A  H,  whether  (hall  I  fly,  to  fcape  their  hands? 

Ah,  Tutor,  look,  where  bloody  Clifford 
comes. 

Enter  Clifford,  and  Soldiers. 

Clif  Chaplain,  away  !  thy  priefthood  faves  thy  life  9 
As  for  the  Brat  of  this  accurfed  Puke, 
Whofe  father  flew  my  father,  he  fhall  die. 

Tutor.  And  J,  my  lord,  will  bear  him  company. 

Clif.  Soldiers,  away,  and  drag  him  hence  perforce. 

Tutor.  Ah!  Clifford,  murthernot  this  innocent  child, 
Left  thou  be  hated  both  of  God  and  man. 

\_Exit)  dragd  off. 

Clif.  How  now?  is  he  dead  already?  or,  is  it  fear 
That  makes  him  clofe  his  eyes?  I'll  open  them. 

Rut.  So  looks  the  pent-up  Lion  o'er  the  wretch 
That  trembles  under  his  devouring  paws  \ 
And  fo  he  walks  infulting  o'er  his  prey, 
And  fo  he  comes  to  rend  his  limbs  afunder. 
Ah  gentle  Clifford^  kill  me  with  thy  fword, 
And  not  with  fuch  a  cruel  threatning  look. 
Sweet  Clifford^  hear  me  fpeak  before  I  die ; 
I  am  too  mean  a  Subject  of  thy  wrath, 
Be  thou  reveng'd  on  men,  and  let  me  live. 

Clif.  In  vain  thou  fpeak'ft,  poor  boy  :  my  father** 
'  blood 

Hath  ftopt  the  paffrge  where  thy  words  fhould  enter.. 
Rut.  ■  Then  let  my  father's  blood  open't  again ; 
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He  is  a  man,  and,  Clifford,  coape  wich  him. 

Clif.  Had  I  thy  brethren  here,  their  lives  and  thine 
Were  not  Revenge  Efficient  for  me  : 
No,  if  I  digg'd  up  thy  forefathers'  graves, 
And  hung  their  rotten  coffins  up  in  chains, 
It  could  not  flake  mine  ire,  nor  eafe  my  hearto 
The  fight  of  any  of  the  Houie  of  Tork 
Is  as  a  Fury  to  torment  my  foul  : 
And  till  I  root  out  their  accurfed  Line, 
And  leave  not  one  alive,  I  live  in  hell. 
Therefore  • 

R*t.  O  let  me  pray,  before  I  take  my  death  : 
To  thee  I  pray  fweet  Clifford,  pity  me. 

Clif.  Such  pity,  as  my  rapier's  point  affords. 

Rut.  I  never  did  thee  harm  j  why  wilt  thou  flay  me  ? 

Oif.  Thy  father  hath. 

Rut.  But  'twas,  ere  I  was  born. 
Thou  haft  one  fon,  for  his  fake  pity  me-, 
Left  in  revenge  thereof,  (fith  God  isjuftj 
He  be  as  miferably  ftain  as  I. 
Ah,  let  me  live  in  prifon  all  my  days, 
And  when  I  give  occafion  of  offence, 
Then  let  me  die,  for  now  thou  haft  no  caufe. 

Clif.  No  caufe! 
Thy  father  flew  my  father,  therefore  die. 

[QY\f.Jlahs  bbn. 

Rut.  3  Diifacianf,  laiidis  fumma  fit  ijia  tu<e\  [Dies. 

Clif.  Plantagenet,  I  come,  Pl.vitagcnet  \ 
And  this  thy  fon's  blood  claving  to  my  blade 
Shall  ruft  upon  my  weapon,  till  thy  blood, 
Congeal'd  with  this,  do  make  me  wipe  off  both.  [Exit. 

S       C       E       N       E  VI. 

Alarum.  Enter  Richard  Duke  of  York. 

Tork.  The  Army  of  the  Qjeen  hath  got  the  field  : 
My  Uncles  both  are  (lain  in  relcuing  me, 

3  Dii/aciar.t,  &c.  —  j  OvA. 

And 
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And  all  my  followers  to  the  eager  foe 

Turn  Back,  and  fly  like  fhips  before  the  wind, 

Or  lambs  purfu'd  by  hunger-ftarved  wolves. 

My  Sons,  God  knows,  what  hath  bechanced  them; 

But  this  1  know,  they  have  demean'd  themfelves 

Like  men  born  to  Renown,  by  life  or  death. 

Three  times  did  Richard  make  a  lane  to  me, 

And  thrice  cry'd,  Courage,  father  !  fight  it  out : 

And  full  as  oft  came  Edward  to  my  fide, 

With  purple  falchion  painted  to  the  hilt 

In  blood  of  thofe,  that  had  encounter'd  him : 

And  when  the  hardieft  warriors  did  retire, 

Richard  cry'd,  Charge!  and  give  no  foot  of  ground  j 

And  crv'd,  a  Crown,  or  elfe  a  glorious  tomb, 

A  Scepter  or  an  earthly  Sepulchre. 

With  this  we  charg'd  again;  but  out!  alas, 

We  bodg'd  again  ;  as  1  have  feen  a  Swan 

With  bootlefs  labour  fwim  againft  the  tide, 

And  fbend  her  ftrength  with  over-matching  waves. 

[_A  Jhort  alarum  within. 
Ah !  hark,  the  fatal  followers  do  purfue. 
And  I  am  faint  and  cannot  fly  their  fury, 
And  were  I  ftrong,  I  would  not  fhun  their  fury. 
The  fands  are  number'd,  that  make  up  my  life , 
Here  muft  I  flay,  and  here  my  life  mull  end. 

Enter  the  §>ueen>  Clifford,  Northumberland,  the  Prina 

of  Wales,  and  Soldiers. 

Come,  bloody  Clifford^  rough  Northumberland* 
I  dare  your  quenchlefs  fury  to  more  Rage ; 
I  am  your  Butt,  and  I  abide  your  Shot. 

North.  Yield  to  our  Mercy,  proud  Planlagenet. 

Clif.  Ay,  to  fuch  LMercy  as  his  ruthlefs  arm 
With  downright  payment  fhew'd  unto  my  father, 
Now  Phaeton  hath  tumbled  from  his  Car, 
And  made  an  evening  at  the  noon-tide  prick. 

JTorki  My  afhes,  as  the  Phoenix,  may  bring  forth 
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A  bird  that  will  revenge  upon  you  all : 
And  in  that  Hope  I  throw  mine  eyes  to  heav'n, 
Scorning  whate'er  you  can  afflict  me  with. 
Why  come  you  not?  what!  multitudes  and  fear? 

Clif.  So  cowards  fight,  when  they  can  fly  no  farther  %> 
So  Doves  do  peck  the  Falcon's  piercing  talons  j 
So  deip'rate  thieves,  all  hopelefs  of  their  lives, 
Breathe  out  invectives  'gainft  the  officers. 

'York.  Oh  Clifford^  but  bethink  thee  once  again, 
And  in  thy  thought  o'er-run  my  former  time  ; 
And,  if  thou  canft  for  blufhing,  view  this  face, 
And  bite  thy  tongue  that  (landers  him  with  cowardile. 
Whole  frown  hath  made  thee  faint,  and  fly  ere  this. 

Clif.  I  will  not  bandy  with  thee  word  for  word, 
But  buckle  with  thee  blows  twice  two  for  one. 

gh.ecn.  Hold,  valiant  Clifford  \  for  a  thoufand  caufes 
I  would  prolong  a  while  the  traitor's  life: 
Wrath  makes  him  deaf  fpeak  thou,  Northumberland \ 

Nor/b.  Hold,  Clifford;  do  not  honour  him  fomucb*. 
To  prick  thy  finger,  though  to  wound  his  heart. 
What  valour  were  it,  when  a  cur  doth  grin5 
For  one  to  thruft  his  hand  between  his  teeth, 
When  he  might  fpurn  him  with  his  foot  away  ? 
4  It  is  war's  praife  to  take  all  vantages  j 
And  ten  to  one  is  no  impeach  of  valour. 

Clif.  Ay,  ay,  fo  drives  the  woodcock  with  the  gin. 

North.  So  doth  the  cony  ftrugg'e  in  the  net. 

[In  the  Struggle  York  is  taken  Pri finer. 

York.  So  triumph  thieves  upon  their  conquer'd  booty  -5 
So  true  men  yield,  with  robbers  fo  o'er-matcht. 

North.  What  would  your  Grace  have  done  unto  him 
now  ? 

Queen.  Brave  warriors,  Cl'fford  and  Northumberland^ 
Come  make  him  (land  upon  this  mole-hill  here; 
That  raught  at  mountains  with  out- It  retched  arms, 
Yet  parted  but  the  fhadow  with  his  hand. 

4  It  it  ".>jar  s  PRI7.E  ]  Read  P&AISE. 

What! 
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What!  was  it  you,  that  would  be  England's  King? 

Was't  you,  that  revell'd  in  our  Parliament, 

And  made  a  preachment  of  your  high  Defcent  ? 

Where  are  your  mefs  of  Ions  to  back  you  now, 

The  wanton  Edward,  and  the  lulty  George  ? 

And  where's  that  valiant  crook-back'd  Prodigy, 

Dicky  your  boy,  that  with  his  grumbling  voice 

Was  wont  to  cheer  his  Dad  in  mutinies  ? 

Or,  with  the  red,  where  is  your  darling  Rutland? 

Look,  York ;  I  ftain'd  this  napkin  with  the  blood, 

That  valiant  Clifford  with  his  rapier's  point 

Made  iffue  from  the  bofom  of  the  boy : 

And  if  thine  eyes  can  water  for  his  death, 

I  give  thee  this  to  dry  thy  cheeks  withal. 

Alas  !  poor  York  ;  but  that  I  hate  thee  deadly, 

I  fhould  lament  thy  mifcrable  flare. 

I  pr'ythee,  grieve,  to  make  me  merry,  York. 

W  hat,  hath  thy  fiery  heart  fo  parcht  thine  Entrails, 

That  not  a  tear  can  fall  for  Rutland's  death  ? 

Why  art  thou  patient,  man  ?  thou  fhould'ft  be  mad  \ 

And  I,  to  make  thee  mad,  do  mock  thee  thus, 

Stamp,  rave  and  fret,  that  I  may  ling  and  dance. 

Thou  would'ft  be  fee'd,  I  fee,  to  make  me  fport : 

York  cannot  fpeak,  unlefs  he  wear  a  Crown. 

A  Crown  for  York — and,  lords,  bow  low  to  him  : 

Hold  you  his  hands,  whilft  I  do  let  it  on. 

[Putting  a  Paper  Croivn  on  his  head, 
Ay,  marry,  Sir,  now  looks  he  like  a  King  : 
Ay,  this  is  he,  that  took  King  MenfiyH  chair*, 
And  this  is  he,  was  his  adopted  heir. 
But  how  is  it,  that  great  Plantager-'t 
Is  crown'd  fo  foon,  and  broke  his  foiemn  oath  i 
As  I  bethink  me,  you  fhould  not  be  King 
Till  our  King  Re?irj  had  fhook  hands  with  death. 
And  will  you  pale  your  head  in  He?rry9s  Glory- , 
And  rob  his  Temples  of  the  Diadem, 
Now  in  his  life,  againH:  your  half  pftth?  . 

Oh, 
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Oh,  'tis  a  fault  too  too  unpardonable  : 

Off  with  the  Crown ;  and  with  the  Crown,  his  head  % 

And  whilft  we  breathe,  take  him  to  do  him  dead. 

Clif.  That  is  my  office,  for  my  father's  fake. 

Queen,  Nay,  ftay,  let's  hear  the  Oraifons  he  makes. 

Tork.  She- wolf  of  France,  but  worfe  than  wolves  of 
France, 

Whofe  tongue  more  poifons  than  the  adder's  tooth  ! 
How  ill  beleeming  is  it  in  thy  fex 
To  triumph,  like  an  Amazonian  trull, 
Upon  their  woes,  whom  fortune  captivates  ? 
But  that  thy  face  is,  vizor-like,  unchangeing, 
Made  impudent  with  ufe  of  evil  deeds, 
I  would  a(Tay,  proud  Queen,  to  make  thee  blufh. 
To  tell  thee  whence  thou  cam'ft,  of  whom  deriv'd, 
Were  fhame  enough  to  fhame  thee,  wert  thou  not 
fhamelefs : 

Thy  father  bears  the  type  of  King  of  Naples, 

Of  both  the  Sicils  and  Jerufakm, 

Yet  not  fo  wealthy  as  an  Englijh  yeoman. 

Hath  that  poor  monarch  taught  thee  to  infult? 

It  needs  not,  nor  it  boots  thee  not,  proud  Queen, 

Unlefs  the  adage  mull  be  verify'd, 

<c  That  beggars,  mounted,  run  their  horfe  to  death.'* 

'Tis  beauty,  that  doth  oft  make  women  proud  ; 

But,  God,  he  knows^  thy  fhare  thereof  is  fmall. 

*Tis  virtue,  that  doth  make  them  moft  admir'd ; 

The  contrary  doth  make  thee  wonder'd  at. 

'Tis  government,  that  makes  them  feem  divine  j 

The  want  thereof  makes  thee  abominable. 

Thou  art  as  oppofice  to  every  good, 

As  the  Antipodes  are  unto  us, 

Or  as  the  fouth  to  the  Septentrion. 

Oh,  tygers  heart  wrapt  in  a  woman's  hide! 

How  could'ft  thou  drain  the  life-blood  of  the  child, 

To  bid  the  father  wipe  his  eyes  withal, 

And  yet  be  feen  to  wear  a  woman's  face? 

Women 
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Women  are  foft,  mild,  pitiful  and  flexible  ; 
Thou  Item,  obdurate,  flinty,  rough,  remorfelefs. 
Bidft  thou  me  rage?  why,  now  thou  haft  thy  wifh. 
Would'ft  have  me  weep  ?  why,  now  thou  haft  thy  will. 
For  raging  wind  blows  up  inceffant  fliow'rs, 
And  when  the  rage  allays,  the  rain  begins. 
Thefe  tears  are  my  fweet  Rutland's  obiequies; 
And  ev'ry  drop  cries  vengeance  for  his  death, 
'Gainft  thee,  fell  Clifford-,  and  thee,  falfe  French 
woman. 

North.  Bsfhrew  me,  but  his  pailions  move  me  fo> 
That  hardly  can  1  check  mine  eyes  from  tears. 

Tork.  That  face  of  his  the  hungry  Canibals 
Would  not  have  touch'd,  5  would  not  na  ve  ftain'd  with 
blood : 

But  you  are  more  inhuman,  more  inexorable, 
Oh  ten  times  more,  than  tygers  of  Hyrcania. 
See,  ruthlefs  Qaeen,  a  haplefs  father's  tears : 
This  cloth  thou  dip'dft  in  blood  of  my  fweet  boy, 
And  I  with  tears  do  waih  the  blood  away. 
Keep  thou  the  napkin,  and  go  boaft  of  this: 
And  if  thou  tell1  ft  the  heavy  ftory  right, 
Upon  my  foul,  the  hearers  will  Hied  tears, 
Yea,  even  my  foes  will  fhed  faft- falling  tears, 
And  lay,  H  Alas,  it  was  a  piteous  deed!  — 

5  Would  not  have  flair?  d  the  rofes  jufl  with  blood:]  So  the 
iecond  folio  nonfenfically  reads  the  paiTage  ;  but  the"  old  quarto, 
and  firft  folio  editions  of  better  authority  have  it  thus, 
That  face  of  his  the  hungry  canibals 

Would  not  have  touched,  would  not  have  flair? d  qvith  blood. 
Arxl  this  is  fer.fe.  Could  any  one  now  have  beiieved  that  an  ediror 
of  common  underflanding  mould  reject  thi?,  and  fafien  upon  the 
nonfenie  of  a  latter  edition  only  becauie  it  afforded  matter  for  con- 
jecture :  And  yet  Mr.  Theobald  will  needs  correct,  rofes  jnfl  <witb 
blood,  to  rofes  juicd  with  blood,  that  is,  change  one  blundering 
Editor's  nonfenfe  for  another's.  But  if  there  ever  was  any  mean- 
ing in  the  line,  it  was  thus  expreifed, 

Would  not  have -flaifcd  the  rofes  jufl  in  bud, 
4nd  this  the  Oxford  Editor  hath  efpoufed. 

.    Vol.  V.  K  There 


The  Third  Part  of 

There,  take  the  crown ;  and,  with  the  crown  my  curfe. 

And  in  thy  need  fuch  comfort  come  to  thee, 

As  now  I  reap  at  thy  too  cruel  hand ! 

Hard- hearted  Clifford*  take  me  from  the  world, 

My  foul  to  heav'n,  my  blood  upon  your  heads. 

North.  Had  he  been  flaughter-man  to  all  my  kin, 
1  fho'tld  not  for  my  life  but  weep  with  him, 
To  fee  how  inly  forrow  gripes  his  foul. 

Queen.  What  weeping-ripe,  my  LoxdNor  thumb  er  land? 
Think  but  upon  the  wrong  he  did  us  all, 
And  that  will  quickly  dry  thy  melting  tears. 

Clif.  Here's  for  my  oath,  here's  for  my  father's  death. 

\S  tabbing  him. 

Queen.  And  here's  to  right  our  gentle-hearted  King. 
York.  Open  the  gate  of  mercy,  gracious  God  ! 
My  foul  flies  through  thefe  wounds,  to  feek  out  thee. 

[Dies. 

Queen.  Off  with  his  head  and  fet  it  on  York  gates ; 
So  York  may  overlook  the  town  of  York.  [Exeunt. 

ACT  II.    s  c  E  N  E  I. 

Near  Mortimer's  Crofs  in  Wales. 
A  March.  Enter  Edward,  Richard,  and  their  Power, 

Edward. 

I Wonder,  how  onr  princely  father  'fcap'd  5 
Or  whether  he  be  'fcap'd  away,  or  no, 
From  Clifford's  and  Northumberland's  purfuit  ? 
Had  he  been  ta'en,  we  mould  have  heard  the  news; 
Had  he  been  (lain,  we  mould  have  heard  the  news; 
Or  had  he  'fcap'd,  methinks,  we  mould  have  heard 
The  happy  tidings  of  his  good  efcape. 
How  fares  mv  brother  ?  why  is  he  fo  fad  ? 

Rich. 
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Rich.  I  cannot  joy,  until  I  be  refolv'd 
Where  our  right-valiant  father  is  become. 
I  faw  him  in  the  battle  range  about ; 
And  watch'd  him,  how  he  Tingled  Clifford  forth  3 
Methought,  he  bore  him  in  the  thickeft  troop, 
As  doth  a  Lion  in  a  herd  of  neat ; 
Or  as  a  bear,  encompafs'd  round  with  dogs, 
Who  having  pinch'd  a  few  and  made  them  cry, 
The  reft  (land  all  aloof  and  bark  at  him. 
So  far'd  our  father  with  his  enemies, 
So  fled  his  enemies  my  warlike  father: 
■  Mechinks,  'tis  pride  enough  to  be  his  fon. 
See,  how  the  morning  opes  her  golden  gates, 
And  takes  her  farewel  of  the  glorious  lun  ; 
How  well  refembles  it  the  prime  of  youth, 
Trim'd  like  a  yonker  prancing  to  his  love? 

Edzv.  Dazzle  mine  eyes?  or  do  I  fee  three  funs? 

Rich.  Three  glorious  funs,  each  one  a  perfect  fun  \ 
Not  feparated  with  the  racking  clouds, 
But  fever'd  in  a  pale  clear-fhining  sky. 
See,  fee,  they  join,  embrace,  and  feem  to  kifs ; 
As  if  they  vow'd  lome  league  inviolable : 
Now  are  they  but  one  lamp,  one  light,  one  fun. 
In  this  the  heaven  figures  lome  event. 

Edw.  'Tis  wondrous  ftrange,  the  like  yet  never 
heard  of. 

f  think,  it  cites  us,  brother  to  the  field  \ 

That  we  the  fons  of  brave  Plant  agenet^ 

Each  one  already  blazing  by  our  meeds, 

Should,  notwithstanding,  join  our  lights  together, 

And  over-fhine  the  earth,  as  this  the  world. 

Whate'er  it  bodes,  henceforward  will  I  bear 

Upon  my  target  three  fair  ihining  funs. 

1  Metfjinks,  \'is  prize  enough  to  be  his  fon. ,]  The  old  quarto 
reads  pride,  which  is  right,  lor  ambition,  i.  e.  We  need  nut 
aim  at  any  higher  glory  than  this. 

K  2  Rich. 
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Rich.  Nay,  bear  three  daughters:  — by  your  leave, 

I  fpeak  it, 
You  love  the  breeder  better  than  the  male. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

But  what  art  thou,  whofe  heavy  looks  foretell 
Some  dreadful  (lory  hanging  on  thy  tongue? 

Mef.  Ah  I  one  that  was  a  woful  looker  on, 
When  as  the  noble  Duke  of  York  was  (lain  •, 
Your  princely  father,  and  my  loving  lord. 

Edw.  Oh,  fpeak  no  more!  for  I  have  heard  too 
much. 

Rich.  Say,  how  he  dy'd ;  for  I  will  hear  it  all. 

Mef.  Environed  he  was  with  many  foes, 
And  ftood  againft  them,  as  the  hope  of  Troy 
Againft  the  Greeks  that  would  have  entred  "Troy. 
But  Hercules  himfelf  mu ft  yield  to  odds; 
And  many  ftroaks,  though  with  a  little  ax, 
Hew  down  and  fell  the  hardeft-timber'd  oak. 
By  many  hands  your  father  was  fubdu'd, 
But  only  flaughter'd  by  the  ireful  arm 
Or"  unrelenting  Clifford  and  the  Queen  ; 
Vv7ho  crown'd  the  gracious  Duke  in  high  defpight; 
Laugh'd  in  his  face;  and,  when  with  grief  he  wept, 
The  ruthlefs  Qjeen  gave  him,  to  dry  his  cheek, 
A  napkin  lleeped  in  the  harmlefs  blood 
Of  fweet  young  Rutland,  by  rough  Clifford  flain : 
And,  after  many  fcorns,  many  foul  taunts, 
They  took  his  head,  and  on  the  gates  of  York 
They  fet  the  fame    and  there  it  doth  remain 
The  faddeft  fpeclacle  that  e'er  I  view'd. 

Edzv.  Sweet  duke  of  York,  our  prop  to  lean  upon ! 
Now  thou  art  gone,  we  have  no  itafT,  no  (by. 
Oh  Clifford,  boift'rous  Clifford!  thou  haft  (lain 
The  flower  of  Europe  for  his  chivalry, 
And  treacheroufly  haft  thou  vanquiih'd  him ; 
For,  hand  to  hand,  he  would  have  vanquifh'd  thee. 

Now 
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Now  my  foul's  palace  is  become  a  prifon  : 

Ah,  would  fhe  break  from  hence,  that  this  my  body 

Might  in  the  ground  be  c!ofed  up  in  reft! 

For  never  henceforth  tfiall  I  joy  again, 

Never,  oh  never,  mall  I  fee  more  joy. 

Rich.  I  cannot  weep;  for  all  my  body's  moifture 
Scarce  ferves  to  quench  my  furnace-bjn;ing  heart: 
Nor  can  my  tongue  unload  my  heart's  great  burthen: 
For  felf-fame  wind,  that  I  mould  fpeak  withal, 
Is  kindling  coals  that  fire  up  all  my  bread  •, 
And  burn  me  up  with  flames,  that  tears  would  quench. 
To  weep,  is  to  make  lefs  the  depth  of  grief : 
Tears  then  for  babes;  blows  and  revenge  for  me  ! 
Richard^  I  bear  thy  name ;  I'll  venge  thy  death  ; 
Or  die  renowned  by  attempting  it. 

Edw.  His  name  that  valiant  Duke  hath  left  with 
thee: 

His  dukedom  and  his  chair  with  me  is  left. 

Rich.  Nay,  if  thou  be  that  princely  Eagle's  bird, 
Shew  thy  defcent,  by  gazing  'gainft  the  fun  : 
For  chair  and  dukedom,  throne  and  kingdom  fay ; 
Either  that's  thine,  or  elfe  thou  wert  not  his. 

SCENE  II. 

March.    Enter  Warwick,  Marqidfs  of  Montague, 
and  their  army. 

War.  How  now,  fair  Lords?  what  fare?  what 

news  abroad? 
Rich.  Great  Lord  of  Warwick ,    if   we  mould 

recount 

Our  baleful  news,  and  at  each  word's  dcliv'rance 
Stab  poniards  in  our  fiefh  till  all  were  told; 
The  words  would  add  more  anguifh  than  the  wounds. 
O  valiant  Lord,  the  Duke  of  York  is  flain. 

Edw.  Q  Warwick!  Warwick!  That  Plant 'age wei , 
Which  held  thee  dearly  as  his  foul's  redemption, 

K  3  h 
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Is  by  the  ftern  Lord  Clifford  done  to  death. 

War.  Ten  days  ago  1  drown'd  thefe  news  in  tears ; 
And  now,  to  add  more  meafure  to  your  woes, 
I  come  to  tell  you  things  fith  then  befaln. 
After  the  bloody  fray  at  Wakefield  fought, 
Where  your  brave  father  breath'd  his  lateft  gafp, 
Tidings,  as  fwifriy  as  the  poft  could  run, 
Were  brought  me  of  your  lofs  and  his  depart. 
I  then  in  London^  keeper  of  the  King, 
Mufter'd  my  foldiers,  gather'd  flocks  of  friends; 
March'd  towards  Sc.  Albans  ^intercept  the  Queen ; 
Bearing  the  King  in  my  behalf  along  ; 
For  by  my  fcouts  I  was  advertifed 
That  fhe  was  coming,  with  a  full  intent 
To  dafh  our  late  decree  in  parliament, 
Touching  King  Henry*  s  oath,  and  your  fuccefiion  * 
Short  tale  to  make,  we  at  St.  Albans  met, 
Our  battles  jom'd,  and  both  fides  fiercely  fought : 
But  whether  'twas  the  coldnefs  of  the  King, 
Who  look'd  full  gently  on  his  warlike  Queen,. 
That  robb'd  my  foldiers  of  their  hated  fpleen ; 
Or  whether  'twas  report  of  her  fuccefs, 
Or  more  than  common  fear  of  Clifford's  rigour, 
Who  thunders  to  his  captives  blood  and  death, 
I  cannot  judge:  but  to  conclude  with  truth, 
Their  weapons,  like  to  lightning,  came  and  went ; 
Our  foldiers,  like  the  night-owl's  lazy  flight, 
Or  like  a  lazy  thrahher  with  a  flail, 
Fell  gently  down,  as  if  they  (truck  their  friends. 
I  cheer'd  them  up  with  juftice  of  our  caufe, 
With  promife  of  high  pay  and  great  reward  ; 
But  all  in  vain,  they  had  no  heart  to  fight ; 
And  we,  in  them,  no  hope  to  win  the  day 
So  that  we  fled  \  the  King,  unto  the  Queen  ; 
Lord  George  your  brother,  Norfolk  and  myfelf, 
In  hafle,  poft-hafte,  are  come  to  join  with  you  : 
For  in  the  marches  here  we  heard  you  were, 

Making 
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Making  another  head  to  fight  again. 

Edw.  Where  is  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  gentle 
Warwick  ? 

And  when  came  George  from  Burgundy  to  England  ? 
War.  Some  fix  miles  off  the  Duke  is  with  his 
power ; 

And  for  your  brother,  he  was  lately  fent 
From  your  kind  aunt,  Dutchefs  of  Burgundy, 
With  aid  of  foldiers  to  this  needful  war. 

Rich.  'T was  odds,  belike,  when  valiant  Warwick 
fled; 

Oft  have  I  heard  his  praifes  in  purfuit, 
But  ne'er,  till  now,  his  fcandal  of  retire. 

War.  Nor  now  my  fcandal,  Richard,   doft  thou 
hear: 

For  thou  fhalt  know,  this  ftrong  right  hand  of  mine 
Can  pluck  the  Diadem  from  faint  Henry's  head, 
And  wring  the  awful  fcepter  from  his  fift; 
Were  he  as  famous  and  as  bold  in  war, 
As  he  is  fam'd  for  mildnefs,  peace  and  prayer. 

Rich.  I  know  it  well,  Lord  Warwick ;  blame 
me  not ; 

'Tis  love,  I  bear  thy  glories,  makes  me  fpeak. 
But  in  this  troublous  time  what's  to  be  done  ? 
Shall  we  go  throw  away  our  coats  of  fteel, 
And  wrap  our  bodies  in  black  mourning  gowns, 
Numb'rtng  our  Ave  Maries  with  our  beads? 
Or  fhall  we  on  the  helmets  of  our  foes 
Tell  our  devotion  with  revengeful  arms? 
If  for  the  laft,  fay,  ay ;  and  to  it,  Lords. 

War.  Why,  therefore  Warwick  came  to  feck  you 
out: 

And  therefore  comes  my  brother  Montague. 
Attend  me,  Lords:  the  proud  infultmg  Qjeen, 
With  Clifford,  and  the  haught  Northumberland, 
And  of  their  feather  many  more  proud  birds, 
Have  wrought  the  eafie- melting  King,  like  wax. 

K  4  H<? 
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He  fwore  confent  to  your  fuccelTion, 

H  s  oath  inrolled  in  the  parliament  : 

And  now  to  London  all  the  crew  are  gone, 

To  fruftrate  both  his  oath,  and  what  befide 

May  make  againft  the  houfe  cf  Lancafttr. 

Their  power,  I  think,  is  thirty  thouland  ftrong: 

Now  if  the  help  of  Norfolk  and  myfelf, 

With  all  the  friends  that  thou,  brave  Earl  of  March, 

Amongft  the  loving  Welfhmen  canfl:  procure, 

Will  but  amount  to  five  and  twenty  thouiand  : 

Why,  Vial  to  London  will  we  march  amain; 

And  once  again  beftride  cur  foaming  Heeds, 

And  once  again  cry,  Charge  upon  our  foes! — 

But  never  once  again  turn  back,  and  fly. 

Rich.  Ay,  now,  methinks,  I  hear  great  Warwick 
fpeak : 

Ne'er  may  he  live  to  fee  a  fun- mine  dav, 
Tnat  cries,  retire,  —  if  I;\;rz;::k  bid  him  ftay. 

Edw.  Lord  Warwick,  on  thy  moulder  will  I  lean, 
And  when  thou  fail'ft,  (as  God  forbid  the  hour ! ) 
Muft  Edward  fall,  which  peril  heav'n  forefend  ! 

War.  No  longer  Earl  of  March,  but  Duke  of  York  ; 
The  next  degree  is  England?*  royal  throne : 
For  King  of  England  malt  thou  be  proclaim'd 
In  ev'ry  borough  as  we  pafs  along  : 
And  he,  that  throws  not  up  his  cap  for  joy, 
Snail  for  the  fault  make  forfeit  of  his  head. 
King  Edward,  valiant  Richard,  Mon.:.g:u, 
Stay  we  no  longer,  dreaming  of  renown-, 
But  found  the  trumpets,  and  about  our  task 

JUcb.  Then,  Clifford,  were  thy  hear:  as  hard  as 
feel, 

As  thou  hail  fhewn  it  flinty  by  thy  deeds, 
I  come  to  pierce  it  or  to  give  thee  mine. 

Edw.  Then  ftrike  up,  drums    Geo  and  St.  George 
for  os  | 
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Enter  a  Mcjjcnger. 

JVar.  How  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Mef.  The  Duke  of  Norfolk  fends  you  word  by  me, 
The  Queen  is  coming  with  a  puifTant  hoft ; 
And  craves  your  company  for  fpeedy  counfel. 

IVar.  Why  then  it  forts 5  brave  warriors,  Jet's 
away.  {Exeunt  omnes. 

SCENE  III. 
Changes  to  YORK. 

Enter  King  Henry,  the  Queen,  Clifford,  Northum- 
berland, and  the  Prince  of  Wales,  with  Brums, 
and  "Trumpets. 


town 


Yonder's  the  head  of  that  arch-enemy, 

That  fought  to  be  encompaft  with  your  crown. 

Doth  not  the  objecl  cheer  your  heart,  my  Lord  ? 

K.  Henry.  Ay,  as  the  rocks  cheer  them,  that  fear 
their  wreck ; 
To  fee  this  fight,  it  irks  my  very  foul  : 
With-hold  revenge,  dear  God  \  'tis  not  my  fault, 
Nor  wittingly  have  I  infring'd  my  vow. 

Clif.  My  gracious  Liege,  this  too  much  lenity 
And  harmful  pity  mud  be  laid  afide: 
To  whom  do  Lions  caft  their  gentle  looks? 
Not  to  the  bead,  that  would  ufurp  their  den. 
Whofe  hand  is  that  the  foreft  Bear  doth  lick? 
Not  his,  that  fpoils  her  young  before  her  face. 
Who  'fcapes  the  lurking  ferpent's  mortal  (ting? 
Not  he,  that  fets  his  foot  upon  her  back. 
The  fmalleft  worm  will  turn,  being  trodden  on  ; 
And  doves  will  peck  in  (lifeguard  of  their  brood. 
Ambitious  Tork  did  level  at  thy  crown  \ 

Thou 
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Thou  fmiling,  while  he  knit  his  angry  brows. 

He  but  a  Duke,  would  have  his  ton  a  King-, 

And  raife  his  ifiue,  like  a  loving  fire; 

Thou  being  a  King,  Weft  with  a  goodly  Ton, 

Didft  yield  confent  to  difmherit  him  ; 

Wnich  argu'd  thee  a  moft  unloving  father. 

Unreafonable  creatures  feed  their  young ; 

And  tho'  man's  face  be  fearful  to  their  eye?, 

Yet,  in  protection  of  their  tender  ones, 

Who  hath  not  feen  them  (even  with  thofe  wings, 

Which  fometimes  they  have  us'd  with  fearful  flight) 

Make  war  with  him  that  climb'd  unto  their  Deft, 

Offering  their  own  lives  in  their  young's  defence  ? 

For  fhame,  my  Liege,  make  them  your  prefident. 

Were  it  not  pity,  that  this  goodly  boy 

Should  lofe  his  birth-right  by  his  father's  fault ; 

And  long  hereafter  fay  unto  his  child, 

What  mv  great  grandfather  and  grandfire  gor, 

My  careiefs  father  fondly  gave  away! 

Ah,  what  a  fhame  was  this!  look  on  the  boy, 
And  let  his  manly  face,  which  promifeth 
Succefsful  fortune,  fteel  thy  meking  heart 
To  hold  thine  own,  and  leave  thine  own  with  him. 

K.  Henry.  Full  well  hath  Clifford  plaid  the  orator, 
Inferring  arguments  of  mighty  force: 
But,  C.ifford,  tell  me,  did  It  thou  never  hear, 
s  That  things  ill-got  had  ever  bad  fuccefs  r 
And  happy  always  was  it  for  that  fon, 
Whole  lather  for  his  hoarding  went  to  hell  ? 
I'll  leave  my  ion  my  virtuous  deeds  behind  ; 
And  'would,  my  father  had  left  me  no  more  I 
For  all  the  reft  is  held  at  fuch  a  rate, 
As  brings  a  thouiand-fold  more  care  to  keep, 

2  That  things  ill  got  bad  ever  bad fmccefs  r  J  The  Oxfcrd  Edi- 
tor is  fcandalized  at  the  harflineis  ot  this  maxim,  ar.d  therefore 
foftens  it  thus, 

Teat  thir.gi  ill  gotten  haVc  t^L  bad  uccef:. 

Than 
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Than  in  pofleflion  any  jot  of  pleafure. 

Ah,  Coufin  Tork\  'would,  thy  bed  friends  did  know, 

How  it  doth  grieve  mc  that  thy  head  js  here! 

Queen.  My  Lord,  cheer  up  your  fpirits,  our  foes 
are  nigh  > 

And  this  foft  courage  makes  your  followers  faints 
You  promis'd  knighthood  to  our  forward  Ton, 
Unfheath  your  fword,  and  dub  him  prefently. 
Edward,  kneel  down. 

K.  Henry.  Edward  Plant  agenet,  arife  a  Knight; 
And  learn  this  leflbn,  draw  thy  fword  in  right. 

Prince.  My  gracious  father,  by  your  kingly  leave, 
I'll  draw  it  as  Apparent  to  the  crown, 
And  in  that  quarrel  ufe  it  to  the  death. 

Clif.  Why,  that  is  fpoken  like  a  toward  Prince. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  Royal  commanders,  be  in  readinefs; 
For,  with  a  band  of  thirty  thoufand  men, 
Comes  Warwick,  backing  of  the  Duke  of  Fork: 
And  in  the  towns,  as  they  do  march  along, 
Proclaims  him  King    and  many  fly  to  him. 
Darraign  your  battle,  for  they  are  at  hand. 

Clif.  I  would,  your  hignefs  would  depart  the  field  : 
The  Queen  hath  beft  fuccefs,  when  you  are  abfent. 

Queen.  Ay,  good  my  Lord,  and  leave  us  to  our 
fortune. 

K.  Henry.  Why,  that's  my  fortune  too  j  therefore 
I'll  flay. 

North.  Be  it  with  refolution  then  to  fight. 

Prince.  My  royal  father,  cheer  thefe  noble  lords, 
And  hearten  thofe  that  fight  in  your  defence : 
Unfheath  your  fword,  good  father;  cry,  St.  George! 


SCENE 
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S       C      E       N      E  IV. 

March.  Enter  Edward,  Warwick,  Richard,  Clarence, 
Norfolk,  Montague,  and  Soldiers. 

Edw.  Now,  perjur'd  Henry,  wilt  thou  kneel  for 
grace, 

And  fet  thy  Diadem  upon  my  head ; 
Or  bide  the  mortal  fortune  of  the  field  ? 

Queen.  Go  rate  my  minions,  proud  infulting  boy, 
Becomes  it  thee  to  be  thus  bold  in  terms 
Before  thy  fovereign  and  thy  lawful  King? 

Edw.  I  am  his  King,  and  he  fhall  bow  his  knee; 
I  was  adopted  heir  by  his  confent-, 
Since  when,  his  oath  is  broke    for,  as  I  hear, 
You  that  are  King,  though  he  do  wear  the  crown, 
Have  caus'd  him  by  new  act  of  parliament 
To  blot  out  me,  and  put  his  own  fon  in. 

Cliff.  And  reafon  too : 
Who  ftiould  fucceed  the  father,  but  the  (on  ? 

Rich.  Are  you  there,  butcher?  O,  I  cannot  fpeak. 

Clif.  Ay,  crook-back,  here  I  ftand  to  anfwer  thee, 
Or  any  he  the  proudeft  of  thy  fort. 

Rich.  'Twas  you  that  kill'd  young  Rutland,  was 
it  not? 

Clif.  Ay,  and  old  York,  and  yet  not  fatisfy'd. 
Rich.  For  God's  fake,  Lords,  give  fignal  to  the 
fight. 

War.  What  fay'ft  thou,  Henry,  wilt  thou  yield 
the  crown  ? 

Styeen.  Why,  how  now,  long-tongu'd  Warwick, 
dare  you  fpeak  ? 
When  you  and  I  met  at  St.  Albans  lad, 
Your  legs  did  better  fervice  than  your  hands. 

War.  Then  'twas  my  turn  to  fly,  and  now  'tis 
thine. 

Clif.  You  faid  fo  much  before,  and  yet  you  fled. 

War, 
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War.  *Twas  not  your  valour,    Clifford  drove  me 
thence. 

North.  No,  nor  your  manhood,  that  durft  make 
you  ftay. 

Rich.  Northumberland^  I  hold  thee  reverently.*— 
Break  off  the  parle,  for  fcarce  I  can  refrain 
The  Execution  of  my  big-fwoln  heart 
Upon  that  Clifford,  that  cruel  child-killer. 

Clif.  I  flew  thy  father,  caH'ft  thou  him  a  child? 

Rich.  Ay,  like  a  daftard  and  a  treacherous  coward, 
As  thou  didft  kill  our  render  brother  Rutland: 
But,  ere  fun-fet,  I'll  make  thee  curfe  the  deed. 

K.  Henry.  Have  done  with  words,  my  Lords,  and 
hear  me  fpeak. 

Queen.  Defie  them  then,  or  elfe  hold  clofe  thy  lips. 

K.  Henry.  I  pr'ythee,  give  no  limits  to  my  tongue; 
I  am  a  King,  and  privileg'd  to  fpeak. 

Clif.  My  Liege,  the  wound,  that  bred  this  meet- 
ing here, 

Cannot  be  cur'd  by  words ;  therefore  be  ftill. 

Rich.  Then,  executioner,  unfheath  thy  fword : 
By  him  that  made  us  all,  I  am  refolv'd 
That  Clifford's  manhood  lyes  upon  his  tongue. 

Ed-zv.  Say,  Henry,  (hall  I  have  right,  or  no? 
A  thouland  men  have  broke  their  fafts  to  day, 
That  ne'er  mall  dine,  unlefs  thou  yield  the  crown. 

War.  If  thou  deny,  their  blood  upon  thy  head  ! 
For  York  in  juftice  puts  his  armour  on. 

Prince.  If  that  be  right,  which  Warwick  fays  is 
right, 

There  is  no  wrong,  but  every  thing  is  right. 

Rich.  Who  ever  got  thee,   there  thy  mother 
ftands, 

For,  well  I  wot,  thou  haft  thy  mother's  tongue. 
gheen.  Eut  thou  art  neither  like  thy  fire  or  dam, 

But  like  a  foul  mif-fhapen  (ligmatick, 
Mark'd  by  the  defanies  to  be  avoided  \ 

As 
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As  venomous  toads,  or  lizards'  dreadful  flings. 

Rich.  Iron  of  Naples  hid  with  Enghfo  gilt, 
Whole  father  bears  the  tide  of  a  King. 
(As  if  a  channel  mould  be  cali'd  the  fea) 
Sham'il  thou  noc,  knowing  whence  thou  art  extraught, 
To  let  thy  tongue  detect  thy  bafe-born  heart? 

Ed"Jj.  A  wifp  of  ftraw  were  worm  a  thoufand 
crowns, 

To  make  this  fhamelefs  Cailat  know  herfelf. 

Helen  of  Greece  was  fairer  far  than  thou, 

Although  thy  husband  may  be  Menelaus\ 

And  ne'er  was  Avamemncrii  brother  v;ror.2;'d 

By  that  falfe  woman,  as  this  King  by  the$. 

His  Father  reveli'd  in  the  heart  of  Frznce^ 

And  tam'd  the  King,  and  made  the  Dauphin  (loop: 

And  had  he  match'd  according  to  his  S:u;e5 

He  might  have  kept  that  glory  to  this  day. 

But  when  he  took  a  beggar  to  his  bed, 

And  grae'd  thy  poor  Sire  with  his  bridal  day, 

Even  then  that  fun-mine  brew'd  a  fhow'r  for  him, 

That  wafiYd  his  father's  fortunes  forth  of  Frames, 

And  heap'd  fedition  on  his  Crown  at  heme : 

For  what  hath  broach'd  this  tumuk,  but  thy  price : 

Hadft  thou  been  meek,  our  Tic! e  ftill  had  fiepr, ; 

And  we,  in  pity  of  the  gentle  King, 

Had  flipt  our  claim  until  another  age. 

Cla.  But  when  we  faw3  our  fun-mine  made  th? 
fpring, 

And  that  thy  rummer  bred  us  no  increafe. 

We  let  the  ax  to  thy  ufurping  root ; 

And  though  the  edge  hach  fomething  hit  ourfeives. 

Yet  know  thou,  fince  we  have  begun  to  itri^e, 

We'll  never  leave  'till  we  have  hewn  thee  down, 

Or  bath'd  thy  Growing  with  our  heated  bloods. 

Edzv.  And  in  this  reiblution  I  dene  thee ; 
Not  willing  any  longer  conference, 
Since  thou  deny'ft  the  gentle  King  to  fpeak. 

Sr.".- 


King  Henry  VI.  i 

Sound  trumpets,  let  our  bloody  Colours  wave, 
And  either  vi&ory,  or  elfe  a  Grave. 

Queen.  Stay,  Edward  • 

Edw.  No,  wrangling  Woman,  we'll  no  longer 
flay  l 

Thefe  words  will  cod  ten  thoufand  lives  this  day. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 

SCENE  V. 

Changes  to  a  Field  of  Battle  at  Ferribridge  in 
Yorkfhire. 

Alarum.  Excurfions.  Enter  Warwick. 

#V.T^Ore-fpent  with  toil,  as  runners  with  a  race, 

J?  I  lay  me  down  a  little  while  to  breathe : 
For  ftrokes  receiv'd,  and  many  blows  repaid, 
Have  robb'd  my  ftrong  knit  finews  of  their  ftrength  % 
And,  fpight  of  fpight,  needs  muft  I  reft  a  while. 

Enter  Edward  running. 

Edw.  Smile,  gentle  heav'n!  or  ftrike,  ungentle 
death ! 

For  this  world  frowns,  and  Edward's  Sun  is  clouded 
War.  How  now,  my  lord,  what  hap  ?  what  hope 
of  good  ? 

Enter  Clarence. 

Cla.  Our  hap  is  lofs,  our  hope  but  fad  defpairj 
Our  ranks  are  broke,  and  ruin  follows  us. 
What  counfel  give  you  ?  whither  fhall  we  fly  ? 

Edw.  Bootlefs  is  flight,  they  follow  us  with  wings; 
And  weak  we  are,  and  cannot  fhun  purfuit. 

Enter  Richard. 
Rich.  Ah,  Warwick^  why  haft  thou  withdrawn 

thvfdf? 

Thy 
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Thy  brother's  blood  the  thirfty  earth  hath  drunk, 
Broached  with  the  freely  point  of  Cliffords  lance  : 
And  in  the  very  pangs  of  death  he  cry'd, 
(Like  to  a  difmal  clangor  heard  from  far) 
Warwick^  revenge  ;  brother,  revenge  my  death. 
So  underneath  the  belly  of  their  fteeds, 
That  ftain'd  their  fetlocks  in  his  fmoaking  blood, 
The  noble  Gentleman  gave  up  the  ghoft. 

War.  Then  let  the  Earth  be  drunken  with  our 
blood ; 

I'll  kill  my  horfe,  becaufe  I  will  not  fly  : 

Why  ftand  we  like  foft-hearted  women  here, 

Wailing  our  lofTes,  whiles  the  foe  doth  rage  \ 

And  look  upon,  as  if  the  Tragedy 

Were  plaid  in  jeffc  by  counterfeiting  Actors? 

Here  on  my  knee  I  vow  to  God  above, 

I'll  never  paufe  again,  never  (land  ftill, 

Till  either  Death  hath  clos'd  thefe  eyes  of  mine, 

Or  Fortune  given  me  meafure  of  revenge. 

Edw.  O  Warwick^  I  do  bend  my  knee  with  thine5 
And  in  this  vow  do  chain  my  foul  with  thine. 
And  ere  my  knee  rife  from  the  earth's  cold  face, 
I  throw  my  hands,  mine  eyes,  my  heart  to  thee, 
Thou  fetter  up,  and  plucker  down  of  Kings ! 
Befeeching  thee,  (if  with  thy  will  it  ftands 
That  to  my  foes  this  body  muft  be  prey) 
Yet  that  thy  brazen  gates  of  heav'n  may  ope, 

And  give  fweet  pafifage  to  my  finful  foul !  . 

Now,  lords,  take  Leave  until  we  meet  again  ; 
Where-e'er  it  be,  in  heav'n  or  on  earth. 

Rich.  Brother,  give  me  thy  hand ;  and,  gentle 
Warwick, 

Let  me  embrace  thee  in  my  weary  arms: 

I,  that  did  never  weep,  now  melt  with  woe ; 

That  winter  mould  cut  off  our  fpring-time  fb. 

War.  Away,  away  :  once  more,  fweet  lords,  farewcl. 

C!a. 
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Cla.  Yet  let  us  all  together  to  our  troops-, 
And  give  them  leave  to  fly,  that  will  not  ftay; 
And  call  them  pillars,  that  will  ftand  to  us ; 
And,  if  we  thrive,  promife  them  fuch  rewards, 
As  Victors  wear  at  the  Olympian  Games. 
This  may  plant  courage  in  their  quailing  breafts, 
For  yet  is  hope  of  life  and  victory  ; 
Fore-How  no  longer,  make  we  hence  amain.  [Exeunt. 

Hxcurfions.    Enter  Richard,  and  Clifford. 

Rich.  Now,  differ  d,  I  have  fingled  thee  alone \ 
Suppofe,  this  arm  is  for  the  Duke  of  Fork, 
And  this  for  Rutland*  both  bound  to  revenge, 
Were  thou  environ'd  with  a  brazen  wall. 

Clif.  Now,  Richard,  I  am  with  thee  here  alone, 
This  is  the  hand,  that  ftabb'd  thy  father  Tork\ 
And  this  the  hand,  that  flew  thy  brother  Rutland ; 
And  here's  the  heart,  that  triumphs  in  their  death; 
And  cheers  thefe  hands,  that  flew  thy  fire  and  brother^ 
To  execute  the  like  upon  thyfelf : 
And  fo,  have  at  thee. 

They  fight.    Warwick  enters,  Clifford  flies. 

Rich.  Nay,  Warwick,  fingle  out  fome  other  chafe, 
For  I  my  felt  will  hunt  this  wolf  to  death.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Alarum.    Enter  King  Henry  alone. 

K.  Henry.  This  battle  fares  like  to  the  morning's 
war. 

When  dying  clouds  contend  with  growing  light ^ 
What  time  the  fhepherd,  blowing  of  his  nails, 
Can  neither  call  it  perfect  day  nor  night. 
Now  fways  it  this  way,  like  a  mighty  lea 
Forc'd  by  the  tide  to  combat  with  the  wind  -9 
Now  fways  it  that  way,  like  the  felf-fame  fea 
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Forc'd  to  retire  by  fury  of  the  wind. 

Sometime,  the  flood  prevails  *,  and  then,  the  wind; 

Now,  one  the  better ;  then,  another  bed; 

Both  tugging  to  be  victors,  bread  to  breaft, 

Yet  neither  conqueror,  nor  conquered ; 

So  is  the  equal  poife  of  this  fell  war. 

Here  on  this  mole-hill  will  I  fit  me  down: 

To  whom  God  will,  there  be  the  victory ! 

For  Margaret  my  Queen  and  Clifford  too 

Have  chid  me  from  the  battle;  fwearing  both, 

They  profper  beft  of  all  when  I  am  thence. 

Would  I  were  dead,  if  God's  good  will  were  fb: 

For  what  is  in  this  world  but  grief  and  woe? 

fc  O  God  !  methinks,  it  were  a  happy  life 

4  To  be  no  better  than  a  homely  fwain  ; 

*  To  fit  upon  a  hill,  as  I  do  now, 

«  To  carve  out  dials  queintly,  point  by  point, 
c  Thereby  to  fee  the  minutes  how  they  run: 

*  How  many  makes  the  hour  full  compleat, 
8  How  many  hours  bring  about  the  day, 

*  How  many  days  will  finifh  up  the  year, 

*  How  many  years  a  mortal  man  may  live. 

6  When  this  is  known,  then  to  divide  the  times 

*  So  many  hours,  mult  I  tend  my  flock; 
6  So  many  hours,  muft  I  take  my  reft; 

6  So  many  hours,  muft  I  contemplate-, 

*  So  many  hours,  muft  I  fporc  myfelf ; 

4  So  many  days,  my  ewes  have  been  with  young ; 
%  So  many  weeks,  ere  the  poor  fools  will  yean  ; 

*  So  many  months,  ere  I  lhall  fheer  the  fleece  : 

*  So   minutes,  hours,  days,   weeks,  months  and 

*  years, 

8  Paft  over,  to  the  end  they  were  created, 
«  Would  bring  white  hairs  unto  a  quiet  grave. 
Ah!  what  a  life  were  this!  how  fweet,  how  lovely  ? 
Gives  not  the  haw- thorn  bufh  a  fweeter  made 
To  fliepherdb  looking  on  their  filly  fheep, 

Than 
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Than  dorh  a  rich  embroider'd  canopy 

To  Kings,  that  fear  their  fubjects'  treachery  ? 

O,  yes,  it  doth ;  a  thoufand-rold  it  doth. 

And,  to  conclude,  the  Ihepherd's  homely  curds, 

His  cold  thin  drink  out  of  his  leather  bottle, 

His  wonted  fleep  under  a  frefh  tree's  made, 

All  which  fecure  and  fweetly  he  enjoys, 

Is  far  beyond  a  Prince's  delicates, 

His  viands  fparkling  in  a  golden  cup, 

His  body  couched  in  a  curious  bed, 

When  care,  mi  limit  and  treafons  wait  on  him, 

SCENE  VII. 

Jlarwn.  Enter  a  Son^  that  had  killed  his  Father. 

Son.  Ill  blows  the  wind,  that  profits  no  body.—— 
This  man  whom  hand  to  hand  I  flew  in  fight 
May  be  pofTened  with  fome  (lore  of  crowns ; 
And  I  that,  haply,  take  them  from  him  now, 
May  yet,  ere  night,  yield  both  my  life  and  them 
To  fome  man  elfe,  as  this  dead  man  doth  me. 
Who's  this?  oh  God !  it  is  my  father's  face, 
Whom  in  this  conflict  I  unawares  have  kilPd  : 
Oh  heavy  times,  begetting  fuch  events! 
From  London  by  the  King  was  I  preft  forth  ; 
My  father,  being  the  Earl  of  [Warwick's  man, 
Came  on  the  part  of  Tork,  preft  by  his  matter; 
And  I,  who  at  his  hands  receiv'd  my  life, 
Have  by  my  hands  of  life  bereaved  him. 
Pardon  me,  God,  I  knew  not  what  I  did ; 
And  pardon,  father,  for  I  knew  not  thee. 
My  tears  mail  wipe  away  thefe  bloody  marks: 
And  no  more  words,  'till  they  have  flow'd  their  fill, 

K.  Henry.  O  piteous  fpeclacle!  O  bloody  times  I 
Whiles  lions  war  and  battle  for  their  dens, 
Poor  harmlefs  lambs  abide  their  enmity. 
Weep,  wretched  man,  I'll  aid  thee  tear  for  tear; 
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And  let  our  hearts  and  eyes,  like  civil  war, 

Be  blind  with  tears,  and  break  o'er-charg'd  with  grief. 

Enter  a  Father\  bearing  his  Son. 

Fath.  Thou,  that  fo  ftoutly  haft:  refilled  me, 
Give  me  thy  gold,  if  thou  haft  any  gold  : 
For  I  have  bought  it  with  an  hundred  blows. 
But  let  me  fee:  is  this  our  foe-man*s  face? 
Ah,  no,  no,  no,  it  is  my  only  fon! 
Ah,  boy,  if  any  life  be  left  in  thee, 
Throw  up  thine  eyes;  fee,  fee,  what  fhowers  arife, 
Blown  with  the  windy  tempeft  of  my  heart 
Upon  thy  wounds,  that  kill  mine  eye  and  heart. 
O  pity,  God,  this  miferable  age  ! 
What  (tratagems,  how  fell,  how  butcherly, 
Erroneous,  mutinous,  and  unnatural, 
This  deadly  quarrel  daily  doth  beget ! 
3  O  boy !  thy  father  gave  thee  life  too  foon, 
And  hath  bereft  thee  of  thy  life  too  late. 

K.  Henry.  Woe  above  woe  >  grief,  more  than  com- 
mon grief; 

O,  that  my  death  would  ftay  thefe  rueful  deeds! 
O  pity,  pity,  gentle  heaven,  pity ! 
The  red  rofe  and  the  white  are  on  his  face, 
The  fatal  colours  of  our  driving  houfes. 
The  one  his  purple  blood  right  well  refembles, 
The  other  his  pale  cheek,  methinks,  prefenteth: 
Wither  one  role,  and  let  the  other  flourifti ! 

3  O  boy!  thy  father  ga<ve  thee  life  too  foon,']  Becaufe  had  he 
been  born  later  he  would  not  now  have  been  of  years  to  engage  in 
this  quarrel. 

And  bath  bereft  thee  of  thy  life  too  late,"}  i.  e.  he  mould  have 
done  it  by  not  bringing  thee  into  being,  to  make  both  father  and 
fon  thus  miferable.  This  is  the  fenie,  fuch  as  it  is,  of  the  two 
lines,  however  an  indifferent  fenfe  was  better  than  none,  as  it  is 
brought  to  by  the  Oxford  Editor  by  reading  the  lines  thus, 

O  boy!  thy  father  gave  thee  life  too  latet 
And  hath  bereft  thee  of  thy  life  too  foon. 

if 
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If  you  contend,  a  thoufand  lives  mud  wither. 

Son.  Ho-  will  my  mother,  for  a  father's  death, 
Take  on  with  me,  and  ne'er  be  fatisfy'd  ? 

Fath.  Hew  will  my  wife,  for  (laughter  of  my  fon, 
Shed  leas         irs,  and  ne'er  be  fatisfy'd  ? 

K.  Henry.  How  will  the  country,  for  thefe  vvoful 
chance, 

Mif-think  che  King,  and  not  be  fatisfy'd? 
Son.  Was  ever  fon,  fo  ru'd  a  father's  death? 
Fath.  Was  ever  father,  lb  bemoan'd  his  fon  ? 
K.  Henry.  Was  ever  King,  fo  grieved  for  iubjeeV 
woe  ? 

Much  is  your  forrow  *,  mine,  ten  times  fo  much. 
Son.  I'll  bear  thee  hence,  where  I  may  weep  my 
fill.  [Exit. 
Fath.  Thefe  arms  of  mine  fhall  be  thy  winding- 
fheet, 

My  heart,  fweet  boy,  fhall  be  thy  fepulchre ; 
For  from  my  heart  thine  image  ne'er  fhall  go. 
My  fighing  breaft  fhall  be  thy  funeral  bell : 
And  fo  obfequious  will  thy  father  be, 
Sad  for  the  lofs  of  thee,  having  no  more, 
As  Priam  was  for  all  his  valiant  fons. 
I'll  bear  thee  hence,  and  let  them  fight  that  will; 
For  I  have  murther'd,  where  I  fhould  not  kill.  [Exit. 
K.  Henry.  Sad-hearted  men,  much  overgone  with 
care, 

Here  fits  a  King  more  woful  than  you  are. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Alarums.  Excurfions.  Enter  the  Queen*  Prince  of 
Wales,  and  Exeter. 

Prince.  Fly,  father,  fly,  for  all  your  friends  are  fled; 
And  Warwick  rages  like  a  chafed  bull : 
Away  !  for  death  doth  hold  us  in  puriuit. 
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Queen.  Mount  you,  my  lord,  toward  Berwick  poft 
amain. 

Edward  and  Richard,  like  a  brace  of  grey- hounds 
Having  the  fearful  flying  hare  in  fight, 
With  fiery  eyes  fparklingfor  very  wrath, 
And  bloody  fteel  grafpt  in  their  ireful  hands, 
Are  at  our  backs  \  and  therefore  hence  amain. 

Exe.  Away  ;  for  vengeance  comes  along  with  them. 
Nay,  (lay  not  to  expoftulate,  make  fpeed  : 
Or  elfe  come  after,  I'll  away  before. 

K.  Henry.  Nay,  take  me  with  thee,  good  fweet 
Exeter ; 

Not  that  I  fear  to  flay,  but  love  to  go 
Whither  the  Queen  intends.    Forward,  away. 

[Exeunt. 

S    C    E    N      E  IX. 

A  loud  Alarum.    Enter  Clifford  wounded. 

Clif.  Here  burns  my  candle  out;  ay,  here  it  dies* 
Which,  while  it  lafted,  gave  King  Henry  light; 
O  Lancafterl  I  fear  thy  overthrow, 
More  than  my  body's  parting  with  my  foul. 
My  love  and  fear  glew'd  many  friends  to  thee. 

{Falling. 

And,  now  I  fall,  thy  tough  commixtures  melt, 
Impairing  Henry,  ftrength'ning  mif-proud  York. 
The  common  People  fwarm  like  fummer  flies ; 
And  whither  My  the  gnats,  but  to  the  Sun? 
A  nd  who  mines  now,  but  Henry's  enemies  ? 
O  Phcebus!  hadft  thou  never  giv'n  confent 
That  Phaeton  fhould  check  thy  fiery  deeds, 
Thy  burning  Car  had  never  fcorch'd  the  earth : 
And  Henry y  hadft  thou  fway'd  as  Kings  fhould  do5 
Or  as  thy  father  and  his  father  did, 
Giving  no  ground  unto  the  Houfe  of  York, 
They  never  then  had  fprung  like  fummer  flies. 
l9  and  ten  thoufand  m  this  luckiefs  Realm, 

Had 
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Had  left  no  mourning  widows  for  our  death  ; 
And  thou  this  day  hadft.  kept  thy  Chair  in  peace. 
For  what  doth  cherifh  Weeds,  but  gentle  air? 
And  what  makes  robbers  bold,  but  too  much  lenity  ? 
Bootleis  are  plaints,  and  curelcfs  are  my  wounds; 
No  way  to  fly,  nor  ftrength  to  hold  our  flight. 
The  foe  is  mercilefs,  and  will  not  pity: 
For  at  their  hands  I  have  delerv'd  no  pity. 
The  air  hath  got  into  my  deadly  wounds, 
And  much  Etrufe  of  blood  doth  make  me  faint: 
Come  lark,  and  Richard-,  Warwick,  and  the  reft  i 
1  ftabb'd  your  fathers'  bolbms    fplit  my  bread. 

[He  faints. 

Alarum,  and  Retreat.    Enter  Edward,  Warwick, 
Richard,  Montague,  Clarence,  and  Soldiers, 

Edw.  Now  breathe  we,  lords,  good  fortune  bids 
us  paufe, 

And  fmooth  the  frowns  of  war  with  peaceful  looks. 
Some  troops  purfue  the  bloody-minded  Queen, 
That  led  calm  Henry,  though  he  were  a  King, 
As  doth  a  Sail,  fill'd  with  a  fretting  guft, 
Command  an  Argofie  to  ftem  the  waves. 
But  think  you,  lords,  that  Clifford  fled  with  them? 

War.  No,  'tis  impoflible  he  mould  efcape: 
For  though  before  his  face  I  fpeak  the  word, 
Your  brother  Richard  mark'd  him  for  the  grave  \ 
And  wherefoe'er  he  is,  he's  furely  dead. 

[Clifford  groans. 

Rich.  Whofe  foul  is  that  which  takes  her  hearty 
leave  ? 

A  deadly  groan,  like  (a)  life,  in  death,  departing. 
See  who  it  is. 

Edw.  And  now  the  battle's  ended, 
If  friend  or  foe,  let  him  be  gently  ufed. 

Rich.  Revoke  that  doom  of  mercy,  for  'tis  Clifford; 

[{a)  lift,  in  death.  Oxford  Editor. — \rulg.  lift,  and  death  ] 
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Who  not  contented  that  he  lopp'd  the  branch, 
In  hewing  Rutland,  when  his  leaves  put  forth  \ 
But  fet  his  murth'ring  knife  unto  the  root 
From  whence  that  tender  fpray  did  fweetly  fpring 
I  mean,  our  princely  father,  Duke  of  Tork. 

War.  From  off  the  gates  of  Tork  fetch  down  the 
head, 

Your  father's  head,  which  Clifford  placed  there: 
Inftead  whereof,  let  his  fupply  the  room. 
Meafure  for  Meafure  muft  be  anfwered. 

Edvo.  Bring  forth  that  fatal  fcreech-owl  to  our  Houle, 
That  nothing  ibng  but  death  to  us  and  ours: 
Now  death  (hall  ftop  his  difmal  threatning  found, 
And  his  ill-boading  tongue  no  more  fhall  ipeak. 

War.  I  think,  his  underftanding  is  bereft: 
Speak,  Clifford^  doft  thou  know  who  fpeaks  to  thee? 
Dark  cloudy  death  o'er-fhades  his  beams  of  life, 
And  he  nor  fees,  nor  hears  us  what  we  fay. 

Rich.  O,  would  he  did !  and  fo,  perhaps,  he  doth. 
'Tis  but  his  policy  to  counterfeit; 
Becaufe  he  would  avoid  fuch  bitter  taunts, 
As  in  the  time  of  death  he  gave  our  father. 

Cla.  If  fo  thou  think'ft,  vex  him  with  eager  words, 

Rich.  Clifford,  ask  mercy,  and  obtain  no  grace. 

Mow.  Clifford,  repent  in  bootlefs  penitence. 

War.  Clifford,  devife  excufes  for  thy  faults. 

Cla.  While  we  devife  fell  tortures  for  thy  faults. 

Rich,  Thou  did  ft  love  Tork,  and  I  am  fon  to  Tork. 

Edw.  Thou  pitied'ft  Rutland,  I  will  pity  thee. 

Cla.  Where's  Captain  Margaret  to  fence  you  now? 

War.  They  mock  thee,  Clifford,  fwear  as  thou  waft 
wont. 

Rich.  What,  not  an  oath!  nay,  then  the  world 
goes  hard, 

When  Clifford  cannot  fpare  his  friends  an  oath : 
I  know  by  that,  he's  dead ;  and,  by  my  foul, 
If  this  right  hand  would  buy  but  two  hours'  life, 

That 
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That  I  in  all  defpight  might  rail  at  him, 

This  hand  fhould  chop  it  off;  and  with  the  ifluing 

blood 

Stifle  the  villain,  whofe  unftaunched  thirft 
York  and  young  Rutland  could  not  fatisfie. 

War.  Ay,  but  he's  dead.    Off  with  the  traitor's 
head, 

And  rear  ic  in  the  place  your  father's  ftands. 

And  now  to  London  with  triumphant  March, 

There  to  be  crowned  England's  royal  King : 

From  whence  fhall  Warwick  cut  the  fea  to  France, 

And  ask  the  lady  Bona  for  thy  Queen. 

So  malt  thou  finew  both  thefe  lands  together. 

And  having  France  thy  friend,  thou  fhalt  not  dread 

The  fcatter'd  foe  that  hopes  to  rife  again : 

For  though  they  cannot  greatly  fting  to  hurt, 

Yet  look  to  have  them  buz  t'offend  thine  ears. 

Firft,  will  I  fee  the  Coronation  ; 

And  then  to  Brit  any  I'll  crofs  the  fea, 

T*  effect  this  marriage,  fo  it  pleafe  my  lord. 

Edw.  Ev'n  as  thou  wilt,  fweet  Warwick,  let  it  be  5 
For  on  thy  moulder  do  I  build  my  Seat : 
And  never  will  I  undertake  the  thing, 
Wherein  thy  counfel,  and  confent  is  wanting. 
Richard,  I  will  create  thee  Duke  of  Gld'fter  ; 
And  George,  of  Clarence  •,  Warwick  as  our  felf 
Shall  do  and  undo,  as  him  pleafeth  beft. 

Rich.  Let  me  be  Duke  of  Clarences  George,  of 
Glo'fter  3 

For  Glo'fter 's  Dukedom  is  too  ominous. 

War.  Tut,  that's  a  foolifh  obfervation  : 
Richard,  be  Duke  of  Glo'fter:  now  to  London, 
To  fee  thefe  honours  in  poffeffion.  \ExeunU 
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ACT   III.     SCENE  I. 

A  Wood  in  Lancashire. 

Enter  Sinklo  and  Humphry,  with  crofs-bows  in 
their  hands. 

Sinklo. 

UNDER  this  thick-grown  brake  we'll  fhroud 
ourlelves, 

For  through  this  iaund  anon  the  Deer  will  come ; 
And  in  this  covert  will  we  make  our  Stand, 
Culling  the  principal  of  all  the  Deer. 

Hum.  I'll  flay  above  the  hill,  fo  both  may  moot. 

Sink.  That  cannot  be :  the  noife  of  thy  crofs-bow 
Will  fcare  the  herd,  and  fo  my  ihoot  is  loft : 
Here  (land  we  both,  and  aim  we  at  the  beii. 
And,  for  the  time  mall  not  feem  tedious, 
I'll  tell  thee  what  befel  me  on  a  day, 
In  this  felf- place  where  now  we  mean  to  ftand. 

Hum.  Here  comes  a  man,  let's  (lay  till  he  be  paft. 

Enter  King  Henry,  with  a  prayer-hook. 

K.  Henry.  From  Scotland  am  I  flol'n  ev'n  of  pure 
love, 

To  greet  mine  own  land  with  my  wimful  fight: 

No,  Harry ,  Harry^  'tis  no  land  of  thine, 

Thy  place  is  fill'd,  thy  fcepter  wrung  from  thee ; 

Thy  balm  wamt  off,  wherewith  thou  waft  anointed  : 

No  bending  knee  will  call  thee  C#far  now, 

No  humble  fuitors  prefs  to  fpeak  for  Right : 

No,  not  a  man  comes  for  redrels  to  thee ; 

For  how  can  I  help  them,  and  not  myfelf  ? 

Sink.  Ay,  here's  a  deer,  whofe  skin's  a  keeper's  fee: 
This  is  the  quondam  King,  let's  feize  upon  him. 

K.  Henn* 


King  Henry  VI.  155 

K.  Henry.  Let  me  embrace  theft:  four  Adverfities ; 
For  wife  men  {ay,  it  is  the  wifcft  courfe. 

Hum.  Why  linger  we?  let  us  lay  hands  upon  him. 
Sink.  Forbear  a  while,  we'll  hear  a  little  more. 
K.  Henry.  My  Queen  and  Son  are  gone  to  France 
for  aid  : 

And,  as  I  hear,  the  great  commanding  Warwick 

Is  thither  gone  to  crave  the  French  King's  Sifter 

To  wife  for  Edward.    If  this  news  be  true, 

Poor  Queen  and  Son  !  your  labour  is  but  loft : 

For  Warwick  is  a  fubtle  orator : 

And  Lewis,  a  Prince  foon  won  with  moving  words. 

By  this  account,  then,  Margaret  may  win  him, 

For  flic's  a  woman  to  be  pitied  much  : 

Her  fighs  will  make  a  batt'ry  in  his  breaft; 

Her  tears  will  pierce  into  a  marble  heart ; 

The  Tyger  will  be  mild,  while  (he  doth  mourn  ; 

And  Nero  would  be  tainted  with  remorfe, 

To  hear,  and  fee  her  plaints,  her  brinifh  tears. 

Ay,  but  (he's  come  to  beg,  Warwick  to  give : 

She,  on  his  left  fide,  craving  aid  for  Henry ; 

He,  on  his  right,  asking  a  wife  for  Edward. 

She  weeps,  and  fays,  her  Henry  is  depos'd  ; 

He  fmiles,  and  fays,  his  Edward 'is  inftall'd; 

That  me,  poor  wretch,  for  grief  can  fpeak  no  more! 

While  Warwick  tells  his  Title,  fmooths  the  wrong, 

lnferreth  arguments  of  mighty  ftrength, 

And  in  conclufion  wins  the  King  from  her; 

With  promife  of  his  fifter,  and  what  elfe, 

To  ftrengthen,  and  fupport  King  Edward's  place. 

O  Marg'ret,  thus  'twill  be,  and  thou  (poor  foul) 

Art  then  forfaken,  as  thou  went'ft  forlorn. 

Hum,  Say,  what  art  thou  that  talk'ft  of  Kings  and 
Queens  ? 

K.  Henry.  More  than  I  feem,  and  lefs  than  I  was 
born  to 

A  man  at  lead,  for  lefs  I  mould  not  be; 

And 
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And  men  may  talk  of  Kings,  and  why  not  I  ? 

Hum.  Ay,  but  thou  talk' ft,  as  if  thou  wert  a  King. 

K.  Henry.  Why,  fo  I  am  in  mind,  and  that's  enough. 

Hum.  But  if  thou  be  a  King,  where  is  thy  Crown? 

'K.Henry.  My  crown  is  in  my  heart,  not  on  my  head: 
Not  deck'd  with  Diamonds  and  Indian  Stones; 
Not  to  be  feen  :  my  Crown  is  cali'd  Content ; 
A  Crown  it  is,  thai  feldom  Kings  enjoy. 

Hum.  Well,  if  you  be  a  King  crown'd  with  Content, 
Your  Crown  Content,  and  you  muft  be  contented 
To  go  along  with  us.    For,  as  we  think, 
You  arc  the  King,  King  Edward  hath  depos'd  : 
And  we  his  Subjects,  fworn  in  all  allegiance, 
Will  apprehend  you  as  his  enemy. 

K.Henry.  But  did  you  neve'rfwear,  and  break  an  oath? 

Hum.  No,  never  fuch  2^  oath  ;  nor  will  not  now. 

K.  Henry.  Where  did  you  dwell,  when  I  was  King 
of  England? 

Hum.  Here,  in  this  country,  where  we  now  remain. 

K.  Henry,  I  was  anointed  King  at  nine  months  old, 
My  father  and  my  grandfather  were  Kings; 
And  you  were  fworn  true  Subjects  unto  me : 
And  tell  me  then,  have  you  not  broke  your  oaths? 

Sink.  No,  we  were  fubjects  but  while  you  were  King. 

K.  Henry.  Why,  am  I  dead  ?  do  I  not  breathe,  a  man? 
Ah,  fimple  men,  you  know  not  what  you  (wear. 
Look,  as  I  b'ow  this  feather  from  my  face, 
And  as  the  air  blows  it  to  me  again, 
Obeying  with  my  wind  when  1  do  blow, 
And  yielding  to  another  when  it  blows, 
Commanded  always  by  the  greater  guft ; 
Such  is  the  lightnefs  of  You  common  men. 
But  do  not  break  your  oaths,  for  of  that  fin 
My  mild  intreaty  fhall  not  make  you  guilty. 
Go  where  you  will,  the  King  fhall  be  commanded  ; 
And  be  you  Kings,  command,  and  I'll  obey. 

Sink.  We  arc  true  Subjects  to  the  King,  King 
Edward. 

K.  Henry, 


King  Henry  VI.  i 

K.  Henry.  So  would  you  be  again  to  Henry\ 
If  he  were  feated  as  King  Edzsard  is. 
Sink.  We  charge  you  in  God's  name,  and  in  the 
King's, 

To  go  with  us  unto  the  officers. 

K.  Henry,  In  God's  name  lead,  your  King's  name 
be  obey'd  ; 

And  what  God  will,  that  let  your  King  perform  > 
And  what  he  will,  I  humbly  yield  unto.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 
Changes  to  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  Edward,  Gloucefter,  Clarence,  and 
Lady  Gray. 

K.£feDROTHER  of  GWfter,  at  St.  Alba;? $ 

-D  field 
This  lady's  husband,  1  Sir  John  Gray,  was  (lain, 
His  land  then  feiz'd  on  by  the  Conqueror  : 
Her  fuit  is  now  to  repoflefs  thole  lands, 
Which  we  in  juftice  cannot  well  deny  ; 
Becaufe,  in  quarrel  of  the  Houfe  of  Tork9 
The  worthy  gentleman  did  lofe  his  life. 

Glo.  Your  Highnefs  fhall  do  well  to  grant  her  fuit: 
It  were  difhonour  to  deny  it  her. 

K.  Edzvard.  It  were  no  lefs*  but  yet  I'll  make  a 
paufe. 

Glo.  Yea !  is  it  fo  ? 
I  fee,  the  lady  hath  a  thing  to  grant, 
Before  the  King  will  grant  her  humble  fuit. 

Gar.  He  knows  the  game  j  how  true  he  keeps  the 
wind  ? 

Glo.  Silence. 


i  Sir  John  Gray,]  Vid.  Hall,  3d  year  of  Edw.  IV.  folio  5, 
It  was  hitherto  falfly  printed  Ri(bard.  Mr.  Pops. 
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K.  Edw.  Widow,  we  willconfider  of  your  fuit, 
And  come  fome  other  time  to  know  our  mind. 

Gray.  Right  gracious  lord,  I  cannot  brook  delay. 
May't  pleafe  your  Highnefs  to  refolve  me  now  ? 
And  what  your  Pleafure  is,  fhall  fatisfy  me. 

Glo.  Ay,  widow?  then  I'll  warrant  you  all  your 
lands, 

An  if  what  pleafes  him,  fhall  pleafure  you : 
Fight  clofer,  or,  good  faith,  you'll  catch  a  blow. 

Clar.  I  fear  her  not,  unlefs  fhe  chance  to  fall. 

Glo.  God  forbid  That!  for  he'll  take  vantages. 

K.  Edw.  How  many  children  haft  thou,  widow? 
tell  me. 

Clar.  1  think,  he  means  to  beg  a  child  of  her. 
Glo.  Nay,  whip  me  then:  he'll  rather  give  her  two. 
Gray.  Three,  my  moft  gracious  lord. 
Glo.  You  fhall  have  four,  if  you'll  be  rul'd  by  him. 
K.  Edw.  'Twere  pity  they  mould  lofe  their  father's 
lands. 

Gray.  Be  pitiful,  dread  lord,  and  grant  it  then. 
K.Edw.  Lords,  give  us  leave j  I'll  try  this  widow's  wit. 
Glo.  Ay,  good  leave  have  you,  for  you  will  have 
leave ; 

Till  youth  take  leave,  and  leave  you  to  the  crutch. 
K.  Edw.  Now  tell  me,  Madam,  do  you  love  your 
children  ? 

Gray.  Ay,  full  as  dearly  as  I  love  myfelf. 
K.  Edw.  And  would  you  not  do  much  to  do  them 
good  ? 

Gray.  To  do  them  good,  I  would  fuftain  fome  harm. 
K.  Edw.  Then  get  your  husband's  lands,  to  do  them, 
good. 

Gray.  Therefore  I  came  unto  your  Majefty. 
K.  Edw.  I'll  tell  you  how  thefe  lands  are  to  be  got. 
Gray.  So  fiiail  you  bind  me  to  your  Highnefs'  fervice. 
K.  Edw.  What  fervice  wilt  thou  do  me,  if  I  give 
them  ? 
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Gray.  What  you  command,  that  refts  in  me  to  do. 
K.  Edw.  But  you  will  take  exceptions  to  my  boon  ? 
Gray.  No,  gracious  lord,  except  I  cannot  do  it. 
K.  Edw.  Ay,  but  thou  canft  do  what  I  mean  to  ask. 
Gray.  Why,  then  1  will  do  what  your  Grace  com- 
mands. 

Glo.  He  plies  her  hard,  and  much  rain  wears  the 
marble. 

Clar.  As  red  as  fire !  nay,  then  her  wax  muft  melt. 
Gray.  Why  (tops  my  lord  ?  mall  I  not  hear  my  task  ? 
K.  Edw.  An  eafie  task,  'tis  but  to  love  a  King. 
Gray.  That's  foon  perform'd,  becaufe  I  am  a  SubjecT:. 
K.  Edw.  Why  then,  thy  husband's  lands  I  freely 
give  thee. 

Gray.  I  take  my  leave  with  many  thoufand  thanks. 
Glo.  The  match  is  made,  me  Teals  it  with  a  curtfie. 
K.  Edw.  But  flay  thee,  'tis  the  fruits  of  level  mean. 
Gray.  1  he  fruits  of  love  I  mean,  my  loving  Liege, 
K.  Edw.  Ay,  but  I  fear  me,  in  another  fenfe. 
What  love,  think'ft  thou,  I  fue  fo  much  to  get? 
Gray.  My  love  till  death,  my  humble  thanks,  my 
prayers ; 

That  love,  which  virtue  begs,  and  virtue  grants. 

K.  Edw.  No,  by  my  troth,  I  did  not  mean  fuch  love. 

Gray.  Why,  then  you  mean  not  as  I  thought  you  did. 

K.  Edw.  But  now  you  partly  may  perceive  my  mind. 

Gray.  My  mi. id  will  never  grant  what  I  perceive 
Your  Highnefs  aims  at,  if  I  aim  aright. 

K.  Edw.  To  tell  thee  plain,  I  aim  to  lie  with  thee. 

Gray.  To  tell  you  plain,  I'd  rather  lye  in  prifon. 

K.  Edw.  Why,  then  thou  fhalt  not  have  thy  hufc 
band's  lands. 

Gray.  Why,  then  mine  honefty  mail  be  my  dower  5 
For  by  that  lofs  I  will  no:  purchaft  them. 

K.  Edw.  Therein  thou  wrong' ft  thy  children  migh- 
tily. 

Gray. 
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Gray.  Herein  your  Highnefs  wrongs  both  them 

and  me : 

But,  mighty  lord,  this  merry  inclination 
Accords  not  with  the  fadnefs  of  my  fuit  j 
Pleafe  you  difmifs  me,  or  with  ay,  or  no. 

K.  Edw.  Ay ;  if  thou  wilt  fay,  Ay,  to  my  requeft  : 
No;  if  thou  doft  fay,  No,  to  my  demand. 

Gray.  Then,  No,  my  lord ;  my  fuit  is  at  an  end. 

Glo.  The  widow  likes  him  not,  lhe  knits  her  brows. 

Gar.  He  is  the  blunteft  wooer  in  Chriftendom. 

K.  Edw.  Her  looks  do  argue  her  replete  with  mo- 
defty. 

Her  words  do  mew  her  wit  incomparable, 
All  her  perfections  challenge  Sovereignty  ; 
One  way,  or  other,  fhe  is  for  a  King; 
And  fhe  mall  be  my  love,  or  elfe  my  Queen. 
Say,  that  King  Edward  take  thee  for  his  Queen  ? 

Gray.  'Tis  better  faid  than  done,  my  gracious  lord  $ 
I  am  a  Subject  fit  to  jeft  withal, 
But  far  unfit  to  be  a  Sovereign. 

K.Edw.  Sweet  Widow,  by  my  State  I  fwear  to  thee, 
I  fpeak  no  more  than  what  my  foul  intends ; 
And  that  is,  to  enjoy  thee  for  my  love. 

Gray.  And  that  is  more  than  I  will  yield  unto : 
1  know,  I  am  too  mean  to  be  your  Queen  ; 
And  yet  too  good  to  be  your  Concubine. 

K.  Edw.  You  cavil,  Widow ;  I  did  mean  my  Queen. 

Gray.  'Twill  grieve  your  Grace,  my  fons  ihould 
call  you  father. 

K.  Edw.  No  more  than  when  my  daughters  call 
thee  mother. 
Thou  art  a  widow,  and  thou  haft  fome  children; 
And,  by  God's  mother,  I,  being  but  a  batchelor, 
Have  other  Some :  why,  'tis  a  happy  thing, 
To  be  the  father  unto  many  fons. 
Anfwer  no  more,  for  thou  fhak  be  my  Queen. 

Glo.  The  ghoftly  father  now  hath  done  his  fbrift. 

Clar. 
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Clar.  When  he  was  made  a  fhriver,  'twas  for  /hift. 
K.  Edw.  Brothers,  you  mufe  what  Chat  we  two 
have  had. 

Glo.  The  widow  likes  it  not,  for  flie  looks  fad. 
K.  Edw.  You'd  think  it  ftrange,  if  I  fhould  marry 
her. 

Clar.  To  whom,  my  lord  ? 
K.  Edw.  Why,  Clarence,  to  myfelf. 
Glo.  That  would  be  ten  days'  Wonder  at  the  leafta 
Clar.  That's  a  day  longer  than  a  Wonder  Jails. 
Glo.  By  fo  much  is  the  Wonder  in  extreams. 
K.  Edw.  Well,  jeft  on,  Brothers-,  I  can  tell  you 
both, 

Her  fuit  is  granted  for  her  husband's  lands. 

Enter  a  Nobleman. 

Nob.  My  gracious  lord,  Henry  your  foe  is  taken, 
And  brought  your  prifoner  to  your  Palace-gate. 

K.  Edw.  See,  that  he  be  convey'd  unto  the  Tower: 
And  go  we,  Brothers,  to  the  man  that  took  him, 
To  queftion  of  his  Apprehenfion. 
Widow,  go  you  along:  Lords,  ufe  her  honourably. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Manet  Gloucefter. 

Glo.  Ay,  Edward  will  ufe  women  honourably. 
'Would  he  were  wafted,  marrow,  bones,  and  all, 
That  from  his  loins  no  hopeful  branch  may  fpring, 
To  crofs  me  from  the  golden  time  I  look  for. 
And  yet  between  my  foul's  defire  and  me, 
(The  luftful  Edward's  Title  buried) 
Is  Clarence,  Henry  ^  and  his  fon  young  Edward 5 
And  all  th'  unlook'd-for  hTue  of  their  bodies, 
To  take  their  rooms  ere  I  can  place  myfelf. 
A  cold  premeditation  for  my  purpofe! 

Vol.  V.  M  Why, 
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Why,  then  I  do  but  dream  on  Sovereignty, 

Like  one  that  (lands  upon  a  promontory, 

And  fpyes  a  far-off  more  where  he  would  tread, 

Wifhing  his  foot  were  equal  with  his  eye, 

And  chides  the  Sea  that  funders  him  from  thence, 

Saying,  he'll  lade  it  dry  to  have  his  way  : 

So  do  I  wifh,  the  Crown  being  fo  far  off, 

And  fo  I  chide  the  means  that  keep  me  from  it  \ 

And  fo  (I  fay)  I'll  cut  the  caufes  off, 

Flatt'ring  my  mind  with  things  impoffible. 

My  eye's  too  quick,  my  heart  o'erweens  too  much, 

Unlefs  my  har.d  and  ftrength  could  equal  them. 

Well,  fay  there  is  no  Kingdom  then  for  Richard : 

What  other  pieafure  can  the  world  afford  ? 

I'll  make  my  heaven  in  a  lady's  lap, 

And  deck  my  body  in  gay  ornaments, 

And  'Witch  fweet  ladies  with  my  words  and  looks. 

Oh  miferable  thought !  and  more  unlikely, 

Than  to  accomplifh  twenty  golden  Crowns. 

Why,  Love  forfwore  me  in  my  mother's  womb ; 

And,  for  I  mould  not  deal  in  her  foft  laws, 

She  did  corrupt  frail  Nature  with  fome  bribe 

To  ftirink  mine  arm  up  like  a  wither'd  lhrub, 

To  make  an  envious  mountain  on  my  back, 

Where  fits  Deformity  to  mock  my  body ; 

To  fliape  my  legs  of  an  unequal  fize  \ 

To  difproportion  me  in  every  part : 

Like  to  a  Chaos,  or  unlick'd  bear-whelp, 

That  carries  no  impreffion  like  the  dam. 

And  am  I  then  a  man  to  be  belov'd  ? 

Oh,  monftrous  fault,  to  harbour  iuch  a  thought! 

Then  fince  this  earth  affords  no  joy  to  me, 

But  to  command,  to  check,  to  o'er- bear  luch 

As  are  of  better  perfon  than  my felf; 

Pll  make  my  heav'n  to  dream  upon  the  Crown  ; 

And,  while  I  live,  t'account  this  world  but  Hell, 

Until  the  mif-fliap'd. trunk  that  bears  this  head, 
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Ba  round-impaled  with  a  glorious  Crown. 

And  yet  I  know  not  how  to  get  the  Crown, 

For  many  lives  (land  between  me  and  home: 

And  I,  (like  one  loft  in  a  thorny  wood, 

That  rends  the  thorns,  and  is  rent  with  the  thorns, 

Seeking  a  way,  and  ftraying  from  the  way, 

Not  knowing  how  to  find  the  open  air, 

But  toiling  defp'rately  to  find  it  out) 

Torment  myfelf  to  catch  the  EngUJh  Crown. 

And  from  than  torment  I  will  free  myfelf, 

Or  hew  my  way  out  with  a  bloody  ax. 

Why,  I  can  fmile,  and  murther  while  I  finite  ; 

And  cry,  Content,  to  that  which  grieves  my  heart* 

And  wet  my  cheeks  with  artificial  tears, 

And  frame  my  face  to  all  occafions: 

I'll  drown  more  failors,  than  the  Mermaid  fhall  \ 

I'll  flay  more  gazers,  than  the  Bafilisk; 

I'll  play  the  orator,  as  well  as  Nejior  ; 

Deceive  more  flily,  than  Ulyjfes  could  ; 

And,  like  a  Sinon,  take  another  Troy ; 

I  can  add  colours  ev'n  to  the  Camelioni 

Change  fhapes  with  Proteus,  for  advantages ; 

a  And  fet  th'  afpiring  Catiline  to  fchool. 

Can  I  do  this,  and  cannot  get  a  Crown  ? 

Tut,  were  it  farther  off,  I'll  pluck  it  down.  [Exit. 

2  And  fet  the  murth'rous  Machiavel  to  fchool]  As  this  is  an 
Anachronifm,  and  the  old  quarto  reads, 

And  fet  th'  afpiring  Catiline  to  fchoo/, 

I  don't  know  why  it  Ihould  not  be  preferred. 
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S     C     E     N     E  IV. 
Changes  to  France. 

Flourifh.  Enter  King  Lewis,  Lady  Bona,  Bourbon, 
Edward  Prince  of  Wales,  Queen  Margaret,  and  tbt 
Earl  of  Oxford,   Lewis  fits,  and  rifetb  up  again. 

K.Lew. A  I  R  Queen  of  England,  worthy  Margaret* 

Sit  down  with  us  it  ill  befits  thy  State, 
And  Birth,  that  thou  (hould'ft  (land,  while  Lewis  fits. 

Queen  No,  mighty  K  :ng  of  France ;  now  Margaret 
Mult  ftrike  her  fail,    :A  learn  a  while  to  lerve, 
Where  Kings  command.    I  was,  I  muft  confels, 
Great  Albion's  Queen  :h  former  golden  days  : 
But  now  mifchance  hath  trod  my  Title  down, 
And  with  dahonour  laid  me  on  the  ground ; 
Where  I  muft  ta!:e  i;i<e  feat  unto  my  fortune, 
And  to  my  humble  Seat  conform  myfelf. 

K*  Lew.  Why,  fay,  fair  Queen,  whence  fprings 
this  deep  defpair  ? 

Queen.  From  fuch  a  caufeas  fills  mine  eyes  with  tears ; 
And  ftops  my  tongue,  while  my  heart's  drown'd  in 
cares. 

K.  Lew.  Whate'er  it  be,  be  thou  ftiH  like  thyfelf, 
And  fit  thee  by  our  fide.    Yield  not  thy  neck 

[Seats  her  by  him. 
To  fortune's  yoak,  but  let  thy  dauntlefs  mind 
Still  ride  in  triumph  over  all  mifchance. 
Be  plain,  Queen  Margaret,  and  tell  thy  grief  j 
It  fhall  be  eas'd,  if  France  can  yield  relief. 

Queen.  Thofe  gracious  words  revive  my  drooping 
thoughts, 

And  give  my  tongue-ty'd  forrows  leave  to  fpeak. 
Now  therefore  be  it  known  to  noble  Lewis, 
That  Henry ^  fole  pofieiiur  oi  my  love, 

Is, 
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Is,  of  a  King,  become  a  banifh'd  man, 
And  forc'd  to  live  in  Scotland  a  forlorn ; 
While  proud  ambitious  Edward*  Duke  of  York, 
Ufurps  the  regal  Title,  and  the  Seat 
Of  England's  true-anointed  lawful  King. 
This  is  the  caufe,  that  I,  poor  Margaret^ 
With  this  my  fon  Prince  Edward*  Henry's  heir, 
Am  come  to  crave  thyjuft  and  lawful  aid : 
And,  if  thou  fail  us,  all  our  hope  is  done. 
Scotland  hath  will  to  help,  but  cannot  help : 
Our  People  and  our  Peers  are  both  mif-led, 
Our  Treafure  feiz'd,  our  Soldiers  put  to  flight, 
And,  as.  thou  feed,  ourfelves  in  heavy  plight. 

K.  Lew,  Renowned  Queen,  with  patience  calm 
the  ftcrm  ; 
While  we  bethink  a  means  to  break  it  off. 

Queen.The  more  we  (lay,  the  ltronger  grows  our  foe. 

K.  Lew.  The  more  I  flay,  the  more  Til  fuccour  thee. 

Queen. 3  O,  but  impatience  waiting,  rues  to  morrow. 
And  fee,  where  comes  the  breeder  of  my  forrow. 

3  O,  but  itnpat iente  waiteth  on  true  sorrow. 

And  Jee,  where  comes  the  breeder  of  my  farrow.]  How  does 
impatience,  more  particularly,  wait  on  true  farrow  ?  On  the 
contrary,  fuch  forrow  as  the  Queen's,  which  came  gradually  on, 
through  a  long  courfe  of  misfortunes,  is  generally  lefs  impatient 
than  that  of  thofe  who  have  fallen  into  hidden  miferies.  The 
true  reading  feems  to  be, 

O,  but  impatience  waiting,  rues  to  morrow: 
And  fee,  where  comes  the  breeder  of  my  forrow. 

i.  e.  When  impatience  waits  and  folicits  for  redrefs,  there  is  no- 
thing fhe  fo  much  dreads  as  being  put  off  till  to  morrow,  (a  pro- 
verbial exprelnon  for  procraftination.)  This  was  a  very  proper  re- 
ply to  what  the  King  fajd  laft,  and  in  a  fentiment  worthy  of  the 
poet.  A  rhime  too  is  added  as  was  cultomary  with  him,  at  the 
clofing  a  fcene. 
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SCENE  V. 

Enter  Warwick. 

K.  Lew.  What's  he,  approacheth  boldly  to  our 
Prefence  ? 

Queen.  Our  Earl  of  Warwick^  Edward's  greateft 
friend. 

K.  Lew.  Welcome,  brave  Warwick,  what  brings 
thee  to  France?        [He  defcends.  She  arifetb. 
Queen.  Ay,  now  begins  a  fecond  ftorm  to  rife; 
For  this  is  he,  that  moves  both  wind  and  tide. 

War.  From  worthy  Edward,  King  of  Albion^ 
My  Lord  and  Sovereign,  and  thy  vowed  friend, 
I  come  (in  kindnefs  and  unfeigned  love) 
Firft  to  do  greetings  to  thy  royai  perfon, 
And  then  to  crave  a  league  of  amity  ; 
And  laftly,  to  confirm  that  amity 
With  nuptial  knot,  if  thou  vouchfafe  to  grant 
That  virtuous  lady  Bona,  thy  fair  filler, 
To  England's  King  in  lawful  marriage. 

Queen.  If  That  go  forward,  Henry's  hope  is  done  ! 
War.  And,  gracious  Madam,  in  our  King's  behalf, 

[Speaking  to  Bona. 
I  am  commanded,  with  your  leave  and  favour, 
Humbly  to  kifs  your  hand  ;  and  with  my  tongue 
To  tell  the  paffion  of  my  Sov'reign's  heart; 
Where  fame,  late  entering  at  his  heedful  ears, 
Hath  plac'd  thy  beauty's  image  and  thy  virtue. 

Queen.  King  Lewis,  and  lady  Bona,  hear  me  fpeak, 
Before  you  anlwer  Warwick.    His  demand 
Springs  not  from  Edward's  well-meant  honeft  love, 
But  from  deceit  bred  by  neceflity : 
For  how  can  tyrants  fafely  govern  home, 
Unlefs  abroad  they  purchafe  great  alliance  ? 
To  prove  him  tyrant,  this  reafon  may  fuffice, 
That  Henry  liveth  ftill ;  but  were  he  dead, 

Yet 
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Yet  here  Prince  Edward  (lands,  King  Henry's  Ton. 
Look  therefore,  Lewis ,  that  by  this  league  and  marriage 
Thou  draw  not  on  thy  danger  and  difhonour: 
For  tho'  Ufurpers  fvvay  the  Rule  a  while, 
Yet  heav'ns  are  juft,  and  time  fupprefieth  wrongs. 

War.  Injurious  Margaret  I  

Prince.  And  why  not  Queen  ? 

War.  Becaufe  thy  father  Henry  did  ufurp, 
And  thou  no  more  art  Prince,  than  flie  is  Queen. 

Oxf  Then  Warwick  difannuls  great  John  of  Gaunt% 
Which  did  fubdue  the  greateft  part  of  Spain ; 
And,  after  John  of  Gaunt,  Henry  the  fourth, 
Whofe  wifdom  was  a  mirror  to  the  wifeft ; 
And,  after  that  wife  Prince,  Henry  the  fifth, 
Who  by  his  Prowefs  conquer'd  all  France: 
From  thefe  our  Henry  lineally  defcends. 

War.  Oxford,  how  haps  it,  in  this  fmooth  difcourfe, 
You  told  not,  how  Henry  the  fixth  hath  loft 
All  That  which  Henry  the  fifth  had  gotten? 
Methinks,  thefe  Peers  of  France  ihould  fmile  at  That. 
But,  for  the  reft ;  you  tell  a  Pedigree 
Of  threefcore  and  two  years,  a  filly  time 
To  make  Prefcription  for  a  Kingdom's  worth. 

Oxf.  Why,  Warwick,  canft  thou  fpeak  againft  thy 
Liege, 

Whom  thou  obeyedft  thirty  and  fix  years, 
And  not  bewray  thy  treafon  with  a  blufh  ? 

War.  Can  Oxford,  that  did  ever  fence  the  Right, 
Now  buckler  falfhood  with  a  pedigree  ? 
For  fhame,  leave  Henry,  and  call  EdwardKing. 

Oxf  Call  him  my  King,  by  whofe  injurious  doom 
My  elder  brother,  the  lord  Aubrey  Vere^ 
Was  done  to  death  ?  and  more  than  fo,  my  father ; 
Even  in  the  downfal  of  his  mellow'd  years, 
When  nature  brought  him  to  the  door  of  death  ? 
No,  Warwick^  no ;  while  life  upholds  this  arm, 
This  arm  upholds  the  Houfe  of  Lancafter. 

M  4  War. 
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War.  And  I  the  Houfe  of  York. 
K.  L°w.  Qaeen  Margaret ',  Prince  Edward,  and 
Oxford 

Vouchfafe  at  our  requeft  to  (land  afide. 
While  I  ufe  farther  conference  with  Warwick. 

Queen.  Heav'ns  grant,  that  Warwick's  words  be- 
witch him  not !  [Tbeyjiand  aloof. 
K.  Lew.  Now,  Warwick,  tell  me  even  upon  thy 
confcience, 

Is  Edward  your  true  King  ?  for  I  were  loth 
To  link  with  him,  that  were  not  lawful  chofen. 

War.  Thereon  I  pawn  my  credit  and  mine  honour, 

K.  hew.  But  is  he  gracious  in  the  people's  eyes? 

War.  The  more,  that  Henry  was  unfortunate. 

K.  Lew.  Then  further  j  all  diflembling  fet  afidej 
Tell  me  for  truth  the  meafure  of  his  love 
Unto  our  lifter  Bona. 

War.  Such  it  feems, 
As  may  befeem  a  Monarch  like  himfeif: 
Myfelf  have  often  heard  him  fay,  and  fwear, 
4  That  this  his  love  was  an  eternal  plant, 
Whereof  the  root  was  fix'd  in  virtue's  ground, 
The  leaves  and  fruit  maintain'd  with  beauty's  fun  ; 
Exempt  from  envy,  but  not  from  difdain, 
Unlefs  the  lady  Bona  quit  his  pain. 

K.  Lew.  Now,  fifter,  let  us  hear  your  firm  refolve. 

Bona.  Your  Grant,  or  your  Denial,  mail  be  mine. 
Yet  I  confefs,  that  often  ere  this  day,  [Speaks  to  War. 
When  I  have  heard  your  King's  defert  recounted, 
Mine  ear  hath  tempted  judgment  to  defire. 

K.Lew.  Then,  Warwick,  this:  our  fifter  fhall  be 
Edward's. 

And  now  forthwith  fhall  articles  be  drawn 
Touching  the  jointure  that  your  King  muft  make, 
Which  with  her  dowry  fhall  be  counterpois'd. 

4  That  this  bis  love  ivas  an  external  plant, J  The  old 
c^u&rio  reads  rightly  eternal*.  Alluding  to  the  plants  of  Paradifs. 

Draw 
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Draw  near,  Queen  Margaret,  and  be  a  witnefs, 
That  Bona  (hall  be  wife  to  th'  Englijh  King. 

Prince,  To  Edward,  but  not  to  the  Englijh  King. 

Queen.  Deceitful  Warwick,  it  was  thy  device 
By  this  alliance  to  make  void  my  fait  j 
Before  thy  Coming,  Lewis  was  Henry* %  friend. 

K.  Lew.  And  itiil  is  friend  to  him  and  Margaret  \ 
But  if  your  Title  to  the  Crown  be  weak, 
As  may  appear  by  Edward's  good  fuccels ; 
Then  'tis  but  reaion,  that  I  be  releas'd 
From  giving  aid,  which  late  I  promifed. 
Yet  mall  you  have  all  kindnefs  at  my  hand, 
That  your  eftate  requires,  and  mine  can  yield. 

War.  Henry  now  lives  in  Scotland  at  his  eafe, 
Where  having  nothing,  nothing  can  he  lofe. 
And  as  for  ycu  yourfelf,  our  quondam  Qjeen, 
You  have  a  father  able  to  maintain  you  ; 
And  better  'twere,  you  troubled  him  than  France. 
Queen.  Peace,  impudent  and  fhamelefs  Warwick^ 
peace ! 

Proud  fetter-up  and  puller-down  of  Kings ! 
J  will  not  hence,  till  with  my  talk  and  tears 
(Both  full  of  truth)  I  make  King  Lewis  behold 
Thy  fly  conveyance,  I  and  thy  lord's  falfe  love  : 

[  Poft,  blowing  a  horn  within. 
For  both  of  you  are  birds  of  felf-fame  feather. 

K.  Lew.  Warwick^  this  is  fome  Poft  to  us,  or  thee. 


SCENE  VI. 

Enter  a  Poft. 

Poft.  My  lord  Ambaffador,  thefe  letters  are  for  you; 

[To  Warwick, 
Sent  from  your  brother,  Marquis  Montague. 
Thefe,  from  our  King  unto  your  Majefty, 

[ To  King  Lewis. 

And 
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And,  Madam,  thefe  for  you ;  from  whom  I  know  not. 

[To  the  Queen.  They  all  read  their  Letters. 
Oxf.  I  like  it  well,  that  our  farf  Queen  and  Miftrds 
Smiles  at  her  news,  while  Warwick  frowns  at  his. 
Prince.  Nay,  mark,  how  Lewis  (lamps  as  he  were 
nettled. 
I  hope,  all's  for  thebeft. 

K.  Lew.  Warwick^  what  are  thy  news?  and  yours, 
fair  Queen  ? 

Queen.  Mine  fuch,  as  fills  my  heart  with  unhop'd 
joys-. 

War.  Mine  full  of  forrow  and  heart's  difcontent. 
K.Lew.  What!  has  your  King  marry'd  the  lady 
Gray  ? 

And  now,  to  footh  your  forgery  and  his, 
Sends  me  a  paper  to  perfvvade  me  patience  ? 
Is  this  th'  alliance,  that  he  feeks  with  France  ? 
Dare  he  prefume  to  fcorn  us  in  this  manner? 

Queen.  I  told  your  Majefty  as  much  before; 
This  proveth  Edward9 s  love  and  Warwick's  honefty. 

War.  King  Lewis,  I  here  proteft  in  fight  of  heav'n„ 
And  by  the  hope  I  have  of  heav'nly  biifs, 
That  1  am  clear  from  this  mifdeed  of  Edward's : 
No  more  my  King;  for  he  difhonours  me, 
But  moft  himfelf,  if  he  could  fee  his  fliame. 
Did  1  forget,  that  by  the  Houie  of  Tcrk 
My  father  came  untimely  to  his  death  ? 
s  Did  I  let  pafs  th'  abufe  done  to  my  Neice? 
Did  I  impale  him  with  the  regal  Crown  ? 
Did  I  put  Henry  from  his  native  Right  ? 
And  am  I  guerdon'd  at  the  laft  with  fhame? 
Shame  on  himfelf,  for  my  deiert  is  honour ! 
And  to  repair  my  honour  loft  for  him, 
I  here  renounce  him,  and  return  to  Henry. 
My  noble  Queen,  let  former  grudges  pals, 

5  Did  I  let  pafs  tfr  abufe  done  to  my  Neice?']  Whom  King  Ed- 
ward  attempted  in  the  Earl  of  Warwick  j  houie.  Holing/bed. 

And 
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And  henceforth,  I  am  thy  true  fervitor  : 
1  will  revenge  his  wrong  to  lady  Bona, 
And  replant  Henry  in  his  former  Hate. 

Queen.  Warw'uk,  thefe  words  have  turn'd  my  hate 
to  love, 

And  I  forgive  and  quite  forget  old  faults; 

And  joy,  that  thou  becom'it  King  Henry's  friend. 

War.  So  much  his  friend,  ay,  his  unfeigned  friend, 
That  if  King  Lewis  vouchlafe  to  furnifh  us 
With  fome  few  bands  of  chofen  foldiers, 
1*11  undertake  to  land  them  on  our  coaft, 
And  force  the  tyrant  from  his  feat  by  war. 
'Tis  not  his  new-made  bride  fhall  fuccour  him  ; 
And,  as  for  Clarence,  as  my  letters  tell  me, 
He's  very  likely  now  to  fall  from  him, 
For  matching  more  for  wanton  luft  than  honour, 
Or  than  for  itrength  and  fafecy  of  our  Country. 

Bona.  Dear  brother,  how  fhall  Bona  be  reveng'd, 
But  by  thy  help  to  this  diftrefied  Queen  ? 

Queen.  Renowned  Prince,  how  fhall  poor  Henry 
live, 

Unlefs  thou  refcue  him  from  foul  defpair? 

Bona.  My  quarrel,  and  this  Englijb  Queen's,  are  one. 
War.  And  mine,  fair  lady  Bona,  joins  with  yours. 
K.  Lew.  And  mine  with  hers,  and  thine,  and  Mar' 
garefs. 

Therefore  at  lafl  I  firmly  am  refolv'd 
You  mall  have  aid. 

Queen.  Let  me  give  humble  thanks  for  all  at  once. 

K.  Lew.  Then,  England's  mefienger,  return  in  poft, 
And  tell  falfe  Edward,  thy  fuppofed  King, 
That  Lewis  of  France  is  fending  over  maskers, 
To  revel  it  with  him  and  his  new  bride. 
Thou  feeft  what's  paft,  go  fear  thy  King  withal. 

Bona.  Tell  him,  in  hope  he'll  prove  a  widower 
fhortly, 

I  wear  the  willow  garland  for  his  fake. 

Queen. 
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Queen.  Tell  him,  my  mourning  weeds  are  laid 
afide ; 

And  I  am  ready  to  put  armour  on* 

War.  Tell  him  from  me,  that  he  hath  done  me 
wrong  \ 

And  therefore  Til  uncrown  him  ere't  be  long. 
There's  thy  reward,  be  gone.   [Exit  Pqft, 

K.  Lew.  But,  Warwick^ 
Thyfelf  and  Oxford  with  five  thoufand  men 
Shall  crofs  the  leas,  and  bid  falfe  Edward  battles 
And,  as  occafion  ferves,  this  noble  Queen 
And  prince  mall  follow  with  a  frefh  fupply. 
Yet  ere  thou  go,  but  anfwer  me  one  doubt: 
What  pledge  have  we  of  thy  firm  loyalty  ? 

War.  This  mail  allure  my  conftant  loyalty, 
That  if  our  Queen  and  this  young  Prince  agree, 
I'll  join  my  younger  daughter  and  my  joy 
To  him  forthwith,  in  holy  wedlock'  bands. 

Queen.  Yes,  I  agree,  and  thank  you  for  your 
motion. 

Son  Edward,  me  is  fair  and  virtuous ; 
Therefore  delay  nor,  give  thy  hand  to  Warwick, 
And,  with  thy  hand,  thy  faith  irrevocable, 
That  only  Warwick's  daughter  mail  be  thine. 

Prince.  Yes,  I  accept  her,  for  fhe  well  deierves  it : 
And  here  to  pledge  my  vow,  I  give  my  hand. 

[fie  gives  bis  bond  to  Warwick. 
K.  Lew.  Why  ftay  we  now ;  ihefe  loldiers  (hall 
be  levy'd, 

And  thou,  lord  Bourbon,  our  High  Admiral, 
Shalt  waft  them  over  with  our  royal  fleet. 
I  long,  till  Edward  fall  by  war's  mifchance, 
For  mocking  marriage  with  a  Dame  of  France, 

[Exeunt,  Manet  Warwick* 
War.  I  came  from  Edward  as  ambaftador, 
But  I  return  his  fworn  and  mortal  foe : 
Matter  of  marriage  was  the  Charge  he  gave  me, 

But 
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But  dreadful  war  fhall  anfvver  his  demand. 

Had  he  none  elfe  to  make  a  Stale,  but  me  ? 

Then  none  but  I  ihall  turn  his  jeft  to  ibrrow. 

I  was  the  chief  that  rais'd  him  to  the  Crown, 

And  1*11  be  chief  to  bring  him  down  again  : 

Not  that  I  pity  Henry's  mifery, 

But  leek  revenge  on  Edward's  mockery.  \Exit% 


A  C  T  IV.    S  C  E  N  E  I. 

*Ihe  Palace  in  England. 
Enter  Gloucefter,  Clarence,  Somerfet  and  Montague. 

Gloucester. 

NOW  tell  me,  brother  Clarence,  what  think  you 
Of  this  new  marriage  with  the  lady  Gray  ? 
Hath  not  our  brother  made  a  worthy  choice  ? 

Clar.  Alas,  you  know,  'tis  far  from  hence  to  France: 
How  could  he  (lay  till  Warwick  made  Return  ? 

Scm.  My  lords,  forbear  this  talk :  here  comes  the 
King. 

FloiiriJJj.  Enter  King  Edward,  Lady  Gray  as  Queen, 
Pembroke,  Stafford,  and  Haftings:  Four  ftand  on 
one  Jide,  and  four  on  the  other. 

Glo.  And  his  well  chofen  bride. 
Clar.  I  mind  to  tell  him  plainly  what  I  think. 
K.  Edw.  Now,  brother  Clarence,  how  like  you  our 
choice, 

That  you  ftand  penQve,  as  half  malecontent? 

Clar.  As  well  as  Lewis  of  France ,  or  th'  Earl  of 

Warwick, 

Which  are  fo  weak  of  courage,  and  in  judgment, 
That  they'll  take  no  offence  at  our  abufe. 

K.  Edw. 
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K.  Edw.  Suppofe  they  take  offence  without  a  caufe. 
They  are  but  Lewis  and  Warwick,  and  I  am  Edward, 
Your  King  and  Warwick's,  and  muft  have  my  will. 

Glo.  And  you  fhall  have  your  will,  becaufe  our 
King. 

Yet  hafty  marriage  feldom  proveth  well. 

K.  Edw.  Yea,  brother  Richard,  are  you  offended 
too? 

Glo.  Not  I ;  no  :  God  forbid,  that  I  mould  wifli 
Them  fevered  whom  God  hath  join'd  together: 
Pity  to  funder  them,  that  yoak  fo  well. 

K.  Edw.  Setting  your  fcorns  and  your  mifiikeafide, 
Tell  me  fome  reafon,  why  the  lady  Gray 
Should  not  become  my  wife,  and  England**  Queen  ? 
And  you  too,  Somerfct  and  Montague, 
Speak  freely  what  you  think. 

Clar.  Tnen  this  is  my  opinion ;  that  King  Lev.  is 
Becomes  your  enemy  for  mocking  him 
About  the  marriage  of  the  lady  Bona. 

Glo.  And  Warwick,  doing  what  you  gave  in  charge, 
Is  now  difhonoured  by  this  new  marriage. 

K.  Edw.  What  if  both  Lewis  and  Warwick  be 
appeas'd, 
By  fuch  invention  as  I  can  devife? 

Mont.  Yet  to  have  join'd  with  France  in  fuch  alliance, 
Would  more  have  itrengthen'd  this  our  Common- 
wealth 

'Gainft  foreign  ftorms,  than  any  home-bred  marriage. 

Haft.  Why,  knows  not  Montague,  that  of  itfelf 
England  is  fafe,  if  true  within  itfelf? 

Mont.  Yes  \  but  the  fafer,  when  'tis  back'd  with 
France. 

Haft.  'Tis  better  ufmg  France,  than  trufting  France. 
Let  us  be  back'd  with  God,  and  with  the  feas, 
Which  he  hath  given  for  fence  impregnable, 
And  with  their  helps  alone  defend  ourielves: 
In  them,  and  in  ourfelves,  our  fafety  lyes. 

Clar. 
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Gar.  For  this  one  fpeech,  lord  Haft  bigs  well  de« 
lerves 

To  have  the  Heir  of  the  lord  Hungerford. 

K.  Eckv.  Ay,  what  of  that?  it  was  my  will  and 
Grant, 

And  for  this  once  my  will  fhall  (land  for  Jaw. 

GIq.  And  yet,  rnethinks,  your  Grace  hath  not  done 
well, 

To  give  the  heir  and  daughter  of  lord  Scales 
Unto  the  brother  of  your  loving  bride. 
She  better  would  have  fitted  me,  or  Clarence ; 
But  in  your  bride  you  bury  brotherhood. 

Clar.  Or  elle  you  would  not  have  beftow'd  the  heir 
Of  the  lord  Bonvill  on  your  new  wife's  fon, 
And  leave  your  brothers  to  go  fpeed  elle  where. 

K.  Edw.  Alas,  poor  Clarence !  is  it  for  a  wife 
That  thou  art  malecontent?  I  will  provide  thee. 

Clar.  In  chufing  for  yourfelf,  you  IhewM  your 
judgment ; 

Which  being  mallow,  you  fhall  give  me  Leave 
To  play  the  broker  in  mine  own  behalf-, 
And,  to  that  end,  I  fhortly  mind  to  leave  you. 

K.  Edw.  Leave  me,  or  tarry,  Edward  will  be  King, 
And  not  be  ty'd  unto  his  brother's  will. 

Queen.  My  lords,  before  it  pleas'd  his  Majefty 
To  raife  my  (late  to  Title  of  a  Queen, 
Do  me  but  right,  and  you  mud  all  confefs 
That  I  was  not  ignoble  of  Defcent ; 
And  meaner  than  myfelf  have  had  like  fortune. 
But  as  this  Title  honours  me  and  mine, 
So  your  diflikes,  to  whom  I  would  be  pleafing, 
Do  cloud  my  joys  with  danger  and  with  forrow. 

K.  Edw.  My  Love,  forbear  to  fawn  upon  their 
frowns ; 

What  danger,  or  what  forrow,  can  befal  thee, 

So  long  as  Edward  is  thy  conftant  friend, 

And  their  true  Sovereign,  whom  they  muft  obey? 

Nay, 
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Nay,  whom  they  fhall  obey,  and  love  thee  too, 
Unlefs  they  feek  for  hatred  at  my  hands  : 
Which  if  they  do,  yet  will  I  keep  thee  fafe; 
And  they  (hall  feel  the  vengeance  of  my  wrath. 
Glo.  I  hear,  yet  fay  not  much,  but  think  the  more, 

S       C      E      N      E  II. 

Enter  a  Poft. 

K.  Edw.  Now,  MefTcnger,  what  letters  or  what 

news  from  France  ? 
Poft.  My  Sovereign  Liege,  no  letters,  and  few 
words  -j 

But  fuch  as  I  (without  your  fpscial  pardon) 
Dare  not  relate. 

K.  Edw.  Go  to,  we  pardon  thee  : 
So  tell  their  words,  as  near  as  thou  canft  guefs  them. 
What  anfwer  makes  King  Lewis  to  our  letters  ? 

Poft.  At  my  Depart,  thefe  were  his  very  words  % 
Go  tell  falfe  Edward^  thy  fuppofed  King, 
That  Lewis  of  France  is  fending  over  maskers 
To  revel  it  with  him  and  his  new  bride. 

K.  Edw.  Is  Lewis  fo  brave  ?  belike,  he  thinks  me 
Henry. 

But  what  faid  lady  Bona  to  my  Marriage? 

Poft.  Thefe  were  her  words,  utter'd  with  mild 
difdain  : 

Tell  him,  in  hope  he'll  prove  a  widower  fhortly, 
1*11  wear  the  willow  garland  for  his  fake. 

K.  Edw.  I  blame  not  her,  fhe  could  fay  little  lefs  5 
She  had  the  wrong.    But  what  faid  Henry's  Queen  ? 
For  fo  I  heard,  that  me  was  there  in  place. 

Poft.  Tell  him,  (quoth  Ihe)  my  mourning  weeds 
are  done ; 
And  I  am  ready  to  put  armour  on. 

K.  Edw.  Belike,  fhe  means  to  play  Hat  Amazon. 
But  what  faid  Warwick  to  thele  injuries? 
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Toft.  He,  more  incens'd  againft  your  Majefty 
Than  all  the  reft,  difcharg'd  me  with  thefe  words ; 
Tell  him  from  me,  that  he  hath  done  me  Wrong ; 
And  therefore  I'll  uncrown  him  ere't  be  long. 

K.  Edw.  Ha !  durft  the  Traitor  breath  out  fo  proud 
words  ? 

Well,  I  will  arm  me,  being  thus  fore-warn'd  : 
They  (hall  have  wars,  and  pay  for  their  preemption, 
But  fay,  is  Warwick  friends  with  Margaret  ? 

Poft.  Ay,  gracious  Sov'reign,  they're  fo  link'd  in 
friendfhip, 

That  young  Prince  Edward  marries  Warwick's  daughter, 
Clar.  Belike,  the  younger  *  Clarence  will  have  the 
elder. 

Now,  brother  King,  farewel,  and  fit  you  faft, 
For  I  will  hence  to  Warwick's  other  daughter; 
That  though  I  want  a  Kingdom,  yet  in  Marriage 
I  may  not  prove  inferior  to  yourfelf. 
You,  that  love  me  and  Warwick,  follow  me. 

[Exit  Clarence ;  and  Somzrfet  follows. 

Glo.  Not  I :  my  thoughts  aim  at  a  further  matter: 
I  flay  not  for  love  of  Edward,  but  the  Crown.  [J/ide, 

K.  Edw.  Clarence  and  Somerfet  both  gone  to  War- 
wick ? 

Yet  am  I  arm'd  againfc  the  word  can  happen  ; 
And  hade  is  needful  in  this  defp'rate  cafe  : 
Pembroke  and  Stafford,  you  in  our  behalf 
Go  levy  men,  and  make  prepare  for  war  5 
They  are  already,  or  will  foon  be  landed  *, 
Myfelf  in  perfon  will  ftraight  follow  you. 

[Exeunt  Pembroke  and  Stafford, 
But  ere  I  go,  Haftings  and  Montague, 
Refolve  my  doubt:  you  twain,  of  all  the  reft, 
Are  near  to  Warwick  by  blood  and  by  alliance  \ 
Tell  me,  if  you  love  Warwick  more  than  me  ? 
If  it  be  fo,  then  both  depart  to  him  : 
1  rather  wifh  you  foes,  than  hollow  friends. 

Vol.V.  N  But 
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But  if  you  mind  to  hold  your  true  obedience, 
Give  me  afifurance  with  fome  friendly  vow, 
That  I  may  never  have  you  in  fufpedt. 

Mon.  So  God  help  Montague,  as  he  proves  true! 

Haft.  And  Haftings,  as  he  favours  Edward's  Caufe ! 

K.  Edw.  Now,  brother  Richard,  will  you  ftand 
by  us  ? 

Glo.  Ay,  in  defpight  of  all  that  fhall  withftand  you* 
K.  Edw.  Why  fo,  then  am  I  fure  of  victory. 
Now  therefore  let  us  hence,  and  lofe  no  hour, 
*Till  we  meet  Warwick  with  his  foreign  Power. 

{Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 
In  Warwickshire. 

Enter  Warwick  and  Oxford,  with  French  Soldiers. 

/^r.HpRUST  me,  my  lord,  all  hitherto  goes 
1  well; 

The  common  people  fwarm  by  numbers  to  us. 
Enter  Clarence  and  Somerfet. 

But  fee,  where  Somerfet  and  Clarence  come; 
Speak  fuodenly,  my  lords,  are  we  all  friends.* 

Gar.  Fear  not  that,  my  lord. 

War.  Then,  gentle  Clarence,  welcome  unto  Warwick \ 
And  welcome,  Somerfet:  1  hold  it  cowardife 
To  reft  miltruftful,  where  a  noble  heart 
Hath  pawned  an  open  hand  in  fign  of  love. 
Kile  might  1  think,  that  Clarence,  Edward's  brother^ 
Were  but  a  feigned  friend  to  our  proceedings. 
But  welcome,  friend,  my  daughter  fliall  be  thine* 
And  now  what  refts,  but  in  night's  overture, 
Tny  brother  being  carelefly  encamped, 
His  foldicrs  lurking  in  the  {a)  towns  about* 
And  but  attended  by  a  fi mple  guard, 

[{a)  Towns.  Dr.  Thlriby  Vulg.  Town.] 

We 
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We  may  furprize  and  take  him  at  our  pleafure  ? 
Our  fcouts  have  found  th'  adventure  very  eafie: 
That  as  Ulyjfss  and  ftout  Diomede 
With  (light  and  manhood  ftole  to  Rbefus'  Tents, 
And  brought  from  thence  the  Thracian  fatal  deeds j 
So  we,  well  cover'd  with  the  night's  black  mantle, 
At  unawares  may  beat  down  Edward's  guard, 
And  feize  himfelf;  I  fay  not,  (laughter  him ; 
For  I  intend  but  only  to  furprize  him  i 
You,  that  will  follow  me  to  this  attempt, 
Applaud  the  name  of  Henry  with  your  leader. 

[They  all  cry,  Henry ! 
Why  then,  let's  on  our  way  in  filent  fort, 
For  Warwick  and  his  friends,  God  and  Saint  George! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  the  Watchmen  to  guard  the  King's  ¥ mt. 

1  Watch.  Come  on,  my  matters,  each  man  take 

his  Stand : 

The  King  by  this  has  fet  him  down  to  fleep. 

2  Watch.  What,  will  he  not  to  bed? 

1  Watch.  Why,  no-,  for  he  hath  made  a  folemn 

vow, 

Never  to  lye  and  take  his  natural  Reft, 
Till  Warwick  or  himfelf  be  quite  fuppreft. 

2  Watch.  To  morrow  then,  belike,  (hall  be  the  day  j 
If  Warwick  be  fo  near,  as  men  report. 

3  Watch.  But  fay,  I  pray,  what  Nobleman  is  that, 
*That  with  the  King  here  rdleth  in  his  tent? 

i  Watch.  'Tis  the  lord  Hajiings,  the  King's  chiefeft 
friend. 

3  Watch.  (X  is  it  fo?  but  why  commands  the  King, 
That  his  chief  followers  lodge  in  towns  about  him, 
While  he  himfelf  keepeth  in  the  cold  field  ? 

z  Watch.  'Tis  the  more  honour,  becaufe  the  mora 
dangerous. 

N  ^  2  Watch* 
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z  Watch.  Ay,  but  give  me  wormip  and  quietnefsj 
I  like  it  better  than  a  dang'rous  honour. 
If  Warwick  knew  in  what  eftate  he  (lands, 
•Tis  to  be  doubted,  he  would  waken  him. 

1  Watch,  Unlefs  our  halberds  did  fhutup  his  paflfage. 

2  Watch.  Ay ;  wherefore  elfe  guard  we  .this  royal 

tent, 

But  to  defend  his  perfon  from  night-foes  ? 

Enter  Warwick,  Clarence,  Oxford,  Somerfet,  and 
French  Soldiers,  fdent  all. 

War.  This  is  his  tent;  and  fee,  where  (lands  his 
guard : 

Courage,  my  maflers:  honour  now,  or  never! 
But  follow  me,  and  Edward  fhall  be  ours. 

1  Watch.  Who  goes  there  ? 

2  Watch.  Scay,  or  thou  died. 

[Warwick  and  the  reft  cry  all,  Warwick!  War- 
wick! and  fet  upon  the  Guard  \  who  fly,  crying, 
Arms !  Arm* !  Warwick  and  the  reft  following  them. 

The  Drum  heating,  and  Trumpets  founding. 

Enter  Warwick,  Somerfet,  and  the  reft,  bringing  the 
King  out  in  a  gown,  fitting  in  a  chair ;  Glo'lter  and 
Haltings  flying  over  the  Stage. 

Som.  What  are  they,  that  fly  there? 
War.  Richard  and  Raftings    let  them  go,  here  is 
the  Duke. 

K.  Edw.  The  Duke!  why,  Warwick,  when  we 
parted, 
Thou  call'dft  me  King  ? 

War.  Ay,  but  the  cafe  is  alter VI. 
When  you  difgrac'd  me  in  my  ambaflade, 
Then  1  degraded  you  from  being  King; 
And  come  now  to  create  you  Duke  ot  Tork. 
Alas,  how  mould  you  govern  any  kingdom, 

That 
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That  know  not  how  to  ufe  ambafTadors ; 
Nor  how  to  be  contented  with  one  wife, 
Nor  how  to  ufe  your  brothers  brotherly, 
Nor  how  to  ftudy  for  the  people's  welfare, 
Nor  how  to  fhrowd  yourfclf  from  enemies? 

K.  Edw.  Brother  of  Clarence,  and  art  thou  here  too  r 
Nay,  then  I  fee,  that  Edward  needs  mufl  down. 
Yet,  Warwick,  in  defpight  of  all  mifchance, 
Of  thee  thyfelf,  and  all  thy  complices, 
Edward  will  always  bear  himfelf  as  King  : 
Though  fortune's  malice  overthrow  my  fbate, 
My  mind  exceeds  the  compafs  of  her  wheel. 

JVar.  Then,  for  his  mind,  be  Edward  England?* 
King :  [Takes  off  his  Crown. 

But  Henry  now  (hall  wear  the  Enghjh  crown, 
And  be  true  King,  indeed :  thou  but  the  fhadow. 
My  Lord  of  Somerfet,  at  my  requeft, 
See  that  forthwith  Duke  Edward  be  convey'd 
Unto  my  brother,  archbifhop  of  York: 
When  i  have  fought  with  Pembroke  and  his  fellows, 
I'll  follow  you,  and  tell  you  what  reply 
Lewis  and  Lady  Bona  fent  to  him : 
Now  for  a  while  farewei,  good  Duke  of  York. 

K.  Edw.  What  fates  impofe,  that  men  mufl  need* 
abide ; 

It  boots  not  to  refift  both  wind  and  tide. 

[Exit  King  Edward  led  out  forcedly. 

Oxf.  What  now  remains,  my  Lords,  fur  us  to  do, 
But  march  to  London  with  our  lbldiers? 

War.  Ay,  that's  the  firil  thing  that  we  have  to  do  \ 
To  free  King  Henry  from  imprifonment, 
And  fee  him  icated  in  the  regal  throne,  [Exeunt, 
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SCENE  V. 
the  PALACE. 


Enter  Rivers,  and  the  Queen. 


Queen.  Why  brother  River    are  you  yet  to  learn, 
What  late  misfortune  has  befaln  King  Edward? 
Riv.  What!  lofs  of  fome  pitcht  battle  againft  War- 

wick  ? 

Queen.  No,  but  the  lofs  of  his  own  royal  perfon. 

Riv.  Then  is  my  fovereign  (lain? 

Queen.  Ay,  almoft  (lain,  for  he  is  taken  prifoner. 
Either  betray'd  by  falftiood  of  his  guard, 
Or  by  his  foe  furpriz'd  at  unawares : 
And,  as  I  further  have  to  underftand, 
Is  now  committed  to  the  bifhop  of  Tork, 
Fell  Warwick's  brother,  and  by  that  our  foe. 

Riv.  Thefe  news,  I  mud  confefs,  are  full  of  grief: 
Yet,  gracious  Madam,  bear  it  as  you  may  ; 
Warwick  may  lofe,  that  now  hath  won  the  day. 

Queen.  Till  then  fair  hope  muft  hinder  life's  decay. 
And  I  the  rather  wean  me  from  defpair, 
For  love  of  Edward's  ofF-fpring  in  my  womb: 
This  is't,  that  makes  me  bridle  in  my  paflion, 
And  bear  with  mildnefsmy  misfortune's  crois: 
Ay,  ay,  for  this  I  draw  in  many  a  tear, 
And  ftop  the  rifing  of  blood-fucking  fighs, 
Leu  with  my  fighs  or  tears,  I  Waft  or  drown 
King  Edward's  fruit,  true  heir  to  th'  Englifo  crown. 

Riv.  But,  Madam,  where  is  Warwick  then  become  ? 

Queen.  I  am  informed  that  he  comes  towards 
London , 

To  fet  the  crown  once  more  on  Henry's  head  : 

Guefs  thou,  the  reft,  King  Edward's  friends  muft  down. 

But 
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But  to  prevent  the  tyrant's  violence, 

(For  truft  not  him,  that  once  hath  broken  faith  •,) 

I'll  hence  forthwith  unto  the  fan&uary, 

To  fave  at  leaft  the  heir  of  Edward's  right. 

There  fhall  I  reft  fecure  from  force  and  fraud  : 

Come  therefore,  Jet  us  fly,  while  we  may  fly ; 

If  Warwick  take  us3  we  are  fure  to  die.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 
A  Park  near  Middleham-Caftle  in  Yorkfliire. 


Enter  Gloucefter,  Lord  Haftings,  and  Sir  William 
Stanley. 


Leave  off  to  wonder  why  I  drew  you  hither, 
Into  the  chiefeft  thicket  of  the  park. 
Thus  ftands  the  cafe ;  you  know,  our  King,  my 
brother, 

Is  pris'ner  to  the  bifhop,  at  whofe  hands, 

He  hath  good  ufage  and  great  liberty ; 

And  often  but  attended  with  weak  guard 

Comes  hunting  this  way  to  difport  himfelf. 

I  have  advertis'd  him  by  fecret  means, 

That  if  about  this  hour  he  make  his  way, 

Under  the  colour  of  his  ufual  game; 

He  fhall  here  find  his  friends  with  horfe  and  men, 

To  fet  him  free  from  his  captivity. 

Enter  King  Edward,  and  a  Hunt/man  with  him, 

Hunt.  This  way,  my  Lord,  for  this  way  lies  the 

game. 

K.  Edw.  Nay,  this  way,  man;  fee,  where  the 
huntfmen  (land. 
Now,  brother  Glo'fter,  Haftings^  and  the  reft, 
Stand  you  thus  clofe  to  fteaUhe  bifliop's  deer  I 

N4  CA. 
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Glo.  Brother,  the  time  and  cafe  requireth  haftc., 
Your  horfe  (lands  ready  at  the  park-corner. 

K.  Edw.  But  whither  fhall  we  then  ? 

Haft.  To  Lyn,  my  Lord, 
And  (hip  from  thence  to  Flanders. 

Glo.  Weil  gueft,  believe  me,  for  that  was  my 
meaning. 

K.  Edw.  Stanley,  I  will  requite  thy  forwardnefs. 
Glo.  But  whcreiore  (lay  we?  'tis  no  time  to  talk. 
K.  Edw.  Huntfman,  what  fay'ft  thou  ?  wilt  thou 

go  along;? 

Hunt.  Better  do  fo4  than  tarry  and  be  hang'd. 
Glo.  Come  then  away,  let's  ha'  no  more  ado. 
K.  Edw.  Bifhop,  farewel  3  fhieid  thee  from /F^r- 
tvk&s  frown ; 
And  pray,  that  I  may  repofTefs  the  crown.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  VIL 

Changes  to  the  fewer  in  London. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Clarence,  Warwick,  Somerfet, 
yotirgR  chmondy  Oxford,  Montague,  and  Lieutenant 
of  the  Tower. 

K.  Henry.  TV/I|£-  Lieutenant,  now  that  God  and 

IVi.  friends 
Have  (baken  Edward  from  the  regal  feat, 
And  turn'd  my  captive  ftatc  to  liberty, 
My  fear  to  hope,  my  forrows  unto  joys  \ 
At  our  enlargement  *rhat  are  thy  due  fees  ? 

lieu.  Subjects  may  challenge  nothing  of  their  fove- 
reigns; 

But  if  an  humble  prayer  may  prevail, 
I  then  crave  pardon  of  your  Majefly. 

K.  Henry.  For  what,  Lieucenar.t  ?  for  well  ufing  me? 
Nay,  be  thou  fare,  Til  well  requite  thy  kindnefs ; 
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For  that  it  made  my  imprifonment  a  pleafure: 
Ay,  filch  a  pleafure  as  incaged  birds 
Conceive,  when  after  many  moody  thoughts, 
At  lad,  by  notes  of  houftiold  harmony, 
The;,  quite  forget  their  lols  of  liberty. 
But  Warwick,  after  God,  thou  fett*ft  me  free, 
And  chiefly  therefore  I  thank  God  and  thee : 
He  was  the  author,  thou  the  inftrument. 
Therefore  that  I  may  conquer  fortune's  fpighr, 
By  living  low,  where  fortune  cannot  hurt  me  \ 
And  that  the  people  of  this  blefTed  land 
May  not  be  puniftied  with  my  thwarting  (tars; 
Warwick,  although  my  head  ftiJl  wear  the  crown, 
I  here  refign  my  government  to  thee, 
For  thou  art  fortunate  in  all  thy  deeds. 

War.  Your  grace  has  dill  been  farn'd  for  virtuous, 
And  now  may  ieem  as  wile  as  virtuous, 
By  fpying  and  avoiding  fortune's  malice ; 
For  few  men  rightly  temper  with  the  ftars ; 
Yet  in  this  one  thing  let  me  blame  your  Grace, 
For  chufing  me,  when  Clarence  is  in  place. 

Clar.  No,  Warwick,  thou  art  worthy  of  the  fvvav, 
To  whom  the  heav'ns  in  thy  nativity 
Adjudg'd  an  olive  branch  and  lawrei  crown, 
As  likely  to  be  bled  in  peace  and  war ; 
And  therefore  I  yield  thee  my  free  confent. 

War.  And  I  chuie  Clarence  only  for  protector. 

K.  Henry.  Wanvick  and  Clarence,  give  me  both 
your  hands ; 

Now  join  your  hands,  and  with  your  hands,  your 
hearts, 

That  no  diflention  hinder  government. 
I  make  you  both  protectors  of  this  land, 
While  I  myfelf  will  lead  a  private  life  ; 
And  in  devotion  fpend  my  latter  days, 
To  fin's  rebuke  and  my  Creator's  praife. 

War.  Whatanfwers  Clarence  to  his  fovereign's  will  ? 
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Ciar.  That  he  confents,  if  Warwick  yield  confent; 
For  on  thy  fortune  I  repofe  myfelf. 

War.  Why  then,  though  loth,  yet  muft  I  be 
content : 

We'll  yoak  together,  like  a  double  fhadow 
To  Henry's  body,  and  fupply  his  place ; 
I  mean,  in  bearing  weight  of  government : 
While  he  enjoys  the  honour,  and  his  eafe. 
And,  Clarence,  now  then  it  is  more  than  needful, 
forthwith  that  Edward  he  pronounc'd  a  traitor; 
And  all  his  lands  and  goods  confifcated. 

Ciar.  What  elfe?  and  that  fucceffion  be  determinM 

War.  Ay,  therein  Clarence  fhall  not  want  his  part. 

K.  Henry.  But  with  the  firft  of  all  our  chief  affairs, 
Let  me  intreat,   for  I  command  no  more, 
Tr^at  Margaret  your  Queen  and  my  fon  Edward 
Be  fent  for,  to  return  from  France  with  fpeecL 
For  till  1  fee  them  here,  by  doubtful  fear 
My  joy  of  liberty  is  half  eclips'd. 

Ciar.  It  (hall  be  done,  my  fovereign  with  all  fpeed. 

K.  Henry.  My  lord  of  Somerfet,  what  youth  is  that, 
Qf  whom  you  feem  to  have  lo  tender  care  ? 

Som.   My  Liege,  it  is  young  Henry,  Earl  of 
Richmond. 

K.  Henry.  Come  hither,  England^  hope  :  if  fecret 
powers  [Lays  his  hand  on  his  head, 

Suggeft  but  truth  to  my  divining  thoughts, 
This  pretty  lad  will  prove  our  country's  bills. 
His  looks  are  full  of  peaceful  majefty, 
His  head  by  nature  fram'd  to  wear  a  crown, 
His  hand  to  wield  a  fcepter,  and  himfelf 
Likely  in  time  to  blefs  a  regal  throne. 
Make  much  of  him,  my  Lords ;  for  this  is  he 
Muft  help  you  more,  than  you  are  hurt  by  me. 

Enter  a  Pojl. 
War.  What  news,  my  friend? 

Poft. 
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Poft.  That  Edward  is  efcaped  from  your  brother, 
And  fled,  as  he  hears  fince,  to  Burgundy. 

War.  Unfavory  news;  but  how  made  he  efcape  ? 

Poft.  He  was  convey'd  by  Richard  Duke  of  G/o]fier9 
And  the  Lord  Haftings,  who  attended  him 
In  fecret  ambufh  on  the  foreft-fide, 
And  from  the  bifhop-s  huntfmen  refcu'd  him  : 
For  hunting  was  hrs  daily  exercife. 

War.  My  brother  was  too  carelefs  of  his  charge. 
But  let  us  hence,  my  fov'reign,  to  provide 
A  falve  for  any  fore  that  may  betide.  {Exeunt. 

Manent  Somerfet,  Richmond,  and  Oxford. 

Som.  My  Lord,  I  like  not  of  this  flight  of  Edward's: 
For,  doubtlefs,  Burgundy  will  yield  him  help, 
And  we  fhall  have  more  wars  before* t  be  long. 
As  Henry's  late  prefaging  prophefy 
Did  glad  my  heart,  with  hope  bf  this  young  Rich- 
tn/md  -f 

So  doth  my  heart  mif-give  me,  in  thefe  conflicts 
What  may  befal  him,  to  his  harm  and  ours. 
Therefore,  Lord  Oxford,  to  prevent  the  word, 
Forthwith  we'll  fend  him  hence  to  Britany^ 
Till  ftorms  be  pan:  of  civil  enmity. 

Oxf.  Ay,  for  if  Edward  re-pofTcfs  the  crown, 
'Tis  like,  that  Richmond  with  the  reft  fhall  down. 

Som.  It  fhall  be  fo    he  fhall  to  Brit  any. 
Come  therefore,  Jet's  about  it  fpeedily.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VIII. 
Changes  to  YORK. 

Enter  King  Edward,  Glocefter,  Haftings,  and foldiers. 

K.  £&\TOW,  brother  Richard,  Ha/tings,  and 
the  reft, 

Yet  thus  far  fortune  maketh  us  amends ; 
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And  fays,  that  once  more  I  fhall  enterchange 
My  wained  ftate  for  Henry\  regal  crown. 
Well  have  wepafs'd,  and  now  repafs'd  the  feas, 
And  brought  defired  help  from  Burgundy. 
What  then  remains,  we  being  thus  arriv'd 
From  Ravenfpurg,  before  the  gates  of  York* 
But  that  we  enter,  as  into  our  Dukedom  ? 

Glo.  The  gates  made  faft !  brother,  I  like  not  this. 
For  many  men,  that  ftumble  at  the  threfhold, 
Are  well  foretold  that  danger  lurks  within. 

K.Edw.  Turn!  man,  aboadments  mud  not  now 
affright  us  : 
By  fair  or  foul  means  we  mud  enter  in, 
For  hither  will  our  friends  repair  to  us. 

Haft.  My  Liege,  Til  knock  once  more  to  fummon 
them. 

Enter,  on  the  Walh^  the  mayor  of  York  and  his  brethren* 

Mayor.  My  Lords,  we  were  fore-warned  of  your 
coming, 

And  (hut  the  gates  for  fafety  of  ourfelves ; 
For  now  we  owe  allegiance  unto  Henry. 

K.  Edw.  But,  mafter  Mayor,  if  Henry  be  your  King, 
Yet  Edward,  at  the  leafb,  is  Duke  of  York. 

Mayor.  True,  my  good  Lord,  I  know  you  for 
no  lefs. 

K.  Edw.  Why,  and  I  challenge  nothing  but  my 
Dukedom  ; 
As  being  well  content  with  that  alone. 

Glo.  But  when  the  fox  has  once  got  in  his  nofe, 
He'll  foon  find  means  to  make  the  body  follow,  [Afide. 
Haft.  Why,  mafter  Mayor,  why  (land  you  in  a 
doubt  ? 

Open  the  gates,  we  are  King  Henryys  friends. 

Mayor.  Ay,  fay  you  fo  ?  the  gates  mail  then  be 
open'd.  [He  defcends. 

Glo.  A  wife  flout  captain,  and  perfuaded  foon ! 

Haft. 
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Haft.  The  good  old  man  would  fain  that  all  were 
well, 

So  'twere  not  long  of  him ;  but  being  enter'd, 
I  doubt  not,  I,  but  we  fhall  foon  perfuade 
Both  him  and  all  his  brothers  unto  reafon. 

Enter  the  Mayor,  and  two  Aldermen. 

K.  Edw.  So,  matter  Mayor ;  thefe  gates  muft  not 
be  mut 

But  in  the  night,  or  in  the  time  of  war. 

What,  fear  not,  man,  but  yield  me  up  the  keys ; 

[Takes  his  keys. 
For  Edward  will  defend  the  town  and  thee, 
And  all  thofe  friends,  that  deign  to  follow  me. 

March.  Enter  Montgomery,  with  Brum  and  Soldiers, 

Glo.  Brother,  this  is  Sir  John  Montgomery , 
Our  trufty  friend,  unlefs  I  be  deceiv'd. 

K.  Edw.  Welcome,  Sir  John ;  but  why  come  you 
in  arms  ? 

Mont.  To  help  King  Edward  in  his  time  of  ftorm, 
As  every  loyal  fubject  ought  to  do. 

K.  Edw.  Thanks,  good  Montgomery:  but  we  now 
forget 

Our  title  to  the  crown,  and  only  claim 

Our  Dukedom,  till  God  pleafe  to  fend  the  reft. 

Mont.  Then  fare  you  well,  for  I  will  hence  again  % 
I  came  to  ferve  a  King,  and  not  a  Duke  : 
Drummer,  ftrike  up,  and  let  us  march  away. 

[The  Brum  begins  a  March, 
K.  Edw.  Nay,  ftay,  Sir  John,  a  while  ;  and  we'll 
debate, 

By  what  fafe  means  the  crown  may  be  recover'd. 

Mont.  What  talk  you  of  debating?  in  few  words? 
If  you'll  not  here  proclaim  yourfelf  our  King, 
I'll  leave  you  to  your  fortune,  and  be  gone 
To  keep  them  back  that  come  to  fuccour  you. 

Why 
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Why  mall  we  fight,  if  you  pretend  no  title  ? 
Gh.  Why,  brother,  wherefore  ftand  you  on  nice 

J>oints  ? 
w.  When  we  grow  ftronger,  then  we'll  make 
our  claim  : 

Till  then,  'tis  wifdom  to  conceal  our  meaning. 

Haft.  Away  with  fcrupulouswit,  now  arms  muftrule. 

Glo.  And  fearlefs  minds  climb  fooneft  unto  crowns. 
Brother,  we  will  proclaim  you  out  of  hand; 
The  bruit  thereof  will  bring  you  many  friends. 

K.  Edw.  Then  be  it,  as  you  will ;  for  'tis  my  right; 
And  Henry  but  ufurps  the  diadem. 

Mont.  Ay,  now  my  Sov'reign  fpeaketh  like  himfelf : 
And  now  will  I  be  Edwards  champion. 

Heft.  Sound  trumpet,  Edward  mall  be  here  pro- 
claimed : 

Come,  fellow-foldier,  make  thou  proclamation. 

[Flourijh. 

Sold.  Edward  the  f earth  by  the  grace  cf  God>  King  of 
England  and  France,  and  Lord  of  Ireland,  &c. 

A7t?«/.  And  whofoe'er  gain-lays  King  Edward's  right y 
By  this  I  challenge  him  to  fingle  fight. 

[Throws  down  his  Gauntlet. 
All  Long  live  Edward  the  fourth  ! 
K.  Edw.  Thanks,  brave  Montgomery  ;  and  thanks 
to  all. 

If  fortune  ferve  me,  I'll  requite  this  kindnefs. 

Now,  for  this  night,  let's  harbour  here  in  York: 

And  when  the  morning  fun  fhall  raifc  his  car 

Above  the  border  of  this  horizon, 

We'll  forward  towards  Warwick,  and  his  mates ; 

For  well  I  wot,  that  Henry  is  no  foldier. 

Ah,  froward  Clarence,  evil  it  befeems  thee 

To  flatter  Henry,  and  forfake  thy  brother! 

Yet  as  we  may,  we'll  meet  both  thee  and  Warwick. 

Come  on,  brave  foldiers,  doubt  not  of  the  day  : 

And,  that  once  gotten,  doubt  not  of  large  pay.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  IX. 

Changes  again  to  London. 

Enter  King  Henrys  Warwick,  Montague,  Clarence, 
Oxford  and  Somerfet. 

#^r.XT7H  AT  counfel,  Lords  ?  Edward  from  Belgia, 
VV    With  hafty  Germans ,  and  blunt  Hollanders, 
Hath  pafs'd  in  fafety  through  the  narrow  feas; 
And  with  his  troops  doth  march  amain  to  London ; 
And  many  giddy  people  flock  to  him. 

K.  Henry.  Let's  levy  men,  and  beat  him  back  again, 

Clar.  A  litde  fire  is  quickly  trodden  out, 
Which,  being  fuffer'd,  rivers  cannot  quench. 

PVar.  In  Warwick/hire  I  have  true-hearted  friends, 
Not  mutinous  in  peace,  yet  bold  in  war, 
Thofe  will  I  mutter  up ;  and  thou,  fon  Clarence, 
Shalt  ftir,  in  Suffolk,  Norfolk,  and  in  Kent, 
The  knights  and  gentlemen  to  come  with  thee. 
Thou,  brother  Montague,  in  Buckingham, 
Northampton,  and  in  Leiceflerfhire,  malt  find 
Men  well  inclin'd  to  hear,  what  thou  command'IL 
And  thou,  brave  Oxford,  wondrous  well  belov'd. 
In  Oxford/hire  lhalt  mufter  up  thy  friends. 
My  Sov'reign,  with  the  loving  citizens, 
(Like  to  his  Ifland  girt  with  th'  ocean, 
Or  modeft£te  circled  with  her  nymphs,) 
Shall  reft  in  London,  'till  we  come  to  him  : 
Fair  Lords,  take  leave,  and  Hand  no:  to  reply, 
Farewel,  my  Sovereign 

K.  Henry.  Farewel,  my  Hi  ft  or,  and  my  Troy's  true 
hope. 

Clar.  In  fign  of  truth,  I  kifs  your  highneli/  hand. 
K.  Henry.  Well-minded  Clarence,  be  thou  fortunate! 
Monti  Comfort,  my  Lord,  and  to  I  take  my  leave. 

Oxf. 
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Oxf.  And  thus  I  feal  my  truth,  and  bid  adieu. 
K.  Henry,  Sweet  Oxford,  and  my  loving  Montague^ 
And  all  at  once,  once  more  a  happy  fareweL 

War.  Farewel,  fweet  Lords ;  let's  meet  at  Coventry, 

[Exeunt* 

K.  Henry.  Here  at  the  palace  will  I  reft  a  while. 
Coufin  of  Exeter^  what  thinks  your  Lordfhip? 
Methinks,  the  pow'r,  that  Edward  hath  in  field, 
Should  not  be  able  to  encounter  mine. 

Exe.  The  doubt  is,  that  he  will  feduce  the  reft. 

K.  Henry.  That's  not  my  fear,  6  my  deed  hath  got 
me  fame: 

«  I  have  not  ftopt  mine  ears  to  their  demands, 

*  Nor  pofted  off  their  fuits  with  (low  delays  j 

*  My  pity  hath  been  balm  to  heal  their  wounds,* 
My  mildnefs  hath  allay *d  their  fwelling  griefs, 
My  mercy  dry'd  their  water-flowing  tears. 

I  have  not  been  defirous  of  their  wealth, 

Nor  much  oppreft  them  with  great  fubfidies, 

Nor  forward  of  revenge,  though  they  much  err'd. 

Then  why  Ihould  they  love  Edward  more  than  me? 

No,  Exeter,  thefe  graces  challenge  grace: 

And  when  the  lion  fawns  upon  the  lamb, 

The  lamb  will  never  ceafe  to  follow  him. 

[Shout  within.  A  Lancafter !  a  Lancafter ! 
Exe.  Hark,  hark,  my  Lord,  what  fhouts  are  thefe  ? 

Enter  King  Edward,  and  his  Soldiers. 

K.  Edw.  Seize  on  the  fliame-fac'd  Henry,  bear  him 
hence, 

And  once  again  proclaim  us  King  of  England. 

You  are  the  fount,  that  make  fmall  brooks  to  flow  5 

Now  (tops  thy  fpring,  my  fea  mail  fuck  them  dry, 

6   My  meed  hath  got  me  fame  :]  Meed  fignifies  reward. 

We  fhould  read  my.  deed,  i.  e.  my  manners,  conduct  in  the 
admin  titration. 

And 
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And  fwell  fo  much  the  higher,  by  their  ebb. 
Hence  with  him  to  the  Tower,  let  him  not  fpeak. 

[Ex.  with  King  Henry. 
And,  Lords,  to  Coventry  bend  we  our  courfe, 
Where  peremptory  Warwick  now  remains. 
The  fun  mines  hot ;  and  if  we  ufe  delay, 
Cold  biting  winter  mars  our  hop'd-for  hay. 

Glo.  Away  betimes,  before  his  forces  join ; 
And  take  the  great-grown  traitor  unawares  : 
Brave  warriors,  march  amain  towards  Coventry,  {Exeunt* 


ACTV.    SCENE  L 

Before  the  Town  of  Coventry. 

Enter  Warwick,  the  Mayor  of  Coventry,  tzvo  Mef* 
fengers  and  others,  upon  the  walls* 

Warwick. 

\T7HERE  is  the  Poft,  that  came  from  valiant 
VV  Oxford? 

How  far  hence  is  thy  Lord,  mine  honeft  fellow  ? 

1  Mef.  By  this  at  Dunfmore^  marching  hither-ward* 
War,  How  far  off  is  our  brother  Montague  ? 

Where  is  the  Pott*  that  came  from  Montague  ? 

2  Mef  By  this  at  Daintry^  with  a  puiflant  troop. 

Enter  Somervile. 

War.  Say,  Somervile,  what  fays  my  loving  fon  ? 
And  by  thy  guefs  how  nigh  is  Clarence  now  ? 

Somerv.  At  Southam  I  did  leave  him  with  his  forces* 
And  do  expeft  him  here  fome  two  hours  hence. 

War.  Then  Clarence  is  at  hand,  I  hear  his  drum. 

Somerv,  It  is  not  his,  my  Lord :  here  Southam  lyes : 
The  drum,  your  Honour  hears,  marcheth  from  War- 
wick* 

Vql.V,  O  War. 
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War.  Who  fhould  that  be  ?  belike,  unlook'd-for 
friends. 

Somerv.  They  are  at  han<3f  and  you  fhall  quickly 
know. 

March.  Flour jh.  Enter  K;;^  .'  -.    .  i,  Glocefter,  and 

Soldiers. 

K.Edw.  Go,  trumpet,  to  the  walls,  and  (bund  a  parte. 

Glo.  S~e,  how  the  furly  Warwick  mans  the  wall. 

War.  Oh,  unbid  fpight  I  is  fportful  Edward  come  ? 
Where  flept  our  fcouts,  or  how  are  they  fedue'd, 
That  we  could  hear  no  news  of  his  repair? 

K.  Edw.  Now,  Warwick,  wilt  thou  ope  the  city- 
gates, 

Speak  gentle  words,  and  humbly  bend  thy  knee, 
Call  Edward  King,  and  at  his  hands  beg  mercy  ? 
And  he  fhall  pardon  thee  thefe  outrages. 

War.  Nay,  rather,  wilt  thou  draw  thy  forces  hence, 
Ccnfefs  who  fet  thee  up  and  pluck'd  thee  down, 
Call  Warwick  patron,  and  be  penitent  ? 
And  thou  malt  fliil  remain  the  Duke  of  Tork. 

Glo.  i  thought,  at  leaft,  he  would  have  faid  the  King % 
Or  did  he  make  the  jeft  againft  his  will? 

War.  Is  not  a  Dukedom,  Sir,  a  goodly  gift?. 

Glo.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  for  a  poor  Earl  to  give : 
I'll  do  thee  fervice  for  fo  good  a  gift. 

War.  'Twas  I,  that  gave  the  Kingdom  to  thy 
brother. 

K.  Edw.  Why,  then  'tis  mine,  if  but  by  Warwick's 
gift. 

War.  Thou  art  no  Atlas  for  fo  great  a  weight : 
And,  Weakling,  Warwick  takes  his  gift  again  ; 
And  Henry  is  my  King,  Warwick  his  fubjecl. 

K.  Edw.  But  Warwick's  King  is  Edvjard's  prifoner: 
And,  gallant  Warwick^  do  but  anfwer  this, 
What  is  the  body  when  the  head  is  off? 

Glo,  Alas!  that  Warwick  had  no  more  fore-caft, 

But 
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But  while  he  thought  to  fteal  the  Tingle  ten, 
The  King  was  flily  finger'd  from  the  Deck: 
You  left  poor  Henry  at  the  Bifhop's  palace, 
And,  ten  to  one,  you'll  meet  him  in  the  Tower. 

K.  Edw.  Tis  even  fo ;  yet  you  are  Warwick  ftill. 

Qlo.  Come,  Warwick^  take  the  time,  kneel  down, 
kneel  down : 
Nay,  when?  ftrike  now,  or  elle  the  iron  cools. 

War.  I'd  rather  chop  this  hand  off  at  a  blow, 
•And  with  the  other  fling  it  at  thy  face, 
Than  bear  fo  low  a  fail,  to  ftrike  to  thee. 

K.  Edw.  Sail,  how  thou  canft  $  have  wind  and  tide 
thy  friend ; 

This  hand,  fail  wound  about  thy  coal-black  hair, 
Shall,  while  thy  head  is  warm  and  new  cut  off, 
Write  in  the  duft  this  fentence  with  thy  blood 
Wind-changing  Warwick  new  can  change  no  more. 

SCENE  IL 

Enter  Oxford,  with  drums  and  colours. 

War.  O  chearful  colours !  fee,  where  Oxford  comes ! 

Oxf  Oxford!  Oxford!  for  Lane  after! 

Glo.  The  gates  are  open,  let  us  enter  too. 

K.  Edw.  So  other  foes  may  fet  upon  our  backs* 
Stand  we  in  good  array    for  they,  no  doubt, 
Will  iflue  out  again  and  bid  us  battle : 
If  not,  the  city  being  of  fmall  defence, 
We'll  quickly  rouze  the  traitors  in  the  fame. 

War.  O,  welcome,  Oxford!  for  we  want  thy  help. 

Enter  Montague,  with  drum  and  colours. 

Mont.  Montague!  Montague!  for  Lancqjler. 

G/^.Thou,  and  thy  brother  both,  (hall  buy  this  treafon 
Ev'n  with  the  deareft  blood  your  bodies  bear. 

K.  Edw.  The  harder  match'd,  the  greater  victory  3 
My  mind  prefageth  happy  gain  and  conqueft, 

O  %  Enter 
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Enter  Somerfet,  with  drum  and  colours. 

Som.  Somerfet!  Somerfet!  for  Lamqfter. 

Glo.  Two  of  thy  name,  both  Dukes  of  Somerfet^ 
Have  fold  their  lives  unto  the  houfe  of  Tork^ 
And  thou  /halt  be  the  third,  if  this  fword  hold. 

Enter  Clarence,  with  drum  and  colours. 

War.  And  lo!  where  George  of  Clarence  fwecps 
along, 

Of  force  enough  to  bid  his  brother  battle : 

With  whom  an  upright  zeal  to  right  prevails 

More  than  the  nature  of  a  brother's  love. 

Come,  Clarence,  come*  thou  wilt,  if  Warwick  call.  — * 

[_A  Parley  is  founded  \  Richard  and  Clarence  whifper 
together  •,  and  then  Clarence  takes  his  red  rofc  out 
of  his  hat,  and  throws  it  at  Warwick.] 

Clar.  Father  of  Warwick,  know  you  what  this  means? 
Look,  here,  I  throw  my  infamy  at  thee : 
I  will  not  ruinate  my  father's  houfe, 
Who  gave  his  blood  to  lime  the  flones  together, 
And  fetup  Lancafter.  Why,  trow'ft  thou,  Warwick* 
That  Clarence  is  io  harfh,  fo  blunt,  unnatural, 
To  bend  the  fatal  inftruments  of  war 
Againft  his  brother,  and  his  lawful  King? 
Perhaps,  thou  wilt  object  my  holy  oath  : 
To  keep  that  oath  were  more  impiety, 
Tnan  Jepthah's,  when  he  facrifie'd  his  daughter, 
I  am  fo  lorry  for  my  trefpafs  made, 
That,  to  deferve  well  at  my  brother's  hands, 
I  here  proclaim  myfeif  thy  mortal  foe  : 
With  refolution,  wherefoe'er  I  meet  thee, 
(As  I  will  meet  thee,  if  thou  ftir  abroad,) 
To  plague  thee  for  thy  foul  mif-leading  me. 
And  fo,  proud- hearted  Warwick,  I  defie  thee, 
And  to  my  brother  turn  my  blulhing  cheeks. 
Pardon  me,  Edward^  I  will  make  amends : 

And, 
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And,  Richard,. do  not  frown  upon  my  faults; 
For  I  will  henceforth  be  no  more  unconftant. 

K.  Edw.,  Now  welcome  more,  and  ten  times  more 
belov'd, 

Than  if  thou  never  hadft  defervM  our  hate. 

Glo.  Welcome,  good  Clarence,  this  is  brother-like. 
War.  O  palling  traitor,  perjjr'd  and  unjuft! 
K.  Edw.  What,  Warwick,  wilt  thou  leave  the  town 
and  fight? 

Or  mall  we  beat  the  (tones  about  thine  ears  ? 

War.  Alas,  I  am  not  coop'd  here  for  defence : 
I  will  away  towards  Barnet  prefently, 
And  bid  thee  battel,  Edward,  if  thou  dar'ft. 

K.  Edw.  Yes,  Warwick,  Edward  dares,  and  leads 
the  way : 

Lords,  to  the  field ;  St.  George  and  victory !  [Exeunt. 
March.  Warwick  and  bis  Company  follow. 

S     C     E     N     E  III. 

A  Field  of  Battle  near  Barnet. 

Ahrum  and  Excurftons.   Enter  Edward^  bringing  forth 
Warwick  wounded. 

K.Edw.OOy  lye  thou  there:  die  thou,  and  die  our 

^       Fear ; 
For  Warwick  was  a  bug,  that  fcar'd  us  all. 
Now,  Montague,  fit  faft,  1  feek  for  thee ; 
Th^t  Warwick's  bones  may  keep  thine  company.  [Exit. 

War.  Ah,  who  is  nigh  ?  come  to  me,  friend,  or  foe, 
And  tell  me,  who  is  victor,  Tork,  or  Warwick  ? 
Why  ask  I  that  ?  my  mangled  body  mews, 
My  blood,  my  want  of  ftrengch,  my  fick  heart  mews, 
That  I  muft  yield  my  body  to  the  earth, 
And,  by  my  Fall,  the  Conqueft  to  my  foe. 
Thus  yields  the  Cedar  to  the  ax's  edge, 
Whole  arms  gave  fhelter  to  the  princely  eagle ; 

O  3  Under 
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Under  whofe  made  the  ramping  lion  flept, 

Whofe  top  branch  over-peer'd  Jove's  fpreading  tree, 

And  kept  low  fhrubs  from  winter's  pow'rful  wind. 

Thefe  eyes,  that  now  aredim'd  with  death's  black  veil, 

Have  been  as  piercing  as  the  mid-day  Sun, 

To  fearch  the  fecret  treafons  of  the  world. 

The  wrinkles  in  my  brow,  now  fill'd  with  blood, 

Were  lik'ned  oft  to  kingly  fepuichres: 

For  who  liv'd  King,  but  I  could  dig  his  grave  ? 

And  who  durft  fmile,  when  Warwick  bent  his  brow  ? 

Lo !  now  my  glory  fmear'd  in  duft  and  blood, 

My  parks,  my  walks,  my  manors  that  I  had, 

Ev'n  now  forfake  me-,  and  of  all  my  lands 

Is  nothing  left  me,  but  my  body's  length. 

Why,  what  is  pomp,  rule,  reign,  but  earth  and  dud:  ? 

And  live  we  how  we  can,  yet  die  we  muft. 

Enter  Oxford  and  Somerfet. 

Som.  Ah,  Warwick,  Wanvick,  were  thou  as  we  are, 
"We  might  recover  all  our  lofs  again : 
The  Queen  from  France  hath  brought  a  puifTant  Pow'r ; 
Ev'n  now  we  heard  the  news:  ah,  could'ft  thou  fly! 

War.  Why,  then  I  would  not  fly.— Ah,  Montague^ 
If  thou  be  there,  fweet  brother,  take  my  hand, 
And  with  thy  lips  keep  in  my  foul  a  while. 
Thou  lov'ft  me  not    for,  brother,  if  thou  didft, 
Thy  tears  would  warn  this  ccld  congealed  blood, 
That  glews  my  lips,  and  will  not  let  me  fpeak. 
Come  quickly,  Montague,  or  I  am  dead. 

Som.  Ah  Warwick,  Montague  hath  breath'd  hislaft, 
And  to  the  lateft  galp  cry'd  out  for  Warwick: 
And  faid,  Commend  me  to  my  valiant  brother. 
And  more  he  would  have  faid,  and  more  he  lpoke, 
1  Which  founded  like  a  clamour  in  a  vault, 

That 

i  Which  founded  like  a  cannon  in  a  vault ,]  The  old  quarto 
Kads  clamour,  which  is  undoubtedly  right,  /.  e.  a  clamour  of 

tongues, 
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That  might  not  be  diftinguifh'd  ;  but  at  taft 
I  well  might  hear  (Jeliver'd  wirh  a  groan, 
O,  farewel,  War  wick  I  - 

War.  Svveetly  reft  his  foul! 
Fly,  lords,  and  fave  yourfelves ;  for  Warwick  bids 
You  all  farewel,  to  meet  again  in  heaven.        [D  es. 

Oxf  Away,  away,  to  meet  the  Queen's  great  power, 
[They  bear  away  bis  Body,  and  Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Changes  to  another  Part  of  the  Field, 

Flcurifh.    Enter  King  Edward  in  triumph ;  with 
Glocefter,  Clarence,  and  the  reft. 

K.  £^.TpHUS  far  our  fortune  keeps  an  upward 

A  courfe, 
And  we  are  grae'd  with  wreaths  of  viffory. 
But,  in  the  midft  of  this  bright-mining  day, 
I  fpy  a  black,  fufpicious,  threat'ning  cloud* 
That  will  encounter  with  our  glorious  Sun, 
Ere  he  attain  his  eafeful  weftern  bed : 
I  mean,  my  lords,  thofe  Powers,  that  the  Queen 
Hath  rais'd  in  Gallia,  have  arriv'd  our  Coaft, 
And,  as  we  hear,  march  on  to  fight  with  us. 

Clar.  A  little  gale  will  foon  difperfe  that  cloud, 
And  blow  it  to  the  fource  from  whence  it  came. 
Thy  very  beams  will  dry  thofe  vapours  up  j 
For  every  cloud  engenders  not  a  itorm. 

Glo.  The  Queen  is  valued  thirty  thoufand  ftrong* 
And  Somerfet,  with  Oxford,  fled  to  her. 
If  Ihe  hath  time  to  breathe,  be  well  aflfur'd, 
Her  faction  will  be  full  as  ftrong  as  ours. 

tongues,  which,  as  he  fays,  could  not  be  difiinguijbed.  This  was  a 
pertinent  fimilitude :  The  other  abfurd,  and  neither  agrees  with 
what  is  predicated  of  it,  nor  with  what  it  is  intended  to  iiluitr?ue. 

O  4  K.  Edw. 
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K.Edw.  We  are  advertis'd  by  our  loving  friends^ 
That  they  do  hold  their  courfe  tow'rd  fewksbury. 
We  having  now  the  bed  at  Barnet  field, 
Will  thither  ftraight;  for  willingnefs  rids  way  : 
And  as  we  march,  our  ftrength  will  be  augmented 
In  every  county  as  we  go  along : 
Strike  up  the  Drum,  cry,  courage !  and  away.  [Exeunt. 

S      C      E      N      E  V. 

Changes  to  Tewksbury. 

March.    Enter  the  Queen,  Prince  of  Wales,  Somerfet, 
Oxford,  and  Soldiers. 

Queen,  jf*1  R  E  AT  lords,  wife  men  ne'er  fit  and  wail 

vJ        their  lofs, 
But  chearly  feek  how  to  redrefs  their  harms. 
What  though  the  mad  be  now  blown  over-board, 
The  cable  broke,  the  holding-anchor  loir, 
And  half  our  failors  fwallow'd  in  the  flood  ? 
Yet  lives  our  Pilot  ftill.    Is't  meet,  that  he 
Should  leave  the  helm,  and,  like  a  fearful  lad, 
With  tear-ful  eyes  add  water  to  the  fea; 
And  give  more  ftrength  to  That  which  hath  too  muchr 
While  in  his  moan  the  Ihip  fplits  on  the  rock, 
Which  induftry  and  courage  might  have  fav'd? 
Ah,  what  a  fhame!  ah,  what  a  fault  were  this ! 
Say,  Warwick  was  our  anchor ;  what  of  that? 
And  Montague  our  top-maft;  what  of  him  ? 
Our  fiaughter'd  friends,  the  tackle;  what  of  thefe? 
Why,  is  not  Oxford  here  another  anchor? 
And  Somerfet  another  goodly  maft  ? 
The  friends  of  France  our  fhrouds  and  tacklings  ftill  ? 
And  though  unskilful,  why  not  Ned  and  I 
For  once  allow'd  the  skilful  pilot's  charge  ? 
We  will  not  from  the  helm  to  fit  and  weep, 

But 
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But  keep  our  courfe  (though  the  rough  wind  fay,  no,) 
From  fhelves  and  rocks  that  threaten  us  with  wreck  : 
As  good  to  chide  the  waves,  as  fpeak  them  fair. 
And  what  is  Edward,  but  a  ruthlefs  fea? 
What  Clarence,  but  a  quick-land  of  deceit? 
And  Richard,  but  a  ragged  fatal  rock  ? 
All  thefe,  the  enemies  to  our  poor  Bark. 
Say,  you  can  fwim-,  alas,  'tis  but  a  while; 
Tread  on  the  fand  ;  why,  there  you  quickly  fink  : 
Beftride  the  rock  ;  the  tide  will  wafh  you  off, 
Or  elfe  you  famifh,  that's  a  three- fold  death. 
This  fpeak  I,  lords,  to  let  you  underftand, 
In  cafe  fome  one  of  you  would  fly  from  us, 
That  there's  no  hop'd-for  mercy  with  the  brothers, 
More  than  with  ruthlefs  waves,   with  fands,  and 
rocks. 

Why,  courage,  then!  what  cannot  be  avoided, 
'Twere  childifh  weaknefs  to  lament,  or  fear. 

Prince.  Methinks,  a  woman  of  this  valiant  fpirit 
Should,  if  a  coward  heard  her  fpeak  thefe  words, 
Infufe  his  breaft  with  magnanimity, 
And  make  him,  naked,  foil  a  man  at  arms, 
I  fpeak  not  this,  as  doubting  any  here: 
For  did  I  but  fufpect  a  fearful  man, 
He  mould  have  leave  to  go  away  betimes  5 
Left,  in  our  Need,  he  might  infect  another, 
And  make  him  of  like  fpirit  to  himfelf. 

If  any  fuch  be  here,  (as,  God  forbid  I) 

Let  him  depart  before  we  need  his  help. 

Oxf.  Women  and  children  of  fo  high  a  courage? 

And  warriors  faint  I  why,  'twere  perpetual  fhamc. 

Oh,  brave  young  Prince!  thy  famous  Grandfather 

Doth  live  again  in  thee ;  long  may9fl  thou  live, 

To  bear  his  image,  and  renew  his  glories! 

Som.  And  he,  that  will  not  fight  for  fuch  a  hope, 

Go  home  to  bed,  and,  like  the  owl  by  day, 

If  he  arife,  be  mock'd  and  wonder'd  at, 

§hceett. 
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Queen.  Thanks,  gentle  Somerfet;  fweet  Oxford, 

thanks. 

Prince.  And  take  his  thanks,  that  yet  hath  nothing 
elfe. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

MeJJ]  Prepare  you,  lords,  for  Edward  is  at  hand, 
Ready  to  fight-,  tnerefore  be  refolute. 

Oicf  I  thought  no  lefs ;  it  is  his  policy, 
To  hade  thus  faft  to  find  us  unprovided. 

$om.  But  he's  decei\*di  we  are  in  readinefs. 

§u.ecn.   This  cheers  my  heart,  to  fee  your  for- 
wardnefs. 

Qxf.  Here  pitch  our  battle,  hence  we  will  not  budge. 

S     C    E     N    E  VI. 

March.    Enter  King  Edward,  Gloucefter,  Clarence, 

and  Soldiers. 

K.  Edw.  Brave  followers,  yonder  (lands  the  thorny 
wood, 

Which,  by  the  heavVs  afliftance  and  your  ftrength, 

Mult  by  the  roots  be  hewn  up  yet  ere  night. 

I  need  not  add  more  fuel  to  your  fire, 

(For,  well  I  wot,  ye  blaze,)  to-  burn  them  out: 

Give  iignal  to  the  fight,  and  to  it,  lords. 

Queen.  Lords,  Knights,  and  Gentlemen,  what  I 
fhould  fay, 

My  tears  gain-fay ;  for  every  wed  T  ^eak, 

Ye  lee,  I  drink  the  water  of  my  eye: 

Therefore  no  more  but  this ;  Henry*  your  Sov'reign, 

Is  prifoner  to  the  foe,  his  State  ufurp'd, 

His  Realm  a  Daughter- houfe,  his  fubjecls  flain, 

His  Statutes  cancefl'd,  i  id  his  Treaiwre  fpent: 

And  yonder  is  the  wolf,  that  makes  this  fpoil. 

You  fight  in  juftice:  then,  in  God's  name,  lords, 

Be  valiant,  and  give  fignal  to  the  battel. 

dhrm* 
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jilarm.  Retreat,  Excurfions.  Both  Parties  go  out. 

Re-Enter  King  Edward,  Gloucefter,  Clarence,  £sfc# 
The  Queen,  Oxford,  and  Somerfet,  Prifoners. 

K.  Edw.  Now  here's  a  period  of  tumultuous  broils. 
Away  with  Oxford  to  Hatntnes-cMe  ftraight: 
For  Somerfet)  off  with  his  guilty  head. 
Go,  bear  them  hence;  I  will  not  hear  them  fpeak. 

Oxf.  For  my  part,  111  not  trouble  thee  with  words. 

Som.  Nor  I,  but  Itoop  with  patience  to  my  fortune. 

[  Exeunt. 

Queen.  So  part  we  fadly  in  this  troublous  world, 
To  meet  with  joy  in  fweet  Jerufalem. 

K.  Edw.  Is  Proclamation  made,  that  who  finds 
Edward, 

Shall  have  a  high  reward,  and  he  his  life  ? 

Glo.  It  is,  and,  lo  1  where  youthful  Edward  comes. 

Enter  the  Prince  of  Wales. 

K.  Edw.  Bring  forth  the  Gallant,  let  us  hear  him 
fpeak. 

What  ?  can  fo  young  a  thorn  begin  to  prick  ? 
Edward,  what  fatisfadlion  canft  thou  make, 
For  bearing  arms,  for  ftirring  up  my  Subjects, 
And  all  the  trouble  thou  haft  turn'd  me  to  ? 

Prince.  Speak  like  a  Subject,  proud  ambitious  York. 
Suppofe,  that  I  am  now  my  father's  mouth ; 
Refign  thy  Chair  5  and,  where  I  ftand,  kneel  thou, 
Whilft  I  propofe  the  felf-fame  words  to  thee, 
Which,  Traitor,  thou  wouldft  have  me  anfwer  to. 

Queen.  Ah!  that  thy  father  had  been  lb  refolv'd! 

Glo.  That  you  might  ftill  have  worn  the  petticoat, 
And  ne'er  have  ftoPn  the  breech  from  Lancafter. 

Prince.  Let  JEfop  fable  in  a  winter's  night, 
His  currifh  riddles  fort  not  with  this  place. 

Glo.  By  heaven.  Brat,  I'll  plague  ye  for  that  word. 

Qlteen* 
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Queen.  Ay,  thou  waft  born  to  be  a  plague  to  men. 
Glo.  For  God's  fake,  take  away  this  captive  fcold. 
Prince.  Nay,  take  away  this  feolding  crook-back 
rather. 

K  Edw.  Peace,  wilful  boy,  or  I  will  charm  your 
tongue. 

Cla  Untutored  lad,  thou  art  too  malapert. 

Prince.  I  know  my  duty,  you're  undutiful : 
Lafcivious  Edwa;  d,  and  thou  perjur'd  George^ 
A,.d  tnou  mif-ftupen  Dick,  I  tell  ye  all, 
I  am  your  BcttCG,  Traitors  as  ye  are: 
And  thou  ufurp'i't  my  Father's  Right  and  mine. 

Glo.  jj  Take  that,  thou  likenefs  of  this  railer  here. 

[Stabs  him. 

K.  Edw.  And  take  thou  that,  to  end  thy  agony. 

[Edward ftabs  him, 
Clar.  And  there's  for  twitting  me  with  perjury. 

[Clarence  ftabs  him. 

Queen.  Oh,  kill  me  too! 

Glo.  Vlarry,  and  fhdll.   [Offers  to  kill  her. 

K.  Edw.  Hold,  Richard^  hold  \  for  we  have  done 
too  much. 

Glo.  Why  mould  me  live,  to  fill  the  world  with 
words  ? 

K.  Edw.  Whai?  doth  me  fwoon?  ufe  means  for  her 
recov'ry. 

Glo.  Clarence  excufe  me  to  the  King  my  brother: 
I'll  hence  to  London  on  a  ferious  matter. 
Ere  ve  come  there,  be  lure  to  hear  fome  news. 

Clar.  What?  what? 

Glo.  The  Tower,  man,  the  Tower  /■  "Pll  root 
'em  out.  [Exit. 

Queen.  Oa  Ned,  fweet  Ned!  fpeak  to  thy  mother, 
Boy. 

Canft  thou  not  fpeak ?  O  traitors,  murderers! 
They,  that  ftubb'd  Gefar,  fhed  no  blood  at  all ; 
Did  not  offend,  and  were  not  worthy  blame, 

If 
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If  this  foul  deed  were  by,  to  equal  it. 
He  was  a  man    this  (in  refpect)  a  child  ; 
And  men  ne'er  fpend  their  fury  on  a  child, 
What's  worfe  than  murtherer,  that  I  may  name  it? 
No,  no,  my  heart  will  burft,  and  if  I  fpeak  ■  ■ 
And  I  will  fpeak,  that  fo  my  heart  may  burft. 
Butchers  and  villains,  bloody  canibals, 
How  fweet  a  plant  have  you  untimely  cropt ! 
You  have  no  children.  Butchers;  if  you  had, 
The  thought  of  them  would  have  ftirr'd  up  remorfe ; 
But  if  you  ever  chance  to  have  a  child, 
Look  in  his  youth  to  have  him  fo  cut  off; 
As,  Deathfmen  1  you  have  rid  this  fweet  young  Prince. 
K.  Edw.  Away  with  her,  go  bear  her  hence  by 
force. 

Queen.  Nay,  never  bear  me  hence,  difpatch  me 
here: 

Here  flieath  thy  fword,  I'll  pardon  thee  my  death : 
What?  wilt  thou  not?  then,  Clarence,  doit  thou. 
Clar.  By  heav'n,  I  will  not  do  thee  fo  much  eafe* 
Queen.  Good  Clarence,  do ;  fweet  Clarence,  do  thou 
do  it. 

Clar.  Didft  thou  not  hear  me  fwear,  I  would  not 
do  it  ? 

Quern.  Ay,  but  thou  ufeft  to  forfwear  thyfelf : 
JTwas  fin  before,  but  now  'tis  charity. 
What,  wilt  thou  not  ?  where  is  that  Devil's  butcher3 
Richard?  hard-favour'd  Richard,  where  art  thou  : 
Thou  art  not  here:  Murther  is  thy  Alms-deed. 
Petitioner  for  blood  thou  ne'er  put'ft  back. 

K.  Edw.  Away,  I  fay;  I  charge  ye,  bear  her 
hence. 

Queen.  So  come  to  you  and  yours,  as  to  this  Prince ! 

[Exit  Queen, 

K.  Edw.  Where's  Richard  gone? 
Clar.  To  London  all  in  poft    and,  as  I  guefs, 
To  make  a  bloody  fupper  in  the. Tower* 

K.  Edw. 
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K.  Edzv.  He's  fudden,  if  a  thing  comes  in  his 

head. 

Now  march  we  hence,  difcharge  the  common  fort 
With  pay  and  thanks,  and  let's  away  to  London  ; 
And  fee  our  gentle  Qjeen,  how  well  me  fares; 
By  this,  I  hope,  ihe  hath  a  Ton  for  me.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  VII. 
Changes  to  the  'Tower  of  London. 

Enter  King  Henry,  and  Gloucefter,  with  the  Lieutenant 
on  the  Tower  IValls. 

G/^./^OOD  day,  my  lord;  what!  at  your  book 
VJT  fohard? 
K.  Henry.  Ay,  my  good  lord;  my  lord,  I  mould 
fay  rather; 
*Tis  fin  to  flatter,  good  was  little  better: 
Good  GWfter^  and  good  devil,  were  alike, 
And  both  prepoft'rous ;  therefore,  not  good  lord. 
Glo.  Sir,  leave  us  to  ourfelves,  we  mud  confer. 

[Exit  Lieutenant, 

K.  Henry.  So  flies  the  wreaklefs  fhepherd  from 
the  wolf. 

So  firft  the  harmlefs  flock  doth  yield  his  fleece, 
And  next  his  throat,  unto  the  butcher's  knife. 
J  What  fcene  of  death  hath  Richard  now  to  act? 

Glo.  Sufpicion  always  haunts  the  guilty  mind; 
The  thief  doth  fear  each  bum  an  officer. 

K.  Henry.  The  bird  that  hath  been  limed  in  a  bum, 
"With  trembling  wings  mif-doubteth  ev'ry  bufh; 
And  I,  the  haplefs  male  to  one  fweet  bird, 
Have  now  the  fatal  object  in  my  eye, 

2  What  fcene  of  dtath  bath  Roscius  no<w  to  a£l?*\  Rofciut 
Was  certainly  put  for  Richard  by  fome  fimple  conceited  player, 
who  had  heard  of  Rofcius  and  of  Rome ;  but  did  not  know  that  he 
wus  an  Actor  in  Comedy,  not  in  Tragedy. 

Where 
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Where  my  poor  young  was  iim'd,  was  caught,  and 
kill'd. 

Glo.  Why,  what  a  peevifh  fool  was  that  of  Crete  f 
That  taught  his  Ion  the  office  of  a  fowl  ? 
And  vet,  for  all  his  wings,  the  fool  was  drown'd. 

K.  Henry.  I,  Dedalus\  my  poor  boy,  Icarus-, 
Thy  father,  Minos  that  deny'd  ourcourfe; 
The  Sun,  that  fear'd  the  wings  of  my  fwe'et  boy, 
Thy  brother  Edward;  and  thyfelf,  the  fea, 
Whofe  envious  gulph  did  fwallow  up  his  life. 
Ah,  kill  me  with  thy  weapon,  not  with  words ; 
My  bread  can  better  brook  thy  dagger's  point, 
Than  can  my  ears  that  tragick  hiftory. 
But  wherefore  doft  thou  come?  Is't  for  my  lifer 

Glo.  Think'ft  thou,  I  am  an  executioner  ? 

K.  Henry.  A  perfecutor,  I  am  fure,  thou  art ; 
If  murth'ring  innocents  be  executing, 
Why,  then  thou  art  an  executioner. 

Glo.  Thy  fon  I  kill'd  for  his  prefumption. 

K.Henry.  Hadft  thou  been  kill'd,  when,fifjl  thou 
didft  prefume, 
Thou  had'ft  not  liv'd  to  kill  a  fon  of  mine. 
And  thus  I  prophefie,  that  many  a  thoufand, 
Which  now  miftruft  no  parcel  of  my  fear, 
And  many  an  old  man's  figh,  and  many  a  widow's, 
And  many  an  orphan's  water-ftanding  eye, 
(Men  for  their  fons,  wives  for  their  husbands'  fate, 
And  orphans  for  their  parents'  timelefs  death,) 
Shall  rue  the  hour  that  ever  thou  wall  born. 
The  owl  fhriek'd  at  thy  birth,  an  evil  fign; 
The  night- crow  cry'd,  a  boding  lucklefs  Tune ; 
Dogs  howl'd,  and  hideous  tempeft  fhook  down  trees  -s 
3  The  raven  croak'd  hoarfe  on  the  chimney's  top, 
And  chattering  pyes  in  difmal  difcords  fung : 
Thy  mother  felt  more  than  a  mother's  pain, 


3  The  raven  rook'o  hex]  What  is  rnRd  her?  Read, 
crqak'd  hoarse, 
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And  yet  brought  forth  lefs  than  a  mother's  hope, 

To  wit,  an  indigefted  deform'd  lump, 

Not  like  the  fruit  of  fuch  a  goodly  tree. 

Teeth  hadft  thou  in  thy  head  when  thou  waft  bora, 

To  fignify,  thou  cam'it  to  bite  the  world; 

And,  if  the  reft  be  true  which  I  have  heard, 

Thou  cam'ft  into  the  World  with  thy  Legs  forward. 

GIo.  HI  hear  no  more:  die  Prophet  in  thyfpeechi 

[Stabs  bim. 
For  this,  amongft  the  reft,  was  I  ordainU 

K.  Henry.  Ay,  and  for  much  more  (laughter  after 

0  God  !  forgive  my  fin?,  and  pardon  thee.  [Dies. 
Glo.  What!  will  th*  afpiring  blood  of  Lancafter 

Sink  in  the  ground?  I  thought,  it  would  have  mounted. 
See,  how  my  fword  weeps  for  the  poor  King's  death ? 

0,  may  fuch  purple  tears  be  always  fried, 

From  thole  who  wiih  the  Downfall  of  our  Houfe. 

If  any  fpark  of  life  be  yet  remaining, 

Down,  down  to  hell,  and  fay,  I  fent  thee  thither: 

[Stabs  bim  again '« 

1,  that  have  neither  pity,  love,  nor  tear.' 
Indeed,  'tis  true,  that  Henry  told  me  of: 
For  I  have  often  heard  my  mother  fay, 

1  came  into  the  world  with  my  legs  forward. 
Had  I  not  reafon,  think  ye,  to  make  hafte, 
And  leek  their  ruin  that  ulurp'd  our  right  ? 
Tne  midwife  wondcr'd,  and  the  women  cry'd, 
O,  Jeius  olefs  us,  he  is  born  with  teeth ! 

And  fo  I  was*,  which  plainly  fignify'd 

Tnat  I  fhould  fnarle,  and  bite,  and  play  the  dog: 

Then,  fmce  the  heav'ns  have  ftiap'd  my  body  fo9 

Let  hell  make  crook'd  my  mind,  to  anfwer  it. 

I  had  no  fatner,  I  am  like  no  father. 

1  have  no  brother,  I  am  like  no  brother; 

And  in  is  word  Love,  which  grey-beards  call  divine, 

Be  rtiident  in  men  like  one  another, 

And 
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And  not  in  me :  I  am  myfelf  alone.-  1 

Clarence,  beware    thou  keep'fl:  me  from  the  light  \ 

But  I  will  fort  a  pitchy  day  for  thee  : 

For  I  will  buz  abroad  fuch  Prophecies, 

That  Edward  mall  be  fearful  of  his  life, 

And  then  to  purge  his  fear,  I'll  be  thy  death. 

King  Henry \  and  the  Prince  his  fon,  are  gone  5 

Clarence^  thy  turn  is  next,  and  then  the  red  j 

Counting  myfelf  but  bad,  till  I  be  beft. 

I'll  throw  thy  body  in  another  room  \ 

And  triumph,  Henry  \  in  the  day  of  doom.  [Exit* 

SCENE  VIII. 
The  Palace  mLONDO N. 

Enter  King  Edward,  Queen,  Clarence,  Gloucefler* 
Haftings,  Nurfe  and  Attendants, 

K.  Edw.  f~\NCfi  more  we  fit  on  England**  royal 

M  Throne, 
Re-purchas'd  with  the  blood  of  enemies : 
What  valiant  foe-men,  like  to  autumn's  corn, 
Have  we  mow'd  down  in  top  of  all  their  pride  ? 
Three  Dukes  of  So?nerfet,  threefold  renown'd 
For  hardy  and  undoubted  champions: 
Two  Cliffords,  as  the  father  and  the  fon  ; 
And  two  Northumberlands  \  two  braver  men 
Ne'er  fpurr'd  their  Courfers  at  the  trumpet's  found. 
With  them  the  two  brave  bears,  Warwick  and  Men* 
tague^ 

That  in  their  chains  fetter'd  the  kingly  Lion, 
And  made  the  foreft  tremble  when  they  roar'd. 
Thus  have  we  fwept  Sufpicion  from  our  Seat, 
And  made  our  fooftool  of  Security. 
Come  hither,  Befs,  and  let  me  kifs  my  boy : 
Young  Ned,  for  thee,  thine  Uncles  and  myfelf 
Have  in  our  armours  watch'd  the  winter-night  5 
Vol.  V,  P  Wen* 
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Went  all  a-foot  in  fummer's  fcalding  heat; 
That  thou  might'ft  repciTefs  the  Crown  in  peace  5 
And  of  our  laoours  thoti  fhak  reap  the  gain.       »  .-.r^ 
Glo.  I'll  blaft  his  harveft,  if  your  head  were! 
laid, 

For  yet  I  am  not  looked  on  in  the  world, 
This  moulder  wasordain'd  fo  thick,  to  heave;  ydjide. 
And  heave  it  mall  fome  weight,  or  break  my  I 
back;  /"  '  ! 

Work  thou  the  way,  and  that  fhall  execute,  j 
X.  Edzi\  Clarence  and  Glo*Jter,  love  my  lovely 
Queen 

And  kifs  your  princely  Nephew,  Brothers  both. 

Oar.  The  duty,  that  I  owe  your  Majefty, 
I  leal  upon  the  lips  of  this  fweet  Babe. 

Queen.  Thanks,  noble  Clarence ;  worthy  brother, 
thanks. 

Glo.  And  that  I  love  the  tree,  from  whence  thou 
fonuig'fL 


Witnefs  tbelovins  kifs  I  rite  the  fruit,- 
To  fay  the  truth,  ib  Judas  kifs'd  his  matter;  ) 
And  cry'J,  ail  hail!  when  as  he  mean;  zWSAfi&t, 
harm.  3 
K.  Ed^c.  Now  am  I  feated  as  my  foul  delights, 
Havi-g  my  Country's  Peace  and  Brothers'  Loves. 
Clar.  What  will  your  Grace  have  done  with  Afar* 
garei  ? 

Reignier  her  father  to  the  King  of  France 
Hath  pawn'd  the  Sicils  and  J:nid:ilem\ 
And  hither  have  they  lent  it  for  her  ranfom. 

K.  Ediv.  Away  with  her,  and  waft  her  hence  to 
France. 

And  now  what  refts  but  that  we  fpend  the  time 
With  (lately  Triumphs,  mirrhful  Comick  Shows, 
Such  as  befit  the  pleafure  of  the  Court? 
Sound,  drums  and  trumpets;  farewel,  fow'r  Annoy! 
For  here,  I  hope,  begins  our  lading  Joy. 

[Exeunt  cwnes. 
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.Dramatis  Perfonae-. 


KING  Edward. IV.  .  ' 

Howard  Prince  of  Wales*  afterwards.  1-  -  *■* 
Edward  V,  i-Sons  to  Edward  IV. 

Richard,  Duke:  of  York,  J  > 

George  Duke  of  Clarence,  -Brother  to  Edward  IV. 

Richard,  Duke  a/Glouceftcr,  Brother  to  Edward  IV.  afterwards 

King  Richard  III. 
Cardinal,  Archbifbop  of  York. 
Duke  of  Buckingham. 
Duke  of  Norfolk. 

Earl  of  Surrey.  "  * 

Marquifs  of  Dorfet,  Son  to  Queen  Elizabeth* 

Earl  Rivers,  Brother  to  the  Queen. 

Lord  Gray,  Son  to  Queen  Elizabeth. 

Earl  of  Richmond,  afterwards  King  Henry  VII. 

Bi/bop  of  Ely. 

JLord  Haftings, 

Sir  Thomas  Vaughan. 

Sir  Richard  Ratcliff,  1 

Lord  Lovel,  >  Friends  to  the  Duke  of  Gloucefter; 

Catesby,  ) 

Sir  James  Tyrrel,  a  Villain. 

Thomas,   Lord  Stanley,  Lord  Steward  of  K.  Edward  IVth's 

Houfehold,  afterwards  Earl  of  Derby. 
Earl  of  Oxford, 


Sir  Chriltopher  Urfwick,  a  Brief* 

Elizabeth,  Queen  of  Edward  IV. 
Queen  Margaret,  W ' idonv  of  Henry  VI. 

.Anne,  Widow  of  Edward  Prince  of  Wales,  Son  to  Henry  VI. 
afterwards  married  to  the  Duke  of  Gloucefler. 

Dut chefs  of  York,  Mother  to  Edward  IV.  Clarence,  and  Rich- 
ard 111. 

Sheriff,  Purfuivant,  Citizens,  Ghofls  of  thofe  murdered  fy 
Richard  III.  with  Soldiers,  and  other  Attendants* 


Sir  Wiiliam  Brandon,  f 
Brakenbury,  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower. 
Two  Children  of  the  Duke  of  Clarence. 
Lord  Mayor. 


Friends  to  the  Earl  of  Richmond « 
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ACTL    SCENE  I. 

The  COURT. 

Enter  Richard  Duke  of  Gloucefter  folus. 
•  >OW  is  the  Winter  of  cur  Difcontent 


£r*5i£$  Made  glorious  Summer  by  this  Sun  of 

York  : 

And  all  the  clouds ,  that  lowr'd  upon  our 
Houfe, 

In  the  deep  bofom  of  the  Ocean  bury'd. 

Now  are  our  brows  bound  with  victorious  wreaths, 

Our  bruifed  arms  hungup  for  monuments; 

Our  ftern  Alarums  chang'd  to  merry  meetings ; 

Our  dreadful  Marches  to  delightful  meafures. 

Grim-vifag'd  War  hath  fmooth'd  his  wrinkled  front  % 

And  now,  inftead  of  mounting  barbed  deeds 

1  To  fright  the  fouls  of  fearful  adverfaries, 

He  capers  nimbly  in  a  lady's  chamber, 

i  To  fright  the  souls}  This  may  be  right.  Bat  I  rather 
think  Shake/pear  wrote  the  foule,  Trench »,  the  crowd  or  multi- 
tude fanning  away  in  a  rout  or  confufion. 

P  3  Ta 
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To  the  lafcivious  pleafing  of  a  lute. 
But  I,  that  am  not  fhap'd  for  fportive  tricks, 
Nor  made  to  court  an  am'rous  looking-glafs,- — 
I,  that  am  rudely  ftampt,  and  want  love's  majefty. 
To  ftrut  before  a  wanton,  ambling  Nymph  -9 
I,  that  am  curtail'd  of  this  fair  proportion, 
a  Cheated  of  feature  by  duTembling  nature, 
Deform'd,  unfininYd,  fent  before  my  time 
Into  this  breathing  world,  fcarce  half  made  up  j 
And  that  fo  lamely  and  unfafhionably, 
That  dogs  bark  at  me,  as  I  halt  by  them : 
Why  I,  (in  this  weak  piping  time  of  peace) 
Have  no  delight  to  pais  away  the  time  ; 
Unlefs  to  fpy  my  fhadow  in  the  Sun, 
And  defcant  on  mine  own  deformity. 
And  therefore,  fince  I  cannot  prove  a  lover, 
To  entertain  thefe  fair  well-fpoken  days, 
I  am  determined  to  prove  a  villain, 
And  hate  the  idle  pleafures  of  thefe  days. 
Plots  have  I  laid,  inductions  dangerous, 
By  drunken  prophefies,  libels,  and  dreams, 
To  fet  my  brother  Clarence  and  the  King 
In  deadly  hate,  the  one  againft  the  other: 
And,  if  King  3  Edward  be  as  true  and  juft, 
As  1  am  fubtle,  falfe  and  treacherous, 
This  day  mould  Clarence  clofely  be  mew'd  up; 
About  a  Prophefy,  which  fays,  that  G 
Of  Edward's  Heirs  the  Murtherer  fhall  be. 
Dive,  thoughts,  down  to  my  foul!  here  Clarence 
comes. 

2  Cheated  of  feature  by  diflembling  nature,]  By  d'tjfembling  is 
net  meant  hypocritical  nature,  that  pretends  one  thing  and  does 
another:  But  nature  that  puts  together  things  of  a  difiimular  kind, 
as  a  brave  foul  and  a  deformed  body. 

3   Edward  be  as  true  and  juft,]_  L  s.  as  open-hearted  and 

free  from  deceit, 

Enter 
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Enter  Clarence  guarded,  and  Brakenbury. 

Brother,  good  clay ;  what  means  this  armed  Guard, 
That  waits  upon  your  Grace? 

Clar.  His  Majefty, 
Tend'ring  my  performs  fafety,  hath  appointed 
This  conduct  to  convey  me  to  the  Tower. 

Glo.  Upon  what  caufe  ? 

Gar.  Becaufe  my  name  is  George. 

Glo.  Alack,  my  lord,  that  fault  is  none  of  yours : 
He  fhould  for  That  commit  your  godfathers. 
Belike,  his  Majefty  hath  fome  intent, 
That  you  fhould  be, new  chriftened  in  the  Tower. 
But  what's  the  matter,  Clarence,  may  I  know  ? 

Clar.  Yea,  Richard,  when  I  know    for,  I  proteft, 
As  yet  I  do  not ;  but  as  I  can  learn, 
He  hearkens  after  Prophefies  and  Dreams, 
And  from  the  crofs-row  plucks  the  letter  G\ 
And  fays,  a  wizard  told  him,  that  by  G 
His  Iflue  difinherited  mould  be. 
And,  for  my  name  of  George  begins  with  G9 
It  follows  in  his  thought,  that  I  am  he. 
Thefe,  as  I  learn,  and  iuch  like  toys  as  thefe, 
Have  mov'd  his  Highnefs  to  commit  me  now. 

Glo.  Why,  this  it  is,  when  men  are  rul'd  by  women, 
'Tis  not  the  King,  that  fends  you  to  the  Tower  \ 
My  lady  Gray  his  wife,  Clarence,  'tis  (he, 
That  tempts  him  to  this  harfh  extremity. 
Was  it  not  me,  and  that  good  man  of  worfhip, 
Anthony  JVoodvil  her  brother  there, 
That  made  him  fend  lord  Haftings  to  the  Tower  ? 
From  whence  this  day  he  is  delivered. 
We  are  not  fafe  ;  Clarence,  we  are  not  fafe. 

Clar.  By  heav'n,  I  think,  there  is  no  man  fecure 
But  the  Queen's  kindred,  and  night-walking  heralds, 
That  trudge  between  the  King  and  miftrefs  Shore* 
Heard  you  not3  what  an  humble  fjppliant 

P  4  Lord 
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Lord  Hafthtgs  was  to  her  for  his  delivery  ? 

Glo.  Humbly  complaining  to  her  Deity, 
Got  my  lord  Chamberlain  his  liberty. 
I'll  tell  you  what ; — 1  think,  it  is  our  way, 
If  we  will  keep  in  favour  with  the  King, 
To  be  her  men,  and  wear  her  livery: 
The  jealous  o^rworn  widow,  and  herfelf, 
Since  that  cur  Brother  dubb'd  them  gentlewomen, 
Are  mighty  goffips  in  this  Monarchy. 

Brak.  I  beg  your  Graces  both  to  pardon  me : 
His  Majefty  has  ftraitly  giv'n  in  charge, 
That  no  man  fhall  have  private  conference, 
Of  what  degree  foever,  with  your. brother. 

Glo.  Ev'n  fo,  an't  pleafeyour  worfhip,  Brafanbury! 
You  may  partake  of  any  thing  we  fay  : 
We  fpeak  no  treafon,  man— —we  fay,  the  King 
Is  wife  and  virtuous-,  and  his  noble  Queen 

Well  ftrook  in  years-,  fair,  and  not  jealous  • 

We  fay,  that  Shore's  wife  hath  a  pretty  foot, 
A  cherry  lip,  a  pafling  pleafing  tongue : 
That  the  Queen's  kindred  are  made  gentle- folk  :  - 
How  fay  you,  Sir  ?  can  you  deny  all  this? 

Brak.  With  this,  my  lord,  myfeif  have  nought  to  do. 

Glo.  What,  fellow?  nought  to  do  with  miltrels 
Shore  ? 

I  tell  you,  Sir,  he  that  doth  naught  with  her, 
Excepting  one,  were  beft  to  do  it  fccretly. 

Brak.  What  one,  my  lord  ? 

Glo.  Her  husband,  knave- — wouldft  rhou  betray  me? 

Brak.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace  to  p3rdon  me, 
And  to  forbear  your  conference  with  the  Duke. 

Gar.  We  know  thy  charge,  I  ,7,  and  will 

obey. 

Glo.  We  are  the  Queen's  abjefts,  and  muft  obey, 
Brother,  farewel ;  I  will  unto  the  King, 
And  whatfoe'er  you  will  employ  me  in, 
(Were  it  10  call  King  Edv:ar#%  widow  filler) 
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I  will  perform  it  to  infranchife  you. 

Mean  time,  this  deep  difgrace  of  brotherhood 

Touches  me  deeper  than  you  can  imagine. 

Clar.  I  know  ir  pleafeth  neither  of  us  well. 

Glo.  Well,  your  imprifonment  (hall  not  be  long, 
I  will  deliver  you,  or  elfe  lye  for  you: 
Mean  time  have  patience. 

Clar.  I  mud  perforce;  farewel.   [Exe.  Brak.  Clar. 

Glo.  Go,   tread  the  path,  that  thou  (halt  ne'er 
return : 

Simple,  plain  Clarence! — I  do  love  thee  fo, 
That  I  will  fhortly  fend  thy  foul  to  heav'n, 
If  heav'n  will  take  the  Prefent  at  our  hands. 
But  who  comes  here  ?  the  new-delivei'd  Haftings  ? 

Enter  Lord  Haftings. 

Haft.  Good  time  of  day  unto  my  gracious  lord. 

Glo.  As  much  unto  my  good  lord  Chamberlain : 
Well  are  you  welcome  to  the  open  air. 
How  hath  your  lordfhip  brook'd  imprifonment? 

Haft.  With  patience,  noble  lord,  as  pris'ners  muft ; 
But  1  mall  live,  my  lord,  to  give  them  thanks, 
That  were  the  caufe  of  my  imprifonment. 

Glo.  No  doubt,  no  doubt j  and  fo  fhali  Clarsr.cs 
too; 

For  they,  that  were  your  enemies,  are  his, 
And  have  prevaiPd  as  much  on  him  as  you. 

Haft.  More  pity,  that  the  Eagle  fhould  be  mew*d, 
While  kites  and  buzzards  prey  at  liberty. 

Glo.  What  news  abroad  ? 

Haft.  No  news  fo  bad  abroad,  as  this  at  home : 
The  King  is  fickly,  weak  and  melancholy, 
And  his  Phyficians  fear  him  mightily. 

Glo.  Now,  by  St.  Paul,  that  news  is  bad,  indeed, 
O,  he  hath  kept  an  evil  diet  long, 
And  over-much  confum'd  his  royal  perfon : 
3Tis  very  grievous  to  be  thought  upon. 

Where 
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Where  is  he,  in  his  bed  ? 
Haft.  He  is. 

Glo.  Go  you  before,  and  I  will  follow  you. 

[Exit  Haftings, 
He  cannot  live,  I  hope ;  and  muft  not  die, 
'Till  George  be  pack'd  with  poft-horfe  up  to  heav'n. 
I'll  in,  to  urge  his  hatred  more  to  Clarence, 
With  Lyes  well  fteel'd  with  weighty  arguments  5 
And  if  I  fail  not  in  my  deep  intent, 
Clarence  hath  not  another  day  to  live : 
Which  done,  God  take  King  Edward  to  his  mercy; 
And  leave  the  world  for  me  to  buftle  in ! 
For  then,  1*11  marry  Warwick's  youngeft  daughter : 
What  though  I  kill'd  her  husband,  and  her  father? 
The  readieft  way  to  make  the  wench  amends> 
Is  to  become  her  husband  and  her  father  : 
The  which  will  I,  not  all  fo  much  for  love, 
As  for  another  fecret  clofe  intent, 
By  marrying  her,  which  I  muft  reach  unto. 
But  yet  I  run  before  my  horfe  to  market: 
Clarence  ftill  breathes,  Edward  ftill  lives  and  reigns  \ 
When  they  are  gone,  then  muft  I  count  my  Gains. 

SCENE  II. 

Changes  to  a  Street. 

Enter  the  Coarfe  of  Henry  the  Sixth,  with  Halberds 
to  guard  it,  Lady  Anne  being  the  mourner. 

Anne.  QET  down,  fet  down  your  honourable  load, 

O  If  honour  may  be  fhrouded  in  a  herfe, 
Whilft  I  awhile  obfequioufly  lament 
Th'  untimely  Fall  of  virtuous  Lancafter. 
Poor  key-cold  figure  of  a  holy  King ! 
Pale  afhes  of  the  Houfe  of  Lancqfter! 
Thou  bloodlefs  remnant  of  that  royal  blood  ? 
Be't  lawful,  that  I  invocate  thy  ghoft3 
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To  hear  the  lamentations  of  poor  Anne, 
Wife  to  thy  Edward,  to  thy  flaughter'd  Ton ; 
Stabb'd  by  the  felf-fame  hand,    that  made  thefe 
wounds. 

Lo,  in  thefe  windows,  that  let  forth  thy  life, 
I  pour  the  helplefs  balm  of  my  poor  eyes. 
Curs'd  be  the  hand,  that  made  thefe  fatal  holes! 
Curs'd  be  the  heart,  that  had  the  heart  to  do  it ! 
More  direful  hap  betide  that  hated  wretch, 
That  makes  us  wretched  by  the  death  of  thee, 
Than  I  can  wilh  to  adders,  fpiders,  toads, 
Or  any  creeping  venom'd  thing  that  lives! 
If  ever  he  have  child,  abortive  be  it, 
Prodigious,  and  untimely  brought  to  light, 
Whofe  ugly  and  unnatural  afped 
May  fright  the  hopeful  mother  at  the  view : 
And  That  be  heir  to  his  unhappinefs ! 
If  ever  he  have  wife,  let  her  be  made 
More  miferable  by  the  death  of  him, 
Than  I  am  made  by  my  young  lord  and  thee! 
Come,  now  tow'rds  Chertfey  with  your  holy  load, ; 
Taken  from  Paul's  to  be  interred  there. 
And  ft  ill,  as  you  are  weary  of  this  weight, 
Reft  you,  while  I  lament  King  Henry's  Coarfe. 

Enter  Richard  Duke  of  Gloucefter. 

Glo.  Stay  you,  that  bear  the  Coarfe,  and  fet  it  down, 
Anne.  What  black  magician  conjures  up  this  fiend, 

To  flop  devoted  charitable  deeds  ? 

Glo.  Villains,  fet  down  the  Coarfe;  or,  by  St.  Paul% 

I'll  make  a  Coarfe  of  him  that  difobeys. 

Gen.  My  lord,  ftand  back,  and  let  the  coffin  pafs, 
Glo.  Unmanner'd  dog!  ftand  thou  when  I  com- 
mand 5 

Advance  thy  halbert  higher  than  my  breaft, 
Or,  by  St.  Paul,  I'll  (bike  thee  to  my  foor, 
And  fpurn  upon  thee,  beggar,  for  thy  boldnefi. 

Ann*. 
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Anne.  What,  do  you  tremble?  are  you  all  afraid  I 
Alas,  I  blame  you  not,  for  you  are  mortal  > 
And  mortal  eyes  cannot  endure  the  devil. 
Avant,  thou  dreadful  minifter  of  hell! 
Thou  had' ft  but  power  over  his  mortal  body, 
His  foul  thou  can  ft  not  have  ;  therefore  be  gone. 

Glo.  Sweet  Saint,  for  charity,  be  not  fo  curlt. 

Anne.  Foul  Dev'l!  for  God's  fake  hence,  trouble 
us  not, 

For  thou  haft  made  the  happy  earth  thy  hell : 

FilPd  it  with  curfing  cries,  and  deep  exclaims. 

If  thou  delight  to  view  thy  heinous  deeds, 

Behold  this  pattern  of  thy  butcheries. 

Oh,  gentlemen,  fee!  fee,  dead  Henry's  wounds 

Open  their  congeal'd  mouths  and  bleed  afrefh. 

Blum,  blufli,  thou  lump  of  foul  deformity  j 

For  'tis  thy  prefence  that  exhales  this  blood 

From  cold  and  empty  veins,  4  where  no  blood  dwells. 

Thy  deeds,  inhuman  and  unnatural, 

Provoke  this  deluge  moft  unnatural. 

O  God  !  which  this  blood  mad'ft,  revenge  his  death  s 

O  earth!  which  this  blood  drink' ft,  revenge  his  death. 

Or  Heav'n  with  lightning  ftrike  the  murth'rer  dead* 

Or  Earth  gape  open  wide,  and  eat  him  quick; 

As  thou  doft  fwallow  up  this  good  King's  blood, 

"Which  his  hell-govern'd  arm  hath  butchered ! 

Glo.  Lady,  you  know  no  rules  of  charity, 
Which  renders  good  for  bad,  bleflings  for  curfes. 

Anne.  Villain,  thou  know'ft  nor  law  of  God  nof 
man ; 

No  beaft  fo  fierce,  but  knows  fome  touch  of  pity. 
Glo.  But  I  know  none,  and  therefore  am  no  beaft* 
A'^ne.  O  wonderful,  when  devils  tell  the  truth!—— 
Glo.  More  wonderful,  when  angels  are  fo  angry  : 

4  wkre  »j  Wdcells.]  This  re ::y  be  right.  But  proba-, 

bly  Shake/pear  wrote,  w  h  ence  blood  wells,  i.e.  whence 
nc  blowd  has  it;  fpring  or  co:r:r 

Vouch  fa: \ 
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Vouchfafe,  divine  perfection  of  a  woman, 
Of  thefe  fuppofed  crimes,  to  give  me  leave, 
By  circumftance,  but  to  acquit  myfeif. 

Anne,  Vouchfafe,  diffused  infection  of  a  man* 
For  thefe  known  evils,  but  to  give  me  leave, 
By  circumftance,  to  curfe  thy  curfed  felf. 

Glo.  Fairer  than  tongue  can  name  thee,  let  mc 
have 

Some  patient  leifure  to  excufe  myfeif. 

Anne.  Fouler  than  heart  can  think  thee*  thou  canft 
make 

No  excufe  current,  but  to  hang  thyfelf. 

Glo.  By  fuch  defpair  I  mould  accufe  myfeif. 

Anne.  And  by  defpairing  fhak  thou  ftand  excus'd* 
For  doing  worthy  vengeance  on  thyfelf; 
That  didft  unworthy  (laughter  upon  others. 

Glo.  Say,  that  I  flew  them  not. 

Anne.  Then  fay,  they  were  not  flain : 
But  dead  they  are ;  and,  devilifh  flave,  by  thee, 

Glo.  I  did  not  kill  your  husband. 

Anne.  Why,  then  he  is  alive. 

Glo.  Nay,  he  is  dead,  and  flain  by  Edward's  hands. 

Anne.  In  thy  foul  throat  thou  ly'ft.  Queen  Marg'rct 
faw 

Thy  murd'rous  faulchion  fmoaking  in  his  blood : 
The  which  thou  once  didft  bend  againft  her  breaft9 
But  that  thy  Brothers  beat  afide  the  point. 

Glo.  I  was  provoked  by  her  fland'rous  tongue, 
That  laid  their  guilt  upon  my  guiltlefs  fhoulders. 

Anne.  Thou  waft  provoked  by  thy  bloody  mind, 
That  never  dreamt  on  aught  but  butcheries : 
Didft  thou  not  kill  this  King? 

Glo.  I  grant  ye. 

Anne.  Doft  grant  me,  hedge- hog?  then  God  grant 
me  too, 

Thou  may'ft  be  damned  for  that  wicked  deed! 
O,  he  was  gentle,  mild  and  virtuous, — — 

Glo. 
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Glo.  The  fitter  for  the  King  of  heav'n,  that  hath 
him. 

Anne.  He  is  in  heav'n,  where  thou  fhalt  never  come. 
Glo.  Let  him  thank  me,  that  help'd  to  fend  him 
thither  ; 

For  he  was  fitter  for  that  place  than  earth. 
Anne.  i\nd  thou  unfit  for  any  place  but  hell. 
Glo.  Yes,  one  place  elfe,  if  you  will  bear  me  name  it, 
Anne.  Some  dungeon. 
Glo.  Your  bed-chamber. 

Anne.  Ill  Reft  betide  the  chamber,  where  thou  lyeft  \ 
Glo.  So  will  it,  Madam,  till  I  lye  with  you. 
Anne.  I  hope  fo. 

Glo.  I  know  fo.  But,  gentle  lady  Anney 

To  leave  this  keen  encounter  of  our  wits, 
And  fall  lbmething  into  a  (lower  method  : 
Is  not  the  caufer  of  the  timeleG  deaths 
Of  thefe  Plant agenets,  Hemj  and  Edzvardy 
As  blameful  as  the  executioner  ? 

Anne.  5  Thou  waft  thecaufe,  and  mod  accurft  effecl, 

Glo.  Your  beauty  was  the  caufe  of  that  effect. 
Your  beauty,  that  did  haunt  me  in  my  fieep, 
To  undertake  the  death  of  ail  the  world  ; 
So  I  might  live  one  hour  in  your  fweet  bofom. 

A".-:e.  If  I  thought  that,  I  tell  thee,  homicide, 
Thefe  nails  mould  rend  that  beauty  from  my  cheeks. 

Glo.  Thefe  eyes  could  not  endure  fweet  beauty- 
wreck. 

You  fhould  not  blemifti  it,  if  I  ftood  by  % 
As  all  the  world  is  cheered  by  the  Sun, 

£  Thou  nvaft  the  caufe,  and  tncji  accurfl  effect.']  Effect,  for 
executioner.  He  asks,  was  net  the  caufer  as  ill  as  t*he  execu- 
tioner ?  She  anfwtr.s  Thou  waft  both.  But,  for  caufer t  ufing 
the  word  caufe,  this  led  her  to  the  word  effeel,  for  executiont 
or  extcutioner.  But  the  Oxford  Editor  troubling  himfelf  with 
nothing  c;f  this,  will  make  a  fine  oratorical  period  of  it. 
Tcou  ivaji  tbf  caufe.    And  moft  acenrfj  th"  effect ! 

So 
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So  I  by  That ;  it  is  my  day,  my  life. 

Anne.  Black  night  o'er-fhade  thy  day,  and  death 
thy  life ! 

Glo.  Curfe  not  thyfelf,  fair  creature:  thou  art  both. 

Anne.  I  would  I  were,  to  be  reveng'd  on  thee. 

Glo.  It  is  a  quarrel  mod  unnatural, 
To  be  reveng'd  on  him  that  loveth  thee. 

Anne.  It  is  a  quarrel  juft  and  reafonable, 
To  be  reveng'd  on  him  that  kill'd  my  husband. 

Glo.  He  that  bereft  thee,  lady,  of  thy  husband, 
Did  it  to  help  thee  to  a  better  husband. 

Anne.  His  better  doth  not  breathe  upon  the  earth. 

Glo.  He  lives,  that  loves  thee  better  than  he  could. 

Anne.  Name  him. 

Glo.  Plantagenet. 

Anne.  Why,  that  was  he. 

Glo.  The  felf-fame  name,  but  one  of  better  nature. 

Anne.  Where  is  he? 

Glo.  Here:  why  doft  thou  fpit  at  me? 

[She  Jpits  at  him. 

Anne.  Would  it  were  mortal  poifon  for  thy  fake ! 

Glo.  Never  came  poifon  from  fo  fweet  a  place. 

Anne.  Never  hung  poifon  on  a  fouler  toad. 
Out  of  my  fight !  thou  doft  infect  mine  eyes. 

Glo.  Thine  eyes,  fweet  Lady,  have  infected  mine- 

Anne.  Would  they  were  bafilisks  toftrike  thee  dead! 

Glo.  I  would  they  were,  that  I  might  die  at  once  : 
For  now  they  kill  me  with  a  living  death; 
Thofe  eyes  of  thine  from  mine  have  drawn  fait  tears  \ 
Sham'd  their  afpects  with  ftore  of  childifh  drops: 
6  Thefe  eyes,  which  never  fhed  remorfeful  tear, 
Not  when  my  father  2ork,  and  Edward  wept, 
To  hear  the  piteous  moan  that  Rutland  made ; 
When  black-fac'd  Clifford  fhook  his  fword  at  him  : 

6  Thefe  eyes,  which  never  &c.].  The  twelve  following  beaatl- 
f\x\  lines  added  after  the  firft  editions.  Mr,  Pope. 

Nor 
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Nor  when  thy  warlike  father,  like  a  child* 
Told  the  fad  itory  of  my  father's  death, 
And  twenty  times  made  paufe  to  fob  and  weep, 
That  all  the  ftanders-by  had  wet  their  cheeks* 
Like  trees  be-dahYd  with  rain :  in  that  fad  time, 
My  manly  eyes  did  fcorn  an  humble  tear: 
And  what  thefe  forrows  could  not  thence  exhale, 
Thy  beauty  hath,  and  made  them  blind  with  weeping. 
I  never  fued  to  friend,  nor  enemy ; 
My  tongue  could  never  learn  fweet  fmoothing  words  5 
But  now  thy  beauty  is  propos'd  my  fee. 
My  proud  heart  fues,  and  prompts  my  tongue  to  fpeak, 

[She  looks  fcornfully  at  him. 
Teach  not  thy  lip  fuch  fcorn,  for  it  was  made 
For  killing,  lady,  not  for  fuch  contempt. 
If  thy  revengeful  heart  can  not  forgive, 
Lo!  here  I  lend  thee  this  (harp-pointed  fword, 
Which,  if  thou  pleafe  to  hide  in  this  true  bread, 
And  let  the  foul  forth  that  adoreth  thee, 
I  lay  it  naked  to  the  deadly  ftroke, 
And  humbly  beg  the  death  upon  my  knee. 

[He  lays  his  breaft  open,  fhe  offers  at  it  with  his  fword. 
Nay,  do  not  paufe ;  for  I  did  kill  King  Henry * 
But  'twas  thy  beauty  that  provoked  me. 
Nay,  now  difpatch:  'twas  I  that  ftabb'd  young 
Edward ; 

But  'twas  thy  heav'nly  face  that  fet  me  on. 

[She  falls  the  fword. 
Take  up  the  fword  again,  or  take  up  me. 

Anne.  Arife,  dhTembler •,  though  I  wifli  thy  death* 
I  will  not  be  thy  executioner. 

Glo.  Then  bid  me  kill  myfelf,  and  I  will  do  it. 

Anne.  I  have  already. 

Glo.  That  was  in  thy  rage: 
Speak  it  again,  and  even  with  thy  word, 
This  hand,  which  for  thy  love,  did  kill  thy  love, 
Shall,  for  thy  love,  kill  a  far  truer  loycj 

T» 
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To  both  their  deaths  (halt  thou  be  accefiary. 

Anne.  I  would  I  knew  thy  heart. 

Glo.  *Tis  figur'd  in  my  tongue. 

Anne.  I  fear  me,  both  are  falle. 

Glo.  Then  never  man  was  true. 

Anne.  Well,  well,  put  up  your  fword. 

Glo.  Say  then,  my  peace  is  made. 

Anne.  That  /halt  thou  know  hereafter. 

Glo.  But  mail  I  live  in  hope? 

Anne.  All  men,  I  hope,  live  fo. 

Glo.  Vouchfafe  to  wear  this  ring. 
Look,  how  my  ring  encompafieth  thy  finger, 
Ev'n  fo  thy  bread;  inclofeth  my  poor  heart  : 
Wear  both  of  them,  for  both  of  them  are  thine. 
And  if  thy  poor  devoted  fuppliant  may 
But  beg  one  favour  at  thy  gracious  hand, 
Thou  dolt  confirm  his  happinefs  for  ever. 

Anne.  What  is  it? 

Glo.  That  it  may  pleafe  you  leave  thefe  fad  defigns 
To  him,  that  hath  more  caufe  to  be  a  Mourner  j 
And  prefently  repair  to  Crosby- place : 
Where,  after  I  have  folemnly  interr'd 
Ac  C^r//<?jy-monaft,ry  this  noble  King, 
And  wet  his  grave  with  my  repentant  tears, 
I  will  with  all  expedient  duty  fee  you. 
For  divers  unknown  reafons,  I  befeech  you, 
Grant  me  this  boon. 

Anne.  With  all  my  heart,  and  much  it  joys  me  too, 
To  fee  you  are  become  fo  penitent. 
Trqffel  and  Barkky,  go  along  with  me. 

Glo.  Bid  me  farewel. 

Anne.  'Tis  more  than  you  deferve : 
But  fmce  you  teach  me  how  to  flatter  you, 
imagine,  I  have  faid  farewel  already. 

[Exeunt  two  with  Anne. 

Glo.  Sirs,  take  up  the  coarfe. 

Gent.  Towards  Chertfey,  noble  Lord? 

Vql.V.  Q  Glo. 


\ 


King  Richard  III. 

Glo.  No,  to  White-Fry >ars,  there  attend  my  coming. 

[Exeunt  with  the  coarfe. 
Was  ever  woman  in  this  humour  woo'd  ? 
Was  ever  woman  in  this  humour  won  ? 
I'll  have  her— — but  I  will  not  keep  her  long. 
What!  I  that  kiil'd  her  husband,  and  his  father! 
To  take  her  in  her  heart's  extreameft  hate, 
With  curfes  in  her  mouth,  tears  in  her  eyes, 
The  bleeding  witnefs  of  her  hatred  by  : 
With  God,  her  confcience,  and  thefe  bars  again  ft  me, 
And  I  no  friends  to  back  my  fdit  withal, 
But  the  plain  devil,  and  diffembling  looks: 

And  yet  to  win  her-  All  the  world  to  nothing! 

Ha! 

Hath  me  forgot  already  that  brave  Prince, 

Edward,  her  Lord,  whom  I,  fome  three  months  fince, 

Stab'd  in  my  angry  mood  at  'Tewksbury  ? 

A  fweeter  and  a  lovelier  gentleman, 

7  Fram'd  in  the  prodigality  of  nature, 

Young,  wife,  and  valiant,  and  no  doubt,  right  royal, 

The  fpacious  world  cannot  again  afford:  — 

And  will  Ihe  yet  debafe  her  eyes  on  me, 

That  cropt  the  golden  prime  of  this  fweet  Prince, 

And  made  her  widow  to  a  woful  bed  ? 

On  me,  whofe  All  not  equals  Edward's  Moiety  ? 

On  me,  that  halt,  and  am  mis-fhapen  thus? 

My  Dukedom  8  to  a  beggarly  Denier, 

I  do  miftake  my  pcrfon  all  this  while : 

Upon  my  life,  fhe  finds,  although  I  cannot, 

Myfelf  to  be  a  marv'lous  proper  man. 

I'll  be  at  charges  for  a  looking-glafs, 

And  entertain  a  fcore  or  two  of  tailors, 

To  ftudy  fafhions  to  adorn  my  body  : 

7  Framed  in  the  prodigality  cf  nature .]  i.  e.  when  nature  was 
in  a  prodigal  or.  favifh  nio:d. 

8  ■  to  a  beggarly,  Denier,]  This  may  be  right;  but  perhaps 
Shakefpiar  wroic  lama  e,  rre'tuB,  a  hut  ci  tav'C. 

Since 
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Since  I  am  crept  in  favour  with  myfelf, 

I  will  maintain  it  with  fome  little  coft. 

But  lirft  I'll  turn  yon  fellow  in  his  grave, 

And  then  return  lamenting  to  my  love. 

Shine  out,  fair  fun,  till  I  have  bought  a  glafs, 

That  I  may  fee  my  fhadow  as  I  pafs.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III. 

Chimes  to  the  Palace. 

o 


Enter  the  Queen,  Lord  Rivers,  and  Lord  Gray. 


Will  foon  recover  his  accuftom'd  health. 


Gray.  In  that  you  brook  it  ill,  it  makes  him  worfe; 
Therefore,  for  God's  fake,  entertain  good  comfort, 
And  cheer  his  Grace  with  quick  and  merry  eyes. 

Queen,  if  he  were  dead  what  would  betide  of  me? 

Gray.  No  other  harm,  but  loft  of  fuch  a  Lord. 

Queen.  The  lofs  of  fuch  a  Lord  includes  all  harms. 

Gray.  The  heav'ns  have  bleft  you  with  a  goodly  fo.u, 
To  be  your  comforter  when  he  is  gone. 

Queen.  Ah  !  he  is  young,  and  his  minority 
Is  put  into  the  truft  of  Richard  Glo'fter, 
A  man  that  loves  not  me,  nor  none  of  you. 

Riv.  Is  it  concluded,  he  fha II  be  proteclor  ? 

Queen.  9  It  is  determined,  not  concluded  yet: 
But  lb  it  muft  be,  if  the  King  rniicarry. 

Enter  Buckingham  and  Stanley. 

Gray.  Here  come  the  Lords  of  Buckingham  and 
Stanley. 

Buck.  Good  time  of  day  unto  your  royal  Grace ! 

9  //  is  determined,  not  concluded  yet:]  Determined  figaifies 
the  final  conclufion  of  theu  ii'  :  concluded,  what  cannot  be^lter'd 
by  re^fon  oi  i'omc  act,  cbnieqnfnc  on  the  fiWl  Judgment. 

Q^2  Stanley. 
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Stanley.  God  make  your  Majefty  joyful  as  you  have 
been ! 

Queen.  The  Countefs  Richmond,  good  my  Lord  of 

Stanley, 

To  your  good  pray'r  will  fcarcely  fay,  Amen ; 
Yet,  Stanley,  notwithstanding  fhe's  your  wife, 
And  loves  not  me,  be  you,  good  Lord,  afiur'd, 
I  hate  not  you  for  her  proud  arrogance. 

Stanley.  I  do  befeech  you,  either  not  believe 
The  envious  (landers  of  her  falfe  accufers : 
Or,  if  fhe  be  accus'd  on  true  report, 
Bear  with  her  weaknefs ;  which,  I  think,  proceeds 
From  wayward  ficknefs,  and  no  grounded  malice. 

Queen.  Saw  you  theK  ing  to  day,  my  Lord  of  Stanley  t 

Stanley.  But  now  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  and  I 
Are  come  from  vifiting  his  Majefty. 

Queen.  W  hat  likelihood  of  his  amendment,  Lords  ? 

Buck.  Madam,  good  hopej  his  Grace  fpeaks  chear- 
fully. 

Queen.  God  grant  him  health!  did  you  confer  with 
him? 

Buck.  Madam,  we  did  ;  he  feeks  to  make  atonement 
Between  the  Duke  of  Glcffter  and  your  brothers, 
And  between  them  and  my  lord  chamberlain  j 
And  fent  to  warn  them  to  his  royal  prefence. 

Queen.  'Would  all  were  well  —  but  that  will  never 
be  — 

I  fear,  our  happinefs  is  at  the  height. 

Enter  Gloucefter. 

Glo.  They  do  me  wrong,  and  I  will  not  endure  it, 
Who  are  they,  that  complain  unto  the  King, 
That  I,  forfooth,  am  ftern,  and  love  them  not? 
By  holy  Paul,  they  love  his  Grace  but  lightly, 
That  fill  his  ears  with  fuch  diffentious  rumours. 
Becaufe  I  cannot  flatter,  and  look  fair, 
Smile  in  mens*  faces,  fmooth,  deceive  and  cog, 

Duck 
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Duck  with  French  nods,  and  apilh  courtefie, 
I  mud  be  held  a  rancorous  enemy. 
Cannot  a  plain  man  Jive  and  think  no  harm, 
But  thus  his  fimple  truth  muft  be  abus'd 
By  fil ken,  fly,  infinuating  Jacks? 

Gray.  To  whom  in  all  this  prefence  fpeaks  your 
Grace  ? 

Glo.  To  thee,  that  haft  not  honefty,  nor  grace : 
When  have  I  injur'd  thee  ?  when  done  thee  wrong  ? 
Or  thee  ?  or  thee?  or  any  of  your  faction  ? 
A  plague  upon  you  all !  His  royal  perfon, 
Whom  God  preferve  better  than  you  would  wilh, 
Cannot  be  quiet  fcarce  a  breathing  while, 
But  you  muft  trouble  him  with  lewd  complaints. 

Queen.  Brother  of  Glo'jler,  you  miftake  the  matter  : 
The  King  of  his  own  royal  difpofition, 
And  not  provok'd  by  any  fuitor  elfe, 
(Aiming,  belike,  at  your  interior  hatred, 
That  in  your  outward  action  fhews  itfelf 
Againft  my  children,  brothers,  and  myfelf ;) 
Makes  him  to  fend,  that  he  may  learn  the  ground 
1  Of  your  ill  will,  and  thereby  to  remove  it. 

Glo.  I  cannot  tell    the  world  is  grown  fo  bad, 
That  wrens  make  prey,  where  eagles  dare  not  perch* 
Since  every  Jack  became  a  gentleman, 
There's  many  a  gentle  perfon  made  a  Jack. 

Queen.  Come,  come,  we  know  your  meaning,  bro- 
ther Glo'Jler. 
You  envy  my  advancement  and  my  friends: 
God  grant,  we  never  may  have  need  of  you ! 

Glo.  Mean  time,  God  grants  that  we  have  need  of 
you. 

Our  Brother  is  imprifoned  by  your  means; 

Myfelf  difgrac'd  ;  and  the  nobility 

Held  in  contempt-,  while  many  fair  promotions 

1  Of  your  iM  *v/&  &c]  This  line  is  reftored  from  the  firft 
edition.  Mr.  Pipe. 

3  Arc 
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Are  daily  given  to  ennoble  thofe, 

That  fcarce,  fome  two  days  fince,  were  worth  a  noble. 

Queen.  By  him,  that  rais'd  me  to  this  careful  height, 
From  that  contented  hap  which  I  enjoy 'd, 
I  never  did  incenfe  his  Majefty 
Agalnft  the  Duke  of  Clarence  ;  but  have  been 
An  earned  Advocate  to  plead  for  him. 
My  Lord,  you  do  me  fhameful  injury, 
Falfely  to  draw  me  in  thefe  wild  iulpecls. 

GIo.  You  may  deny  that  you  were  not  the  caufe 
Of  my  Lord  Hafiings*  late  imprifonment. 

Ri-v.  She  may,  my  Lord,  for  

GIo.  She  may,  Lord  Risers  —  why,  who  knows 
not  fo? 

She  may  do  more,  Sir,  than  denying  That : 

She  may  help  you  to  many  fair  preferments, 

And  then  deny  her  aiding  hand  therein, 

And  lay  thofe  honours  on  your  high  deferts. 

What  may  fne  not?  me  may — ay,  marry,  may  fhe  — 

Riv.  W hat,  marry,  may  fhe  ? 

GIo.  What,  marry,  may  fnc?  marry  with  a  King, 
A  bacchelor,  a  handfom  {tripling  too  : 
I  wis,  your  grandam  had  a  worfer  match.  — 

Queen.  My  Lord  of  Glojier,  I  have  too  Jong  borne 
Your  blunt  upbraiding?,  and  your  bitter  feoffs: 
By  heav'n,  I  will  acquaint  his  Majefty, 
Of  thofe  grofs  taunts  I  often  have  endui'd. 
I  had  ratner  be  a  country  fervant-maid, 
Than  a  great  Queen  with  this  condition  ; 
To  be  thus  taunted,  fcorn'd  and  baited  at. 
Small  joy  have  I  in  being  England's  Queen, 

SCENE  IV, 

Enter  Queen  Margaret. 

Q.  Mar.  And  leiTcn'd  be  that  fmall,  God,  I  be- 
leech  thee! 

Thy 
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Thy  honour,  (late,  and  feat  is  due  to  me. 

Glo.  What!  threat  you  me  with  telling  of  the  King  ? 
Tell  him,  and  fpare  not:  Look,  what  1  have  faid, 
I  will  avouch  in  preience  of  the  King  : 
'Tis  time  to  fpeak,  my  pains  are  quite  forgot. 

Q^Afar.  1  No,  Devii!  I  remember  thee  too  well : 
Thou  kill'dft  my  husband  Henry  in  the  Tower, 
And  Edward,  my  poor  fon,  at  Tewksbury. 

Glo.  Ere  you  were  Queen,  ay,  or  your  husband  K  ing, 
I  was  a  pack-horle  in  his  great  affairs; 
A  weeder  out  of  his  proud  Adversaries, 
A  liberal  rewarder  of  his  friends; 
To  royalize  his  blood,  I  fpilt  mine  own. 

Q^Mar.  Ay,  and  much  better  blood  than  his  or 
thine. 

Glo.  In  all  which  time  you  and  your  husband  Gray 
Were  factious  for  the  Houfe  of  Lane  after  ; 
And,  Rivers,  fo  were  you  ;  —  was  not  your  husband, 
In  Margrefs  battle,  at  St.  Albans  flain  ? 
Let  me  put  in  your  minds,  if  you  forget, 
What  you  have  been  ere  now,  and  what  you  are  : 
Withal,  what  I  have  been,  and  what  I  am. 

Q^Mar.  A  murth'rous  villain,  and  fo  (till  thou  art. 

Glo.  Poor  Clarence  did  forfake  his  father  Warwick, 
Ay,  and  forfwore  himfelf,  (which,  Jefu,  pardon! — ) 

Q^Afar.  Which  God  revenge!  

Glo.  To  fight  on  Edward's  party  for  the  crown  ; 
And  for  his  meed,  poor  Lord,  he  is  mew'd  up: 
I  would  to  God,  my  heart  were  flint,  like  Edward's-, 
Or  Edward's  foft  and  pitiful,  like  mine; 
I  am  too  childifli-foolilli  for  this  world. 

Q;^  Mar.  Hie  thee  to  hell  for  fhame,  and  leave  this 
world, 

Thou  Cacodjemon  !  there  thy  kingdom  is. 

Riv.  My  Lord  of  Glo'fter,  in  thofe  bu fie  days, 
Which  here  you  urge  to  prove  us  enemies, 

2  out,  De-uil !  ]  Read  n  o  . 

Q.4  We 
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We  followM  then  our  Lord,  our  lawful  King; 
So  mould  we  you,  if  you  fhould  be  our  King. 

Glo.  If  I  fhould  be!  —  I  had  rather  be  a  pedlar: 
Far  be  it  from  my  heart,  the  thought  thereof. 

ghteen.  As  little  joy,  my  Lord,  as  you  fuppofe 
You  mould  enjoy,  were  you  this  country's  King; 
As  little  joy  you  may  fuppofe  in  me, 
That  I  enjoy,  being  the  Queen  thereof, 

Q^Mar.  A  little  joy  enjoys  the  Queen  thereof; 
For  1  am  me,  and  altogether  joy lefs. 
I  can  no  longer  hold  me  patient. 

3  Hear  me,  you  wrangling  Pirates,  that  fall  out 
In  fharing  that  which  you  have  pill'd  from  me; 
Which  of  you  trembles  not,  that  looks  on  me  ? 
If  not  that  I  being  Queen,  you  bow  like  fubjecls; 
Yet  that  by  you  depos'd,  you  quake  like  rebels? 

4  Ungentle  villain,  do  not  turn  away! 

Glo.  Foul  wrinkled  witch,  what  mak'ft  thou  in  mv 
fight? 

Q.  Mar.  But  repetition  of  what  thou  hail  marr'd* 
That  will  I  make,  before  I  let  thee  go. 
A  husband  and  a  fon  thou  ow'ft  to  me  ;       [to  Glo. 
And  thou,  a  kingdom ;  all  of  you,  allegiance; 

[to  the  Qv.een* 
The  forrow,  that  I  have,  by  Right  is  yours  ; 
And  all  the  pleafures,  you  ufurp,  are  mine. 

Glo.  The  curfe  my  noble  father  laid  on  thee, 
When  thou  didft  crown  his  warlike  brows  with  paper, 
And  with  thy  fcornsdrevv'ft  rivers  from  his  eyes, 
And  then,  to  dry  them,  gav'ft  the  Duke  a  clout, 
Steep'd  in  the  faultlefs  blood  of  pretty  Rutland ; 
His  curfes,  then  from  bitternefs  of  foul 
Denounc'd  againft  thee,  are  now  fall'n  upon  thee  ; 

3  Hear  me,  jeu  wrangling  Pirates,  &c]  This  fcene  of  Mar- 
garet's  imprecations  is  fine  and  artful.  She  prepares  the  audience., 
like  another  Cajfandra,  for  the  following  tr;;gic  revolutions. 

4  Ai\  gentle  -villain, — ]  We  fhould  read3  ungentle  villain. 

And 
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And  God,  not  we,  has  plagu'd  thy  bloody  deed. 

5  Queen.  So  juft  is  God,  10  right  the  innocent. 

Haji.  O,  'twas  the  fouleft  deed  to  flay  that  babe, 
And  the  molt  mercilefs,  that  e'er  was  heard  of. 

Riv.  Tyrants  themfclves  wept,  when  it  was  reported. 

Dorf.  No  man  but  propheiy'd  revenge  for  it. 

Buck.  Northumberland^  then  p relent,  wept  to  lee  it. 

Q^Mar.  What !  were  you  marling  all  before  I  came, 
Ready  to  catch  each  other  by  the  throat, 
And  turn  you  all  your  hatred  now  on  me? 
Did  lark's  dread  curfe  prevail  fo  much  with  heav'n, 
That  Henry's  death,  my  lovely  Edward's  death, 
Their  Kingdom's  lofs,  my  woful  banifhment, 
Could  all  but  anfwer  for  that  peevifh  brat  ? 
Can  curfes  pierce  the  clouds,  and  enter  heav'n  ? 
Why,  then  give  way,  dull  clouds,  to  my  quick  curfes! 
Jf  not  by  war,  by  furfeit  die  your  King, 
As  ours  by  murther,  to  make  him  a  King ! 
Edward  thy  fon,  that  now  is  Prince  of  Wales, 
For  Edward  our  fon,  that  was  Prince  of  JVales^ 
Die  in  his  youth,  by  like  untimely  violence! 
Thyfelf  a  Queen,  for  me  that  was  a  Queen, 
Out-live  thy  glory,  like  my  wretched  lelf ! 
Long  may'ft  thou  live  to  wail  thy  children's  lofs. 
And  fee  another,  as  I  fee  thee  now, 
Deck'd  in  thy  rights,  as  thou  art  ftall'd  in  mine! 
Long  die  thy  happy  days  before  thy  death) 
And  after  many  lengthened  hours  of  grief, 
Die,  neither  mother,  wife,  nor  England's  Queen  ! 
Rivers  and  Dor/el,  you  were  (landers- by, 
And  fo  waft  thou,  Lord  Haftings,  when  my  fon 
Was  ftabb'd  with  bloody  daggers;  God,  I  pray  him, 
That  none  of  you  may  live  your  natural  age, 
But  by  fome  unlook'd  accident  cut  ofT! 

Glo.  Have  done  thy  charm,  thou  hateful  withered  hag. 

^  5  Mar.  So  juft  is  God,  &c]  This  line  fliould  be  given  to 
Edward  IVth's  Queen. 

Q,  Mm; 
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Q^Mar.  And  leave  out  thee?  flay,  dog,  for  thou 

lhalt  hear  me. 
If  heav'ns  have  any  grievous  plague  in  ftore, 
Exceeding  thofe  that  I  can  wifh  upon  thee, 
O,  let  them  keep  it,  till  thy  fins  be  ripe-, 
And  then  hurl  down  their  indignation 
On  thee,  thou  troubler  of  the  poor  world's  peace ! 
The  worm  of  confcience  ftill  be-gnaw  thy  foul 
Thy  friends  fufpect  for  traitors  while  thou  liv'ft, 
And  take  deep  traitors  for  thy  deareft  friends : 
No  deep  dole  up  that  deadly  eye  of  thine, 
Unlefs  it  be  while  fome  tormenting  dream 
Affrights  thee  with  a  hell  of  ugly  devils! 
Thou  cl  villi- mark  t  abortive,  6  rooting  hog! 
Thou  that  waft  leal'd  in  thy  nativity 
"  The  Have  of  nature,  and  the  fon  of  hell  ! 
Thou  (lander  of  thy  heavy  mother's  womb! 
Thou  loathed  ifTue  of  thy  father's  loins ! 

6   roofing  h?gf]  The  expreSion  is  fine,  alluding  (in  me- 
mory of  her  young  ion)  to  the  ravage  which  hogs  make,' with  the 
finest  flowers,  in  gardens ;  and  intimating  that  Elizabeth  was  to 
expect  no  other  treatment  for  her  fons. 

7  The  flave  of  nature,  —  ]  The  expreflion  is  ftrong  and  noble, 
snd  alludes  to  the  ancient  cultom  of  mafteri'  branding  their  profli- 
gate flaves :  by  which  it  is  infinuated  that  his  mis-lhapen  perfon 
was  the  mark  that  nature  had  fet  upon  him  to  lligmatize  his  ill 
conditions.  Shakefpear  exprefies  the  fame  thought  in  clbe  Comedy 
of  Errors. 

He  is  deformed^  crooked,  &c. 
Stipmaticat  in  making  -  ■  ■  ■ 

But  as  the  fpeaker  rifes  in  her  refentment,  (he  expreffes  this  con- 
temptuous thought  much  more  openly,  and  condemns  him  to  a 
ilili  worfe  ftate  of  flavery, 

Sin,  Death  and  Hell  ha<ve  fet  their  marks  upon  him. 
Only,  in  the  lirft  line,  her  mention  of  his  moral  condition  in- 
ilnuates  her  reflections  on  his  deformity  :  and,  in  the  laft,  her 
mention -of  his  deformity  infinuates  her  reflections  on  his  moral 
condition  :  And  thus  he  has  taught  her  to  fccld  in  all  the  elegance 
of  figure. 

Thou 
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8  Thou  wrack  of  honour,  thou  detefted  .  ■ 

Glo.  Margaret,  

Mar.  Richard. ■  — 

Glo.  Ha?  

Mar.  I  call  thee  not. 
Glo.  I  cry  thee  mercy  then  ;  for,  I  did  think, 
That  thou  had'ft  call'd  me  all  thefe  bitter  names. 

Q^Mar.  Why,  fo  I  did ;  but  look'd  for  no  reply. 
Oh,  let  me  make  the  period  to  my  curfe. 

Glo.  'Tis  done  by  me,  and  ends  in  Margaret. 
Queen.  Thus  have  you  breath'd  your  curfe  againft 
yourfelf. 

Q^Mar.  Poor  painted  Queen,  vain  flourifh  of  my 
fortune! 

Why  ftrew'ft  thou  fugar  on  that  bottled  fpider, 
Whofe  deadly  web  enfnareth  thee  about? 
Pool,  fool,  thou  whet'fl  a  knife  to  kill  thyfelf : 
The  day  will  come,  that  thou  (halt  vvifli  for  me 
To  help  thee  curfe  this  pois'nous  bunch-back'd  toad. 

Haft.  Falfe-boading  woman,  end  thy  frantick  curie; 
Left  to  thy  harm  thou  move  our  patience. 

Q^Mar.  Foul  fhame  upon  you !  you  have  all  mov'd 
mine. 

Riv.  Were  you  well  ferv'd,  you  would  be  taught 
your  duty. 

Q^Mar.  To  ferve  me  well,  you  all  fhould  do  me 
duty, 

Teach  me  to  be  your  Queen,  and  you  my  Subjects : 
O,  ferve  me  well,  and  teach  yourfclves  that  duty. 

Dorf.  Difpute  not  with  her,  fhe  is  lunatick. 

Q^Mar.  Peace,  mafter  Marquiis,  you  are  malapert* 
Your  fire-new  (lamp  of  honour  is  fcarce  current. 

0,  that  your  young  nobility  could  judge 

8  Thou  rag  of  honour,  ]  We  flioulu  certainly  read, 

Thou  wrack  of  honour ,  ■ 

1.  e.  the  ruin  and  deitruclion  of  honour!  which  I  fuppofe  was  nrft 
writ  rack,  and  then  further  corrupted  to  rag. 

What 
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What  'twere  to  lofe  it,  and  be  miferable! 

They,  that  (land  high,  have  many  blafts  to  (hake  them ; 

And,  if  they  fall,  they  dafh  themfelves  to  pieces. 

Glo.  Good  counlel,  marry,  learn  it,  learn  it,  Marquifs. 

Dorf  It  touches  you,  my  Lord,  as  much  as  me. 

Glo.  Ay,  and  much  more  ;  but  I  was  born  fo  high, 
"  Our  Airy  buildeth  in  the  cedar's  top, 

And  dallies  with  the  wind,  and  fcorns  the  fun." 

Q^Mar.  And  turns  the  fun  to  made;  —  alas!  alas! 
Witnefs  my  fon,  now  in  the  (hade of  death; 
Whofe  bright  out-mining  beams  thy  cloudy  wrath 
Hath  in  eternal  darknefs  folded  up. 
Your  Airy  buildeth  in  our  Aide's  neft ; 
O  God,  that  feeft  it,  do  not  fuffer  it: 
As  it  was  won  with  blood,  fo  be  it  loft  I 

Buck.  Peace,  peace  for  fhame,  if  not  for  charity. 

Q^Mar.  Urge  neither  charity  nor  fhame  to  me; 
Uncharitably  with  me  have  you  dealt, 
And  fhamefully  my  hopes,  by  you,  are  butcher'd. 
My  charity  is  outrage,  life  my  fhame, 
And  in  my  fhame  111  11  live  my  forrow's  rage! 

Buck.  Have  done,  have  done. 

Q^Mar.  O  Princely  Buckingham,  Til  kifs  thy  hand. 
In  lign  of  league  and  amity  with  thee; 
Now  fair  befall  thee,  and  thy  noble  Houfe ! 
Thy  garments  are  not  fpotted  with  our  blood ; 
Nor  thou  within  the  compafs  of  my  curie. 

Buck.  Nor  no  one  here ;  for  curies  never  pafs 
9  The  lips  of  thofe,  that  breathe  them  in  the  air. 

Q^Mar.  I'll  not  believe,  but  they  afcend  the  sky, 
And  there  awake  God's  gentle-fleeping  peace. 
O  Buckingham,  beware  of  yonder  dog ; 

9  The  lips  of  thofe,  that  breathe  them  in  the  air."]  i.e.  Of 
thofe  who  make  a  practice  of  curfing  their  enemies,  and  do  it  as 
often  as  they  breathe.  So  that  the  fenfe  is,  the  curfes  of  fuch 
never  aicend  to  the  throne  of  vengeance.  Never  pafs  the  lips, 
i.  c.  get  pail  or  further  than  the  lips. 

Look* 
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o 

Look,  when  he  fawns,  he  bites;  and,  when  he  bites, 

His  venom  tooth  will  rankle  to  the  death; 

Have  not  to  do  with  him,  beware  of  him; 

Sin,  death,  and  hell,  have  fet  their  marks  upon  him, 

And  all  their  minifters  attend  on  him. 

Glo.  What  doth  (he  fay,  my  Lord  of  Buckingham  ? 
Buck.  Nothing  that  I  refpeel,  my  gracious  Lord. 
Mar.  What  doft  thou  fcorn  me  for  my  gentle 
counfel  ? 

And  footh  the  devil,  that  I  warn  thee  from  ? 

O,  but  remember  this  another  day ; 

When  he  (hall  fplit  thy  very  heart  with  forrow  s 

And  fay,  poor  Mar g  ret  was  a  Prophetefs. 

Live  each  of  you  the  fubjed:  to  his  hate, 

And  he  to  yours,  and  all  of  you  to  God's !  [Exit* 

Buck.  My  hair  doth  (land  on  end  to  hear  her  Curfes. 

Riv.  And  fo  doth  mine :  I  wonder,  fhe's  at  liberty. 

Glo.  I  cannot  blame  her,  by  God's  holy  Mother  ~3 
She  hath  had  too  much  wrong,  and  I  repent 
My  part  thereof,  that  I  have  done  to  her. 

Dorf.  I  never  did  her  any  to  my  knowledge. 

Glo.  Yet  you  have  all  the  vantage  of  her  wrong  : 
I  was  too  hot  to  do  fome  body  good, 
That  is  too  cold  in  thinking  of  it  now. 
Marry,  for  Clarence  >  he  is  well  repay'd  ; 
1  He  is  frank'd  up  to  fatting  for  his  pains; 
God  pardon  them,  that  are  the  caufe  thereof! 

Riv:  A  virtuous  and  a  chrift tan- like  conclufion, 
To  pray  for  them  that  have  done  fcathe  to  us. 

Glo.  So  do  I  ever,  being  well  advis'd  ; 
For  had  I  curft  now,  I  had  curft  myfelf.  [JJide-, 

I  He  is  frank' d  up  to  fatting  for  his  pains,]  A  Frank  is  an  old 
Enolifo  word  for  a  hogfiy.  'Tis  pollible  he  ufes  this  metaphor  to 
Clarence,  in  allufion  to  the  creft  of  the  family  of  York,  which  was 
&  Boar.  Whereto  relate  thofe  famous  old  verfes  on  Richard  III. 
The  cat,  the  rat,  and  Lovel  the  dog 
Rule  all  England  under  a  hog. 
He  ufes  the  fame  metaphor  in  the  laft  lcene  of  a&  4.    Mr  Pope. 

Enter 
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Enter  Catesby. 

Catef.  Madam,  his  Majefty  doth  call  for  you, 
And  for  your  Grace,  and  you,  my  noble  Lord. 

Queen.  Catesby,  we  come ;  lords,  will  you  go  with  us  ? 

Riv.  Madam,  we  will  attend  your  Grace. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Glouceften 

Glo.  I  do  the  wrong,  and  firft  begin  to  brawl. 
The  fecret  mifchiefs,  that  I  fet  a-broach, 
I  lay  unto  the  grievous  charge  of  others. 
Clarence,  whom  I  indeed  have  laid  in  darknefs, 
I  do  beweep  to  many  fimple  gulls, 
Namely  to  Stanley,  Hajlings,  Buckingham ; 
And  tell  them,  'tis  the  Queen  and  her  allies 
That  ftir  the  King  againft  the  Duke  my  brother. 
Now  they  believe  it,  and  withal  whet  me 
To  be  reveng'd  on  Rivers,  Dor  fet,  Gray. 
But  then  I  figh,  and  with  a  piece  of  Scripture, 
Tell  them,  that  God  bids  us  do  good  for  evil: 
And  thus  I  cloathe  my  naked  villany 
With  old  odd  ends,  floPn  forth  of  holy  Writ, 
And  feem  a  Saint,  when  mod  I  play  the  Devil. 

Enter  two  Murtherers. 

But  foft,  here  come  my  executioners. 

How  now,  my  handy,  (lout,  refolved  mates, 

Are  you  now  going  to  difpatch  this  deed  ? 

i  Vil.  We  are,  my  lord,  and  come  to  have  the 
Warrant, 

That  we  may  be  admitted  where  he  is. 

Glo.  Well  thought  upon,  I  have  it  hereabout  me: 
When  you  have  done,  repair  to  Cra^y-place. 
But,  Sirs,  be  Hidden  in  the  execution, 
Withal  obdurate,  do  not  hear  him  plead ; 
For  Clarence  is  well-fpoken,  and,  perhaps, 
May  move  your  hearts  to  pity,  if  you  mark  him. 

Vil.  Fear  not,  my  lord,  we  will  not  (land  to  prate; 

Talkers 
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Talkers  are  no  good  doers-,  be  afiur'd, 

We  go  to  ufe  our  hands,  and  not  our  tongues. 

Glo.  Your  eyes  drop  mill- (tones,  when  foals?  eyes 
drop  tears. 

I  like  you,  lads  j  about  your  bufinefs ;  go.  \Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Changes  to  the  Tower. 

Enter  Clarence  and  Brakenbury. 

Brak.'YKT  H  Y  looks  your  Grace  fo  heavily  to  day  ? 

*  *      Clar.  O,  I  have  paft  a  miferable  night, 
So  full  of  ugly  fights,  of  ghaftly  dreams, 
That,  as  I  am  a  chriftian  faithful  man, 
I  would  not  fpend  another  fuch  a  night 
Though  'twere  to  buy  a  world  of  happy  days : 
So  full  of  difmal  terror  was  the  time. 

Brak.  What  was  your  dream,  my  lord  ?  I  pray 
you  tell  me. 

Clar.  Methought,  that  I  had  broken  from  the  Tower  i 
And  was  embark'd  to  crofs  to  Burgundy, 
And  in  my  company  my  brother  Glofter  ; 
Who  from  my  Cabin  tempted  me  to  walk 
Upon  the  Hatches.  Thence  we  look'd  tow'rd  England, 
And  cited  up  a  thoufand  heavy  times, 
During  the  Wars  of  York  and  Lane  after, 
That  had  befal'n  us.    As  we  pae'd  along 
Upon  the  giddy  footing  of  tiie  Hatches, 
Methought,  that  Glofter  (turn bled  ;  and  in  falling 
Struck  me  (that  fought  to  ft  ay  him)  over- board, 
Into  the  tumbling  billows  of  the  main. 
Lord,  Lord,  methought,  what  pain  it  was  to  drown  I 
What  dreadful  noife  of  waters  in  my  ears! 
What  fights  of  ugly  death  within  mine  eyes ! 
1  thought,  I  law  a  thouland  fearful  wrecks , 
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A  thoufand  men,  that  fillies  gnaw'd  upon  ; 

W edges  of  gold,  great  anchors,  heaps  of  pearl, 

Ineftimable  ltones,  unvalued  jewels. 

Some  lay  in  dead  mens'  skulls-,  and  in  thofe  holes. 

Where  eyes  did  once  inhabit,  there  were  crept, 

As 'twere  in  fcorn  of  Eyes,  reflecting  Gems; 

x  That  woo'd  the  (limy  bottom  of  the  deep, 

And  mock'd  the  dead  bones  that  lay  fcatter'd  by, 

Brak.  Had  you  fuch  leifure  in  the  time  of  death*, 
To  gaze  upon  the  Secrets  of  the  Deep  ? 

Clar.  Methought,  I  had ;  and  often  did  I  drive 
To  yield  the  gholt  ■,  but  ftiU  the  envious  flood 
Kept  in  my  foul,  and  would  not  let  it  forth 
To  find  the  empty,  vaft,  and  wand'ring  air; 
But  fmother'd  it  within  my  panting  bulk, 
Which  almoft  burn;  to  belch  it  in  the  fea. 

Brak.  Awak'd  you  not  with  this  fore  agony? 

Clar,  No,  no,  my  dream  was  lengthned  after  life. 

0  then  began  the  temped  to  my  foul : 

1  pad,  methought,  the  melancholy  flood, 

With  that  grim  ferry-man,  which  Poets  write  of, 
Unto  the  Kingdom  of  perpetual  Night. 
The  firfl:  that  there  did  greet  my  ftranger  foul, 
Was  my  great  father-in-law,  renowned  Warwick, 
Who  cry'd  aloud — »Wfoat  fcourge  for  purjury 
Can  this  dark  Monarchy  afford  fa  lie  Clarence? 
And  fo  he  vanifh'd.    Then  came  wand'ring  by 
AJhadow  like  an  angel  *  with  bright  hair 

Dabbled  in  blood,  and  he  fhriek'd  out  aloud  

v  Clarence  is  come,  falfe,  fleeting,  perjur'd  Clarence, 
That  ftabb'd  me  in  the  field  by  Tewksbury, 
Seize  on  him,  Furies,  take  him  to  your  torments!  — * 
With  that,  methought,  a  legion  of  foul  fiends 
Inviron'd  me^  and  howled  in  mine  ears 
Such  hideous  cries,  that  with  the  very  noifc 
I,  trembling,  wak'd  ;  and  for  a  feafon  after 
2.  That  woo'd  the  Rimy  bottom — ]  wwV  for  ogled. 
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Could  not  believe  but  that  I  was  in  Hell : 
Such  terrible  impreflion  made  my  dream. 

Brak.  No  marvel,  lord,  that  it  affrighted  you 
I  am  afraid,  methinks,  to  hear  you  tell  it. 

Clar.  Ah!  Brakenbury%  I  have  done  thole  things 
That  now  give  evidence  againft  my  foul, 
For  Edward's  fake;  and,  fee,  how  he  requites  me! 

3  O  God  !  if  my  deep  prayers  cannot  appeafe  thee, 
But  thou  wilt  be  aveng'd  on  my  mifdeeds, 

Yet  execute  thy  wrath  ©n  me  alone  : 

O,  fpare  my  guiltlefs  wife,  and  my  poor  children ! 

I  pr'ythee,  Brakenbury^  ftay  by  me; 

My  foul  is  heavy,  and  I  fain  would  fieep. 

Brak.  I  will,  my  lord;  God  give  your  Grace  good 
Reft! 

4  Sorrow  breaks  feafons  and  repofing  hours,  [JJtde. 
Makes  the  night  morning,  and  the  noon-tide  night, 
Princes  have  but  their  titles  for  their  glories, 

An  outward  honour,  for  an  inward  toil ; 
And,  for  unfelt  imaginations, 
They  often  feel  a  world  of  reftlefs  cares : 
So  that  between  their  titles,  and  low  name, 
There's  nothing  differs  but  the  outward  fame. 

S     C     E     N     E  VI. 

Enter  the  two  Murtherers. 
i  Vil  Ho,  who's  there  ? 

Brak.  In  God's  name,  what  art  thou  ?  how  cam'fl 
thou  hither? 

3  O  God!  if  my  deep  prayers  &c]  The  four  following  lines 
have  been  added  fmce  the  firit  edition.  Mr.  Pope. 

4  Sorrow  breaks  feafons  &c]  In  the  common  editions  the 
keeper  is  made  to  hold  the  dmlogue  with  Clarence  till  this  line. 
And  here  Brakenhury  enters,  pronouncing  thefe  words:  which 
feem  to  me  a  reflection  naturally  refulting  from  the  foregoing 
converfation,  and  therefore  continued  to  be  fpoken  by  the  lams 
perfon,  as  it  is  accordingly  in  the  firft  edition.         Mr.  Pope. 
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2  ViL  I  would  fpeak  with  Clarence ,  and  I  came 
hither  on  my  legs. 

Brak.  What,  fo  brief? 

i  ViL  'Tis  better,  Sir,  than  to  be  tedious.  Let 
him  fee  our  Com  million,  and  talk  no  more. 

Brak.  [Reads.]  I  am  in  this  commanded,  to  deliver 
The  noble  Duke  of  Clarence  to  your  hands. 
I  will  not  reafon  what  is  meant  hereby, 
Becaufe  I  will  be  guiltlefs  of  the  meaning. 
There  lyes  the  Duke  afleep,  and  there  the  key.s 
I'll  to  the  King,  and  fignify  to  him, 
That  thus  I  have  refign'd  to  you  my  Charge.  [Exit* 

1  Vil.  You  may,  Sir,  'tis  a  point  of  wiidom :  fare 
you  well. 

2  Vil.  What,  fhall  we  ftab  him  as  he  deeps  ? 

1  ViL  No  he'll  fay,  'twas  done  cowardly,  when 
he  wakes. 

2  Vil.  When  he  wakes !  why,  Fool,  he  mail  never 
wake  until  the  great  Judgment-day. 

1  ViL  Why,  then  he'll  lay,  we  ftabb'd  him  deep-  . 
5ng. 

2  ViL  The  urging  of  that  word,  Judgment,  hath 
bred  a  kind  of  remorfe  in  me. 

1  ViL  What  ?  art  thou  afraid  ? 

2  ViL  Not  to  kill  him,  having  a  warrant  for  it:  \ 
But  to  be  damn'd  for  killing  him,  from  the  which 
no  Warrant  can  defend  me. 

1  ViL  I'll  back  to  the  Duke  of  Glo'Jier,  and  tell 
him  fo. 

2  ViL  Nay,  pr'ythee,  flay  a  little:  I  hope,  this 
holy  humour  of  mine  will  change ;  It  was  wont  to 
hold  me  but  while  one  would  tell  twenty. 

1  ViL  How  doft  thou  feel  thyfelf  now  ? 

2  ViL  Faith,  fome  certain  dregs  of  confeience  are 
yet  within  me. 

i  ViL  Remember  the  reward,  when  the  deed's 
done. 

2  ViL 
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I  Pit.  Come,  he  dies:  I  had  forgot  die  reward. 

1  Vil.  Where's  thy  confcience  now? 

2  Vil.  O,  in  the  Duke  of  Glo'fter's  purfe. 

1  Vik  When  he  opens  his  purfe  to  give  us  our  re- 
ward, thy  confcience  flyes  out. 

2  Vil.  'Tis  no  matter,  let  it  go;  there's  few  or 
none  will  entertain  it. 

1  Vil.  What  if  it  come  to  thee  again  ? 

2  Vil.  I'll  not  meddle  with  it ;  it  is  a  dangerous 
Thing,  it  makes  a  man  a  coward:  a  man  cannot 
ileal,  but  it  accufeth  him ;  a  man  cannot  fwear,  but 
it  checks  him  ;  a  man  cannot  lye  with  his  neighbour's 
wife,  but  it  detects  him.  'Tis  a  blufhing  fliame-fac'd 
fpirit,  that  mutinies  in  a  Man's  bofom :  it  fills  one 
full  of  obftacles.  It  made  me  once  reftore  a  purfe 
of  gold,  that  by  chance  I  found.  It  beggars  any 
man,  that  keeps  it.  It  is  turned  out  of  towns  and 
cities  for  a  dangerous  thing;  and  every  man,  that 

|  means  to  live  well,  endeavours  to  truft  to  himfelf,  and 
live  without  it. 

1  Vil.  'Tis  even  now  at  my  elbow,  perfuading  me 
not  to  kill  the  Duke. 

2  Vil.  5  Take  the  devil  in  thy  mind,  and  believe  it 
not :  it  would  infinuate  with  thee  but  to  make  thee 
%h. 

1  Vil.  I  am  ftrong-fram'd,  he  cannot  prevail  with  me. 

2  Vil.  Spoke  like  a  tall  fellow,  that  re  (peels  his  re- 
putation.   Come,  fhall  we  fall  to  work  ? 

i  Vil.  Take  him  over  the  coftard,  with  the  hilt 
of  thy  fword  ;  and  then  throw  him  into  the  malmfie- 
butt,  in  the  next  room. 

5  'Take  the  Devil  in  thy  mind,  and  Believe  him  rot:  he 
would  infinuate  with  thee  &c]  One  villain  fays,  Confcience  is 
at  his  elbow  perfuading  him  not  to  kill  the  Duke.  The  other 
fays,  take  the  devil  into  thy  nearer  acquaintance,  into  thy  mind, 
who  will  be  a  match  for  thy  confcience,  and  believe  it  not,  §9V. 
It  is  plain  then,  that  him  in  both  places  in  the  text  mould  be  it, 
namely,  confcience, 
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2  Vii.  O  excellent  device,  and  make  a  fop  of  him, 

1  ViL  Soft,  he  wakes.    Shall  I  ftrike  ? 

2  ViL  No,  we'll  reafon  with  him. 

Clar.  Where  art  thou,  Keeper  ?  give  me  a  cup  of 

wine. 

2  ViL  You  mail  have  wine  enough  my  lord,  anon, 
Clar.  In  God's  name,  what  art  thou? 
i  Pit.  A  man,  as  you  are. 
Clar.  But  not,  as  I  am,  royal, 
i  ViL  Nor  you,  as  we  are,  loyal. 
Clar.  Thy  voice  is  thunder,    but  thy  looks  arc 
humble. 

i  ViL  My  voice  is  now  the  King's,  my  looks  mine 
own. 

Gar.  How  darkly,  and  how  deadly  doft  thou  fpeak  Y 
Your  eyes  do  menace  me :  why  look  you  pale? 
Who  lent  you  hither  ?  wherefore  do  you  come  ? 

Both.  To,  to,  to—  

Gar.  Tomurtherme? 

Both.  Ay,  ay. 

Gar.  You  fcarcely  have  the  hearts  to  tell  me  fo! 
And  therefore  cannot  have  the  hearts  to  do  it. 
Wherein,  my  friends,  have  I  offended  you? 

1  ViL  Offended  us  you  have  nor,  but  the  King. 
Clar.  I  mall  be  reconcii'd  to  him  again. 

2  ViL  Never,  my  lord,  therefore  prepare  to  die. 
Clar.  Are  you  call'd  forth  from  out  a  world  of  men, 

To  flay  the  innocent?  what's  my  offence  ? 
Where  is  the  evidence,  that  doth  accufe  me? 
What  lawful  Que  ft  have  giv'n  their  verdict  up 
Unto  the  frowning  judge?  or.  who  pronounc'd 
The  bitter  Sentence  of  poor  Clarence1  death  ? 
Before  I  be  convict  by  courfe  of  law, 
To  threaten  me  with  death,  is  moft  unlawful. 
I  charge  you,  as  you  hope  to  have  Redemption, 
That  you  depart,  and  lay  no  hands  on  me: 
The  deed,  you  undertake,  is  damnable. 

i  ViL 
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1  Vil.  What  we  will  do,  we  do  upon  Command. 

2  Vil.  And  he,  that  hath  commanded,  is  our  King. 
Clar.  Erroneous  vafials!  the  great  King  of  Kings 

Hath  in  the  Table  of  his  Law  commanded, 
That  thou  malt  do  no  Murther  3  will  you  then 
Spurn  at  his  edict,  and  fulfil  a  man's? 
Take  heed,  for  he  holds  vengeance  in  his  hand, 
To  hurl  upon  their  heads  that  break  his  law. 

z  Vil.  And  that  fame  vengeance  doth  he  hurl  on  thee 
For  ralfe  foriwearing,  and  for  murther  too: 
Thou  did  11  receive  the  Sacrament,  to  fight 
In  Quarrel  of  the  Houfe  of  Lancafler. 

1  ViL  And,  like  a  traitor  to  the  name  of  God, 
Did  ft  break  that  vow  •,  and  with  thy  treacherous  blade, 
"Unrip'dft  the  bowels  of  thy  Sovereign's  fon. 

2  Vil.  W  horn  thou  wert  fworn  to  cherim  and  defend, 
i  Vil  How  canft  thou  urge  God's  dreadful  law  to  us, 

When  thou  haft  broke  it  in  fuch  high  degree? 

Clar.  Alas !  for  whofe  fake  did  1  that  ill  deed? 
For  Edward,  for  my  brother,  for  his  fake. 
He  fends  you  not  to  murther  me  for  this: 
For  in  that  fin  he  is  as  deep  as  I, 
If  God  will  be  avenged  for  the  deed, 
O,  know  you  yet,  he  doth  it  publickly ; 
Take  not  the  quarrel  from  his  powerful  arm ; 
He  needs  no  indirect,  nor  lawlefs  courfe, 
To  cut  off  thofe  that  have  offended  him. 

i  Vil.  Who  made  thee  then  a  bloody  minifter, 
When  gallant-fpringing  brave  Plantagenet, 
That  Princely  novice,  was  ftruck  dead  by  thee  ? 

Clar.  My  brother's  love,  the  devil,  and  my  rage. 

i  ViL  Thy  brother's  love,  our  duty,  and  thy  fault, 
Provoke  us  hither  now,  to  flaughter  thee. 

Clar.  If  you  do  love  my  brother,  hate  not  me : 
I  am  his  brother,  and  1  love  him  well. 
If  you  are  hir'd  for  Meed,  go  back  again, 
And  I  will  fend  you  to  my  brother  Glo'fter* 

R  3  Who 
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Who  will  reward  you  better  for  my  life, 
Than  Edward  will  for  tidings  of  my  death. 

2  Vil.  You  are  deeeiv'd,  your  brother  Glo'Jler 
hates  you. 

Clar.  Oh,  no,  he  loves  me,  and  he  holds  me  dear : 
Go  you  to  him  from  me. 
Both.  Ay,  fo  we  will. 

Clar.  Tell  him,  when  that  our  Princely  father 

York 

Bleft  his  three  fons  with  his  victorious  arm, 
6  And  charged  us  from  his  foul  to  love  each  other, 
He  little  thought  of  this  divided  friendfhip: 
Bid  GWfier  think  on  this,  and  he  will  weep. 

i  Vil.  Ay,  mill-ftones ;  as  he  lefibn'd  us  to  weep. 

Clar.  O  do  not  flander  him,  for  he  is  kind. 

i  Vil.  As  fnow  in  harveft : — you  deceive  yourfelfj 
'Tis  he,  that  fends  us  to  deftroy  you  here. 

Clar.  It  cannot  be,  for  he  bewept  my  fortune, 
And  hugg'd  me  in  his  arms,  and  fwore  with  fobs, 
That  he  would  labour  my  delivery. 

1  Vil.  Why,  fo  he  doth,  when  he  delivers  you 
From  this  earth's  thraldom  to  the  joys  of  heav'n. 

2  Vil.  Make  peace  with  God,  for  you  muft  die, 

my  lord. 

Clar.  Have  you  that  holy  feeling  in  your  foul, 
To  counfel  me  to  make  my  peace  with  God, 
And  are  you  yet  to  your  own  fouls  fo  blind, 
That  you  will  war  with  God,  by  murd'ring  me  ? 
O  Sirs,  confider  they,  that  fet  you  on 
To  do  this  deed,  will  hate  you  for  the  deed. 

2  Vil.  What  (hall  we  do? 

Clar.  Relent,  7  and  fave  your  fouls. 
Which  of  you,  if  you  were  a  Prince's  fon, 

6  And  chargd  us  from  his  foul.  &c]  This  neceffary  line  is 
reftored  from  the  old  edition.  Mr,  Pope. 

7  ~and  faveyour  fouls.  &c]  The  fix  following  lines  are  not 
in  the  old  edition.  ,  Mr.  Pope. 
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Being  pent  from  liberty,  as  I  am  now, 
If  two  fuch  murtherers,  as  your  felves,  came  to  you, 
Would  not  intreat  for  life  I  ah  1  you  would  beg, 
Were  you  in  my  diftrefs  

1  Vil.  Relent  ?  'tis  cowardly  and  womanifh. 
Clar.  Not  to  relent,  is  beaftly,  favage,  devilifh. 

My  friend,  I  fpy  fome  pity  in  thy  looks : 
O,  if  thine  eye  be  not  a  flatterer, 
Come  thou  on  my  fide,  and  intreat  for  me. 
A  begging  Prince  what  Beggar  pities  not? 

2  Vil.  Look  behind  you,  my  lord. 

1  Vil.  Take  that,  and  that  \  if  all  this  will  not  do, 

[  Stabs  him. 

I'll  drown  you  in  the  malmfie-butt  within.  [Exit. 

1  Vil.  A  bloody  deed,  and  defp'rately  difpatch'd: 
How  fain,  like  Pilate,  would  I  wafh  my  hands 
Of  this  mod  grievous  guilty  murther  done! 

Re-enter  firft  Villain. 

1  Vil.  How  now?  what  mean'ft  thou,  that  thou 

help'ft:  me  not  ? 
By  heav'n,  the  Duke  mall  know  how  Hack  you've 
been. 

2  Vil.  I  would  he  knew,  that  I  had  fav'd  his  brother! 
Take  thou  the  fee,  and  tell  him  what  I  fay ; 

For  I  repent  me,  that  the  Duke  is  (lain.  [Exit. 

1  Vil.  So  do  not  I ;  go,  Coward,  as  thou  art. 
Well,  I'll  go  hide  the  body  in  fome  hole, 
Till  that  the  Duke  give  order  for  his  burial : 
And,  when  I  have  my  Meed,  I  muft  away ; 
For  this  will  out,  and  then  I  muft  not  ftay.     .  [Exit. 
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A  C  T   II.    SCENE  I, 

"The  COURT. 

Enter  King  Edward fick,  the  Queen ,  Dorfet,  Rivers, 
Haftings,  Catesby,  Buckingham,  and  VVoodvile. 

K.  Edward. 

WHY,  fo;  now  have  I  done  a  good  day's  work. 
You  Peers,  continue  this  united  league : 
I  every  day  expect  an  embaffage 
From  my  Redeemer  to  redeem  me  hence. 
And  now  in  peace  my  foul  mail  part  to  heav'n, 
Since  I  have  made  my  friends  at  peace  on  earth  ; 
Haftings  and  Rivers,  take  each  other's  hand  t 
Diffemble  not  your  hatred  ;  fwear  your  love. 

Riv.  By  heav'n,  my  foul  is  purg'd  from  grudging 
hate; 

And  with  my  hand  I  feal  my  true  heart's  love. 
Haft.  So  thrive  I,  as  I  truly  fwear  the  like ! 
K.  Edw.  Take  heed,  you  dally  not  before  your 
King; 

Left,  he  that  is  the  fupream  King  of  Kings, 
Confound  your  hidden  falfhood,  and  award 
Either  of  you  to  be  the  other's  end. 

Haft.  So  profper  I,  as  I  fwear  perfect  love ! 

Riv.  And  I,  as  I  love  Haftings  with  my  heart! 

K.  Edw.  Madam,  your  felt  is  not  exempt  from 
this; 

Nor  your  fon  Dorfet;  Buckingham,  nor  you; 
You  have  been  factious  one  againft  the  other. 
Wife,  love  lord  Haftings,  let  him  kifs  your  hand ; 
And  what  you  do,  do  it  qnfeignedly. 

Queen.  There,  Haftings; — I  will  never  more  rc* 
member 

Osc  former  hatred  ;  fo  thrive  I  and  mine! 

K.  Edw. 
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K.  Edw.  Dorfet,  embrace  him :  Hqfiings%  Jove  lord 
Marquiis. 

Borf.  This  interchange  of  love,  I  here  proteft, 
Upon  my  part,  fhall  be  inviolable. 

Haft.  And  fo  iwear  I. 
.  K.  Edw*   Now,  Princely  Buckingham,   feal  thou 
this  league 

With  thy  embracements  to  my  wife's  allies, 
And  make  me  happy  in  vour  unity. 

Buck,  When  ever  Buckingham  doth  turn  his  hate 
Upon  your  Grace,  and  not  with  duteous  love 

[To  the  Qui  en. 
Doth  cherifli  you  and  yours,  God  puniih  me 
With  Hate  in  thofe  where  I  expect  moll  love  j 
When  I  have  molt  need  to  employ  a  friend, 
And  moft  aflured  that  he  is  a  friend, 
Deep,  hollow,  treacherous,  and  full  of  guile, 
B:  he  to  me!  This  do  I  beg  of  heaven, 
When  I  am  cold  in  zeal  to  you  or  yours. 

[Embracing  Rivers,  £dV, 

K.  Edw.  A  pleafing  cordial,  Princely  Buckingham^ 
Is  this  thy  vow  unto  my  fickly  heart. 
There  wanted)  now  our  brother  Glo'fter  here, 
To  make  the  blefTed  period  of  this  peace. 

Buck.  And,  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  noble 
Duke. 

Enter  Gloucefter,  wttb  RatclifF. 

Glo.  Good  morrow  to  my  Sovereign  King  and 
Queen ; 

And,  Princely  Peers,  a  happy  time  of  day. 

K.  Edw.  Happy,  indeed,  as  we  have  fpent  the  day. 
Brother,  we  have  done  deeds  of  charity  ; 
Made  peace  of  enmity,  fair  love  of  hate, 
Between  thefe  fwclling  wrong-incenfed  Peers. 

Glo.  A  blefTed  labour,  my  moft  Sovereign  Liege  : 
Among  this  Princely  heap,  if  any  here 

By 
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By  falfe  intelligence,  or  wrong  furmife, 

Hold  me  a  foe;  if  I  unwittingly 

Have  aught  committed  that  is  hardly  borne 

By  any  in  this  prefence,  I  defire 

To  reconcile  me  to  his  friendly  peace: 

*Tis  death  to  me  to  be  at  enmity  ; 

I  hate  it,  and  defire  all  good  men's  love. 

Firft,  Madam,  I  intreat  true  peace  of  you, 

Which  I  will  purchafe  with  my  duteous  fervice : 

Of  you,  my  noble  coufin  Buckingham, 

If  ever  any  grudge  were  lodg'd  between  us: 

Of  you,  and  you,  lord  Rivers,  and  of  Dorfetr 

That  all  without  defert  have  frown'd  on  me  : 

Of  you,  lord  V/oodvile,  and  lord  Scales,  of  you ; 

Dukes,  Earls,  Lords,  Gentlemen;  indeed,  of  all, 

I  do  not  know  that  Englijhman  alive, 

With  whom  my  foul  is  any  jot  at  odds, 

More  than  the  infant  that  is  born  to  night ; 

I  thank  my  God  for  my  humility. 

Queen.  A  holy-day  fhall  this  be  kept  hereafter  ; 
I  would  to  God,  all  ftrifes  were  well  compounded  ! 
My  Sovereign  lord,  I  do  befeech  your  Highnefs 
To  take  our  Brother  Clarence  to  your  Grace. 

Glo.  Why,  Madam,  have  I  offer'd  love  for  this, 
To  be  fo  flouted  in  this  royal  prefence  ? 
Who  knows  not,  that  the  gentle  Duke  is  dead  ? 

[They  all ftart. 

You  do  him  injury  to  fcorn  his  coarle. 

K.  Edw.  Who  knows  nor,  he  is  dead !  who  knows, 
he  is? 

Queen.  All- feeing  Heaven,  what  a  world  is  this ! 
Buck.  Look  I  fo  pale,  lord  Borfet,  as  the  reft  ? 
Dorf.  Ay,   my  good  lord;  and  no  man  in  the 
prefence, 

But  his  red  colour  hath  forfook  his  cheeks. 

K.  Edw.  Is  Clarence  dead  ?  the  order  was  revers'd. 
Glo.  But  he,  poor  man,  by  your  firft:  order  died, 

And 
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And  That  a  winged  Mercury  did  bear: 
Some  tardy  cripple  had  the  countermand, 
That  came  too  lag  to  fee  him  buried. 
God  grant,  that  lome  lefs  noble,  and  leis  loyal, 
Nearer  in  bloody  thoughts,  and  not  in  blood, 
Deferve  no  worfe  than  wretched  Clarence  did, 
And  yet  go  current  from  fufpicion! 

Enter  Lord  Stanley. 

StanL  A  boon,  my  Sov'reign,  for  my  fervice  done. 
K.  Edw.  I  pr'ythee,  peace;  my  foul  is  full  of 
forrow. 

StanL  I  will  not  rife,  unlefs  your  Highnefs  hear  me. 
K.  Edw,  Then  fay  at  once,  what  is  it  thou 
requenVft. 

StanL  The  forfeit,  Sov'reign,  of  my  fervant's  life; 
Who  flew  to  day  a  riotous  gentleman, 
Lately  attendant  on  the  Duke  of  Norfolk. 

K.  Edw.  Have  I  a  tongue  to  doom  my  brother's 
death? 

And  fhall  that  tongue  give  pardon  to  a  flave? 
My  brother  kill'd  no  man  ;  his  fault  was  thought; 
And  yet  his  Punimment  was  bitter  death. 
Who  fued  to  me  for  him  ?  who,  in  my  wrath, 
Kneel'd  at  my  feet,  and  bid  me  be  advis'd  ? 
Who  fpoke  of  brotherhood  ?  who  fpoke  of  love  ? 
Who  told  me,  how  the  poor  foul  did  forfake 
The  mighty  Warwick,  and  did  fight  for  me? 
Who  told  me,  in  the  field  at  Tewksbury, 
When  Oxford  had  me  down,  he  refcued  me  ? 
And  faid,  Dear  brother,  live,  and  be  a  King  ? 
Who  told  me,  when  we  both  lay  in  the  field, 
Frozen  almoft  to  death,  how  he  did  lap  me, 
Ev'n  in  his  garments,  and  did  give  himfelf 
All  thin,  and  naked,  to  the  numb  cold  night? 
All  this  from  my  remembrance  brutifh  wrath 
Sinfully  pluck'd,  and  not  a  man  of  you 

Had 
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Had  fo  much  grace  to  put  it  in  my  mind. 

But  when  your  carters,  or  your  waiting  vaffals 

Have  done  a  drunken  (laughter,  and  defac'd 

The  precious  image  of  our  dear  Redeemer-, 

You  ltrait  are  on  your  knees  for  pardon,  pardon, — 

And  I,  unjuftly  too,  mult  grant  it  you. 

But  for  my  brother  not  a  man  would  fpeak, 

Nor  I,  ungracious,  fpake  unto  myfelf 

For  him,  poor  foul.    The  proudefl:  of  you  all 

Have  been  beholden  to  him  in  his  life  : 

Yet  none  of  you  would  once  plead  for  his  life. 

0  God !  I  fear,  thy  juftice  will  take  hold 

On  me,  and  you,  and  mine,  and  yours,  for  this. 
Come,  HaftingS)  help  me  to  my  clofet.  Ah! 
Poor  Clarence !   [Exeunt  fome  with  the  King  and  Queen. 
Glo.  Thefe  are  the  fruits  of  rafhnefs :  mark'd  you 
nor, 

How  that  the  guilty  kindred  of  the  Queen 
Look'd  pale,  when  they  did  hear  of  Clarence*  death? 
O!  they  did  urge  it  flill  unto  the  King. 
God  will  revenge  it.    Come,  lords,  will  you  go 
To  comfort  Edward  with  our  company  ?  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  the  Dutchefs  of  York,  with  the  two  children  of 
Clarence. 

Son.  Good  Grandam,  tell  us,  is  our  father  dead  ? 
Dutch.  No,  boy. 

Baugh.  Why  do  you  weep  fo  oft?  and  beat  your 
breaft  ? 

And  cry,  O  Clarence!  my  unhappy  fon! 

Son.  Why  do  you  look  on  us,  and  make  your  head, 
And  call  us  orphans,  wretches,  caft-aways, 
If  that  our  noble  father  be  alive  ? 

Dutch.  My  pretty  Coufins,  you  miftake  me  both. 

1  do  lament  tiie  ficknefs  of  the  King, 

As 


Ki Richard  III.  2 

As  loth  to  lole  him    not  your  Father's  death ; 
It  were  loft  ibrrow  to  wail  one  that's  loft. 

Son.  Then  you  conclude,    my  Grandam,  he  is 
dead. 

The  King  mine  uncle  is  to  blame  for  this. 
God  will  revenge  it,  whom  I  will  importune 
With  daily  earned  prayers. 
Baugh.  And  lb  will  I. 

Dutch.  Peace,  children,  peace!  the  King  doth  love 
you  well. 
Incapable  and  mallow  Innocents! 
You  cannot  guefs,  who  caus'd  your  father's  death. 
Son.    Grandam,  we  can;  tor  my  good  Uncle 
Glower 

Toid  me,  the  King,  provok'd  to't  by  the  Queen, 
Devis'd  Impeachments  to  imprifon  him  ; 
And  when  my  uncle  told  me  fo,  he  wept, 
And  pitied  me  5  and  kindly  kid  my  cheek  5 
Bad  me  rely  on  him,  as  on  my  father, 
And  he  would  love  me  dearly  as  his  child. 

Butch.  Ah!  that  deceit  fhould  deal  fuch  gentle 
lhape, 

And  with  a  virtuous  vizor  hide  deep  vice! 
He  is  my  fon,  ay,  and  therein  my  fhame ; 
Yet  from  my  dugs  he  drew  not  this  deceit. 

Son.  Think  you,  my  uncle  did  difTemble,  Grandam? 

Butch.  Ay,  boy. 

Son.  I  cannot  think  it.    Hark,  what  noife  is  this  ? 

Enter  the  Queen  with  her  hair  about  her  earsy  Rivers 
and  Dorfet  after  her. 

Queen.  Ah  !  who  mall  hinder  me  to  wail  and  weep  ? 
To  chide  my  fortune,  and  torment  myfelf  ? 
I'll  join  with  black  defpair  againd  my  foul, 
And  to  myfelf  become  an  enemy.  

Butch.  What  means  this  fcene  of  rude  impatience  ? 

Queen.  To  make  an  aft  of  tragick  violence. 

Edward^ 
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Edward^  my  lord,  thy  fori,  our  king,  is  dead. 
Why  grow  the  branches,  when  the  root  is  gone  ? 
Why  wither  not  the  leaves,  that  want  their  fap? 
If  you  will  live,  lament;  if  die,  be  brief; 
That  our  fwift-winged  fouls  may  catch  the  King's  5 
Or,  like  obedient  Subjects,  follow  him 
To  his  new  Kingdom  of  perpetual  reft. 

Dutch.  Ah !  fo  much  int'reft  have  I  in  thy  forrow, 
As  I  had  title  to  thy  noble  husband ; 
I  have  bewept  a  worthy  husband's  death, 
And  liv'd  by  looking  on  his  images. 
But  now  two  mirrors  of  his  Princely  femblance 
Are  crack'd  in  pieces  by  malignant  death ; 
And  I  for  comfort  have  but  one  falfe  glafs, 
That  grieves  me  when  I  fee  my  (hame  in  him. 
Thou  art  a  widow,  yet  thou  art  a  mother  ; 
And  haft  the  comfort  of  thy  children  left : 
But  death  hath  fnatch'd  my  husband  from  mine  arms, 
And  pluckt  two  crutches  from  my  feeble  hands, 
Clarence  and  Edward.    O,  what  caufe  have  I, 
(Thine  being  but  a  moiety  of  my  grief) 
To  over-go  thy  plaints,  and  drown  thy  cries? 

Son.  Ah,  Aunt!  you  wept  not  for  our  father's 
death  ; 

How  can  we  aid  you  with  our  kindred  Tears  ? 

Daugh.  Our  fatherlefs  diftrefs  was  left  unmoan'd, 
Your  widow  dolours  likewife  be  unwept! 

Queen.  Give  me  no  help  in  Lamentation, 
I  am  not  barren  to  bring  forth  complaints  : 
All  fprings  reduce  their  currents  to  mine  eyes, 
That  I,  being  govern'd  by  the  wat'ry  moon, 
May  fend  forth  plenteous  tears  to  drown  the  world. 
Ah,  for  my  husband,  for  my  dear  lord  Edward! 

ChiL  Ah,  for  our  father,  for  our  dear  lord  Clarence! 

Dutch.  Alas,  for  both,  both  mine,  Edward  and 
Clarence! 

Queen.  What  ftay  had  I,  but  Edward?  and  he's  gone. 

ChiL 
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G>//.What  (lay  had  we,  but  Clarence?  and  he's  gone. 
Dutch.  What  flays  had  I,  but  they?  and  they  are 
gone. 

Queen.  Was  never  widow,  had  fo  dear  a  lofs. 

Chil.  Were  never  orphans,  had  fo  dear  a  lofs. 

Dutch.  Was  never  mother,  had  fo  dear  a  lofs. 
Alas!  I  am  the  mother  of  thefe  griefs, 
Their  woes  are  parcelPd,  mine  are  general. 
She  for  an  Edward  weeps,  and  fo  do  I ; 
I  for  a  Clarence  weep,  fo  doth  not  me ; 
Thefe  babes  for  Clarence  weep,  and  fo  do  I. 
Alas!  you  three,  on  me  threefold-diftreft 
Pour  all  your  tears ;  I  am  your  forrow's  nurfe, 
And  I  will  pamper  it  with  lamentations. 

Dorf.  Comfort,  dear  mother ;  God  is  much  difpleas'd, 
That  with  unthankfulneis  you  take  his  doing. 
In  common  worldly  things  'tis  call'd  ungrateful 
With  dull  unwillingnefs  to  pay  a  debt, 
Which  with  a  bounteous  hand  was  kindly  lent: 
Much  more  to  be  thus  oppofite  with  heav'n ; 
For  it  requires  the  royal  debt  it  lent  you. 

Rivers.  Madam,  bethink  you,  like  a  careful  mother, 
Of  the  young  Prince  your  ion ;  fend  flraight  for  him? 
Let  him  be  crown'd ;  in  him  your  comfort  lives. 
Drown  defp'rate  forrow  in  dead  Edward's  grave, 
And  plant  your  joys  in  living  Edward's  Throne. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Gloucefter,  Buckingham,  Stanley,  Haftings, 

and  Ratcliff. 

Glo.  Sifter,  have  comfort:  all  of  us  have  caufe 
To  waii  the  dimming  of  our  mining  ftar  : 
But  none  can  help  our  harms  by  wailing  them. 
Madam,  my  mother,  I  do  cry  you  mercy  j 
I  did  not  fee  you. — Humbly  on  my  knee 
I  crave  your  Blefnng. 

Dutch. 
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Butch.  God  blefs  thee,  and  put  meekncfs  in  thy 
bread:, 

Love,  charity,  obedience,  and  true  duty. 

Glo.  Amen,  and  make  me  die  a  good  old  man!—* 
That  is  the  butt  end  of  a  mother's  Bleffing  j 
I  marvel,  that  her  Grace  did  Jeave  it  out, 

Buck.  You  cloudy  Princes,  and  heart-forrowing 
Peers, 

That  bear  this  mutual  heavy  load  of  moan, 
Now  chear  each  other  in  each  other's  love ; 
Though  we  have  fpent  our  harveft  of  this  King, 
We  are  to  reap  the  harveft  of  his  fon. 
The  broken  rancor  of  your  high-fwoln  hearts, 
But  lately  fplinter'd,  knit  and  join'd  together, 
Mud  gently  be  preferv'd,  cherifh'd  and  kept: 
Me  feemeth  good,  that,  with  fome  little  train, 
Forthwith  from  Ludlow  the  young  Prince  be  fetch'd 
Hither  to  London,  to  be  crown'd  our  King. 

Riv.  Why  with  fome  little  train,  my  lord  of  Buck- 
ingham ? 

Buck.  Marry,  my  lord,  left  by  a  multitude 
The  new-heal'd  wound  of  malice  fhould  break  out  j 
Which  would  be  fo  much  the  more  dangerous* 
By  how  much  the  Eftate  is  yet  ungovern'd. 
Where  every  horfe  bears  his  commanding  rein, 
And  may  direct  his  courie  as  pleafe  himielf, 
As  well  the  fear  of  harm,  as  harm  apparent, 
In  my  opinion  ought  to  be  prevented. 

Glo.  I  hope,  the  King  made  peace  with  all  of  us  \ 
And  the  compact  is  firm,  and  true  in  me. 

Riv.  And  fo  in  me ;  and  fo,  I  think,  in  all. 
Yet  fince  it  is  but  green,  it  mould  be  put 
To  no  apparent  likelihood  of  breach, 
Which,  haply,  by  much  company  might  be  urg'd ; 
Therefore  I  fay,  with  noble  Buckingham, 
That  it  is  meet  fo  few  mould  fetch  the  Prince. 

Haft.  And  fo  fay  I. 

Glo. 
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Glo.  Then  be  it  foj  and  go  we  to  determine, 
Who  they  fhall  be  that  ftraic  ihall  poll  to  Ludlow. 
Madam,  and  you  my  filter,  will  you  go, 
*  To  give  your  cenfures  in  this  weighty  bufinefs  ? 

[Exeynt. 

[Manent  Buckingham  and  Glouceller 
Buck.  My  lord,  whoever  journies  to  the  Prince, 

For  God's  lake,  let  not  us  Two  (lay  at  home ; 

For  by  the  way,  I'll  fort  occafion, 

As  index  to  the  Itory  we  late  talk'd  of, 

To  part  the  Queen's  proud  kindred  from  the  Prince. 
Glo.  2  My  other  felf,  my  counfel's  confiltory, 

My  oracle,  my  prophet!  —  My  dear  coufin, 

I,  as  a  child,  will  go  by  thy  direction. 

Tovv'rd  Ludlow  then,  for  we'll  not  ftay  behind,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Changes  to  a  Street  near  the  Court. 


Enter  one  Citizen  at  one  door,  and  another  at  the  other. 


2.  Cit.  I  promifeyou,  I  hardly  know  myfelf: 
Hear  you  the  news  abroad  ? 

1  Cit.  Yes,  the  King  is  dead. 

2  Cit.  Ill  news,  by'r  lady  \  feldom  comes  a  better : 
I  fear,  I  fear,  'twill  prove  a  giddy  world. 


Enter  another  Citizen. 

3  Cit.  Neighbours,  God  fpeed! 
1  Cit.  Give  you  good  morrow,  Sir. 

1  Togivejour  eenfures  ]  cenfures,  for  counfels. 

2  My  other  felf,  my  ecunfefs  conffory, 

My  orac/e,  my  prophet \  my  dear  coujtn /]  \  have  alter 'J  the  point- 
ing of  this  palfage,  whereby  a  itrange  and  ridiculous  Anticlimax 
is  prevented. 

Vo  l.  v.  s  3  ca. 
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5  Cit.  Doth  the  news  hold  of  good  King  Edward'% 
death  ? 

2  Cit.  Ay,  Sir,  it  is  too  true •,  God  help,  the  while! 

3  Cit.  Then,  matters,  look  to  fee  a  troublous  world. 

1  Cit.  No,  no,  by  God's  good  grace  his  Ton  Ihall 

reign. 

3  Cit.  Wo  to  that  Land,  that's  govern'd  by  a  child! 

2  Cit.  In  him  there  is  a  hope  of  government : 
Which  in  his  non-age,  counlel  under  him, 
And,  in  his  full  and  ripen'd  years,  himfelf, 

No  doubt,  (hall  then,  and  till  then,  govern  well 
i  Cit.  So  ftood  the  State,  when  Henry  the  fixth 
Was  crown'd  in  Paris,  bur.  at  nine  months  old. 

3  Cit.  Stood  the  State  fo?  no,  no,  good  friends, 

God  wot; 

For  then  this  Land  was  famoufly  enrich'd 
With  politick  grave  counfel ;  then  the  King 
Had  virtuous  Uncles  to  protect  his  Grace. 

i  Cit.  Why,  fo  hath  this,  both  by  his  father  and 
mother. 

3  Cit.  Better  it  were,  they  all  came  by  his  father  ; 
Or  by  his  father  there  were  none  at  all : 
For  emulation,  who  mail  now  be  neareft, 
Will  touch  us  all  too  near,  if  God  prevent  not. 
O,  full  of  danger  is  the  Duke  of  Glo'fter  ; 
And  the  Queen's  fons  and  brothers  haughty,  proud  : 
And  were  they  to  be  ruPd,  and  not  to  rule, 
This  fickly  Land  might  folace  as  before. 

i  Cit.  Come,  come,  we  fear  the  word ;  all  will  be 
well. 

3  Cit.  When  clouds  are  fcen,  wife  men  put  on  their 

cloaks ; 

When  great  leaves  fall,  then  winter  is  at  hand; 
When  the  Sun  fets,  who  doth  not  look  for  night  ? 
Untimely  ftorms  make  men  expect  a  dearth  : 
All  may  be  well ;  but  if  God  fort  it  fo, 
'Tis  more  than  we  deferve,  or  I  expect. 

2  at 
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z  Cit.  Truly,  the  hearts  of  men  are  full  of  fear: 
You  cannot  reafon  almoft  with  a  man 
That  looks  not  heavily,  and  full  of  dread. 

3  Cit.  Before  the  days  of  change,  frill  is  it  fo  ; 
By  a  divine  inftinft  men's  minds  miftruft 
Enfuing  danger ;  as  by  proof  we  fee, 
The  waters  fweil  before  a  boift'rous  ftorm. 
But  leave  it  all  to  God.     W  hither  away  ? 

2  Cit.  Marry,  we  were  fent  for  to  the  juftices. 

3  Cit.  And  fo  was  I,  I'll  bear  you  company.  [Exeunt. 

S      C      E      N      E  V. 

Changes  to  the  Court, 

Enter  Arcbbijhop  of  York,  the  young  Duke  of  York, 
the  Queen,  and  the  Dutchefs  of  York. 

Jrcb.J  Heard,  they  lay  the  Jaft  night  at  Northampton, 

A  At  Stony-Stratford  they  do  red  to  night  : 
To  morrow,  or  next  day,  they  will  be  here. 

Dutch.  I  long  with  all  my  heart  to  fee  the  Prince; 
I  hope,  he  is  much  grown  iince  laft  I  law  him. 

Queen.  But  I  hear,  not  5  they  fay,  my  fon  of  York 
Has  almoft  over-ta'en  him  in  his  growth. 

York.  Ay,  mother,  but  I  would  not  have  it  fo. 

Dutch.  Why,  my  young  Coufin,  it  is  good  to  grow. 

York.  Grandam,  one  night  as  we  did  lit  at  (upper, 
My  uncle  Rivers  talk'd  how  I  did  grow 
More  than  my  brother.  Ay,  quoth  my  uncle  Glo*ftery 
Small  herbs  have  grace,  great  weeds  do  grow  apace. 
And  fince,  methinks,  1  would  not  grow  fq  faff, 
Becaufe  fweet  flow'rs  are  How,  and  weeds  make'hafte. 

Dutch.  Good  faith,  good  faith,  the  faying  did  no: 
hold 

In  him,  that  did  object  the  fame  to  thee. 
He  was  the  wretched'ft  thins;,  when  he  was  voun^- 

S  2  So 
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So  long  a  growing,  and  fo  leifurely, 

That,  if  his  Rule  were  true,  he  fhould  be  gracious. 

York,  And  fo,  no  doubt,  he  is,  my  gracious  Madam. 

Dutch,  I  hope,  he  is ;  but  yet  let  mothers  doubt. 

York.  Now,  by  my  troth,  if  I  had  been  remember'd, 
I  could  have  giv'n  my  Uncle's  Grace  a  flout 
To  touch  his  growth,  nearer  than  he  touch'd  mine. 

Dutch,  How,  my  young  York  ?  I  pr'ythee,  let  mc 
hear  it. 

York.  Marry,  they  fay,  my  uncle  grew  fo  fall, 
That  he  could  gnaw  a  cruft  at  two  hours  old ; 
'Twas  full  two  years  ere  I  could  get  a  tooth. 
Grandam,  this  would  have  been  a  biting  jeft. 

Dutch.  I  pr'ythee,  pretty  York,  who  told  thee  this  ? 

York.  Grandam,  his  nurfe. 

Dutch.  His  nurfe !  why,  me  was  dead  ere  thou  waft 
born. 

York.  If  'twere  not  fne,  I  cannot  tell  who  told  me. 
Queen.  A  parlous  boy  —  go  to,  you  are  too  flirewd. 
Dutch.  Good  Madam,  be  not  angry  with  a  child. 
Queen.  Pitchers  have  ears. 

Enter  a  MeJJenger. 

Arch.  Here  comes  a  mefTenger :  what  news  ? 

Mef  Such  news,  my  lord,  as  grieves  me  to  report. 

Queen.  How  doth  the  Prince? 

Mef.  Well,  Madam,  and  in  health. 

Dutch.  What  is  thy  news? 

Mef.  Lord  Rivers  and  lord  Gray  are  fent  to  Pomfret^ 
With  them  Sir  Thomas  Vaughan^  prifoners. 

Dutch.  Who  hath  committed  them  ? 

Mef.  The  mighty  Dukes, 
Glo%fter  and  Buckingham. 

Arch.  For  what  offence  ? 

Mef.  The  fum  of  all  I  can,  I  have  difclos'd  : 
Why,  or  for  what,  the  Nobles  were  committed, 
Is  all  unknown  to  me,  my  gracious  lady. 

Queen. 
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Queen.  Ah  me!  I  fee  the  ruin  of  my  houfe; 
The  tyger  now  hath  feiz'd  the  gentle  hind. 
Infulung  tyranny  begins  to  jut 
Upon  the  innocent  and  awlefs  throne ; 
Welcome,  deilruction,  blood  and  maflacre  I 
I  fee,  as  in  a  map,  the  end  of  ail. 

Dutch.  Accuried  and  unquiet  wrangling  days ! 
How  many  of  you  have  mine  eyes  beheld? 
My  husband  loft  his  life  to  get  the  Crown, 
And  often  up  and  down  my  ions  were  toft, 
For  me  to  joy,  and  weep,  their  gain,  and  lofs, 
And  bting  feated,  and  domefiick  broils 
Clean  over  blown,  themfelves  the  Conquerors 
Make  war  upon  themfelves,  blood  againft  bloody 
Self  againft  felfj  O  moft  prepofterous 
And  frantick  outrage!  end  thy  damned  fpleen  % 
Or  let  me  die,  to  look  on  death  no  more. 

Queen.  Come,  come,  my  boy,  we  will  to  Sanctuary, 
Madam,  farewel. 

Dutch.  Stay,  I  will  go  with  you, 

Queen.  You  have  no  caufe. 

Arch.  My  gracious  lady,  go. 
And  thither  bear  your  treafure  and  your  goads, 
For  my  part,  I'll  refign  unto  your  Grace 
The  Seal  I  keep  ;  and  fo  betide  it  me, 
As  well  I  tender  you,  and  all  of  yours! 
Go,  Til  conduct  you  to  the  Sanctuary,  [Exeunt. 
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ACT   III.     S  C  E  N  E  L 

In  LONDON. 

*fhe  Trumpets  found.  Enter  Prince  of  Wales,  the 
Dukes  of  Gloucester  and  Buckingham,  Archbifhop, 
with  others. 

Buckingham. 

WELCOME,  fweet  Prince,  to  London,  1  to 
your  Chamber. 
Glo.  Welcome,  dear  Coufin,  my  thought's  Sovereign, 
The  weary  way  hath  made  you  melancholy. 

Prince.  No,  Uncle,  but  our  crofTes  on  the  way 
Have  made  it  tedious,  wearifom  and  heavy, 
I  want  more  Uncles  here  to  welcome  me. 

Glo.  Sweet  Prince,  th'  untainted  virtue  of  your  years 
Hath  not  yet  div'd  into  the  world's  deceit : 
Nor  more  can  you  diftinguifh  of  a  man, 
Than  of  his  outward  (hew,  which,  God  he  knows, 
Seldom  or  never  jumpeth  with  the  heart. 
Thofe  Uncles,  which  you  want,  were  dangerous : 
Your  Grace  attended  to  their  fugar'd  words, 
But  look'd  not  on  the  poifon  of  their  hearts: 
God  keep  you  from  them,  and  from  fuch  falfe  friends! 
Prince.  God  keep  me  from  falfe  friends !  but  they 
were  none. 

Glo.  My  lord,  the  Mayor  of  London  comes  to  greet 
you. 

Enter  Lord  Mayor. 

Mayor.  God  blefs  your  Grace  with  health  and  happy 
days ! 

i  to  your  Chamber.]  London  was  antiently  called  Camera 

regia.  Mr.  Pope. 


Prince. 
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Prince.  I  thank  you,  good  my  lord,  and  thank 
you  all  : 

I  thought,  my  Mother,  and  my  brother  York, 
Would  long  ere  this  have  met  us  on  the  way. 
Fie,  what  a  Aug  is  Haftings  ?  that  he  comes  not 
To  tell  us,  whether  they  will  come  or  no. 

Enter  Lcrd  Haftings. 

Buck.  And  in  good  time  here  comes  the  (Wearing 
lord. 

Prince.  Welcome,  my  lord  -9  what,  will  our  mother 
come  ? 

Haft.  On  what  occafion,  God  he  knows,  not  I, 
The  Queen  your  mother,  and  your  brother  York, 
Have  taken  Sancluary  *,  the  tender  Prince 
Would  fain  have  come  with  me  to  meet  your  Grace, 
But  by  his  mother  was  perforce  with- held. 

Buck.  Fie,  what  an  indirect  and  peevifh  courfe 
Is  this  of  hers?  Lord  Cardinal,  will  your  Grace 
Perfuade  the  Queen  to  fend  the  Duke  of  York 
Unto  his  Princely  Brother  preferitly  ? 
If  fhe  deny,  lord  Haftings,  you  go  with  him, 
And  from  her  jealous  arms  pluck  him  perforce. 

Arch.  My  Lord  of  Buckingham,  if  my  weak  orator 
Can  from  his  mother  win  the  Duke  of  York, 
Anon  expect  him  here    but  if  Ihe  be 
Obdurate  to  entreaties,  God  forbid, 
We  fhou!d  infringe  the  holy  privilege 
Of  Sanctuary  !  not  for  all  this  land 
Would  I  be  guilty  of  fo  deep  a  fin, 

Buck.  You  are  too  fenfelefs-obftinate,  my  Lord; 
a  Too  ceremonious,  and  traditional. 
3  Weigh  it  but  with  the  Greennefs  of  his  age, 

You 

2  Too  ceremonious,  ^^traditional]  Ceremonious  for  fuperiti- 
tious;  traditional  for  adherent  to  old  caitoms. 

3  Weigh  it  but  wcith  the  grosseness  of  this  age,]  Bat  the 
BiOfe^ra/},  that  is,  the  more  fuperiticious  the  age  was,  the  ftronger 

S  4  would 
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You  break  not  Sanctuary,  in  feizing  him  ; 

The  benefit  thereof  is  always  granted 

To  thofe,  whofe  dealings  have  deferv'd  the  place; 

And  thofe,  who  have  the  wit  to  claim  the  place  ; 

This  Prince  hath  neither  claim'd  it,  nor  deferv'd  it; 

Therefore,  in  mine  opinion,  cannot  have  it; 

Then  taking  him  from  thence,  that  is  not  there, 

You  break  no  Privilege  nor  Charter  there : 

Oft  have  I  heard  of  Sanctuary-men, 

But  Sanctuary-children  ne'er  till  now. 

Arch.  My  Lord,  you  fhaii  o'er-rule  my  mind  for 
once. 

Come  on,  Lord  Haftings^  will  you  go  with  me  ? 
Haft,  I  go,  my  Lord. 

[Exeunt  Archhijhop  and  Haftings. 
Prince.  Good  Lords,  make  all  the  fpcedy  hafte  you 

may. 

Say,  Uncle  G/o'fter,  if  our  Brother  come, 
Where  mall  we  fojourn  till  our  Coronation? 

Glo.  Where  it  fcems  bed  unto  your  royal  felf: 
If  I  may  counfel  you,  fome  day  or  two 
Your  Highnefs  (hall  repofe  you  at  the  Tower  : 
Then,  where  you  pleafe,  and  fhall  be  thought  mod  fit 
For  your  beft  health  and  recreation. 

Prince.  I  do  not  like  the  Tower  of  any  place ; 
Did  Julius  Cafar  build  that  place,  my  Lord  ? 

would  be  the  imputation  of  violated  fancluary.  The  queflion, 
we  fee  by  what  follows,  is  whether  fancluary  could  be  claimed 
by  an  infant.  The  fpeaker  refolves  it  in  the  negative,  becaufe  it 
could  be  claimed  by  thofe  only  whofe  actions  neceifitated  them  to 
fly  thither;  or  by  thofe  who  had  an  undemanding  to  demand  it; 
neither  cf  which  cculd  be  an  infant's  cafe:  It  is  plain  then,  the 
firft  line,  which  introduces  this  reafoning,  mould  be  read  thus, 

Weigh  it  but  with  the  greenness  of  his  age, 
i.  e.  the  young  Duhe  of  York's,  whom  his  mother  had  fled  with 
to  fancluary.    The  corrupted  reading  of  the  old  quarto  is  fome- 
thing  nearer  the  true. 

• —        the  greatnefs  of  his  age. 

Buch 
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Buck,  He  did,  my  gracious  Lord,  begin  that  place, 
Which,  fince,  fucceeding  ages  have  re-edify'd. 

Prince.  Is  it  upon  record  ?  or  elfe  reported 
Succefiively,  from  age  to  age,  he  built  it  ? 

Buck.  Upon  record,  my  gracious  Lord. 

Prince.  But  fay,  my  Lord,  it  were  not  regifter'd, 
Methinks,  the  truth  fhould  live  from  age  to  age, 

4  As  'twere  intail'd  to  all  Pofterity 
Even  to  the  general  all-ending  day. 

Glo.  So  wife,  fo  young,  they  fay,  do  ne'er  live  long. 

Prince.  What  fay  you,  Uncle? 

Glo.  I  lay,  without  characters  Fame  lives  long. 

5  Thus,  like  the  formal-wife  Antiquity  \ 

I  moralize:  Two  meanings  in  one  word.  3   ^  e' 

Prince. 

4  As  'twere  retail'd  to  all  Pofterity  ;]  And  fo  it  is:  And, 
by  that  means,  like  molt  other  retail'd  things,  became  adulterated. 
We  mould  read, 

■        intail'd  to  all  Pofterity, 
which  is  finely  and  fenfibly  expreffed,  as  if  truth  was  the  natural 
inheritance  of  our  children ;  which  it  is  impiety  to  deprive  them 
of. 

5  Thus  like  the  formal  VICE,  iNiquiTY, 

I  moralize  two  meanings  in  one  word."]  That  the  buffoon,  or 
jefter  of  the  old  Englijh  farces,  was  called  the  Vice,  is  certain :  and 
that,  in  their  moral  reprefentatior.s,  it  was  common  to  bring  in 
the  deadly  fins,  is  as  true.  Of  thefe  we  have  yet  feveral  remains. 
But  that  the  Vice  ufed  to  affume  the  perfonages  of  thefe  fins,  is  a 
fancy  of  Mr.  Theobald's,  who  knew  nothing  of  the  matter.  The 
truth  is,  the  Vice  was  always  a  fool  or  jefter :  And,  (as  the  Wo- 
man, in  the  Merchant  of  Venice,  calls  the  Clown,  alluding  to 
this  character,)  a  merry  devil.  Whereas  thefe  mortal  fins  were 
fo  many  fad,  ferious  ones.  But  what  mifled  our  editor  was  the 
name  Iniquity,  given  to  this  Vice  ;  But  it  was  only  on  account  of 
his  unhappy  tricks  and  rogueries.  That  it  wa?  given  to  him,  and 
for  the  reafon  I  mention,  appears  from  the  following  parage  of 
j'ohnfons  Staple  of  News,  fecond  intermeane, 

M.  How  like  you  the  Vice  V the  play? 

T.  Here  is  never  a  fiend  to  carry  him  away.  Beftdes  he  has 
tcrjer  a  wooden  dagger. 
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Prince.  That  Julius  Ca?far  was  a  famous  man  5 
With  what  his  valour  did  enrich  his  wit, 
His  wit  fet  down  to  make  his  valour  live: 
Death  makes  no  conqueft  of  this  conqueror  ; 

M.  That  was  the  old  way,  GoJJtp,  when  Iniquity  came  in  like 
ffocas  Pocas,  in  a  Jugler's  Jerkin,  'with falfe  skirts  like  the 
Kna-je  of  Clubs. 

And  in  The  Devil's  an  Afs,  we  fee  this  old  Vice,  Iniquity  de- 
feribed  more  at  large. 

From  aM  this,  it  may  be  gatherd,  that  the  text,  where  Richard 
compares  hirafelf  to  the  formal  Vice  Iniquity,  mull  be  corrupt : 
And  the  interpolation  of  feme  foolifh  player.  The  Vice  or  Ini- 
ervtity  being  not  a  formal,  but  a  merry,  buffoon  character.  Be- 
tides, Shake/pear  could  never  make  an  exact  fpeaker  refer  to  this 
character,  becaufe  the  {ub}^6i  he  is  upon  is  Tradition  and  Antiqui- 
ty, which  have  no  relation  to  it ;  and  becaufe  it  appears  from 
the  turn  of  the  PafTage,  that  he  is  apologizing  for  his  equivoca- 
tion by  a  reputable  practice.  To  keep  the  reader  no  longer  in 
fufpence  my  conjecture  is,  that  Shake/pear  wrote  and  pointed  die 
Hnes  in  this  manner, 

Thus  like  the  formal-wise  Antiquity 
I  moralize  :  Two  meanings  in  one  word. 
Alluding  to  the  Mythologic  learning  of  the  antients,  of  whom 
they  are  all  here  fpeaking.  So  that  Richard's,  ironical  apology  is 
to  this  effect,  You  men  of  morals  who  fo  much  extol  your  allwife 
antiquity,  in  what  am  I  inferior  to  it  ?  which  was  but  an  equivo- 
cator  as  I  am.  And  it  is  remarkable,  that  the  Greeks  themfelves 
called  their  remote  antiquity,  &iyb/2iBo<  or  the  equivocator.  So 
far  as  to  the  genera!  fenfe  ;  as  to°  that  which  ariies  particularly 
cut  of  the  corrected  exprefuon,  I  mall  only  obferve,  thztformal- 
•:mfe  is  a  compound  epithet,  an  extreme  fine  one,  and  admirably 
ft tted  to  the  character  of  the  fpeaker,  who  thought  all  wifdom 
but  formality.  It  mud  therefore  be  read  for  the  future  with  a 
fiyphen.  My  o  her  obfervation  is  with  regard  to  the  pointing; 
the  common  reading, 

I  moralize  two  meanings  

is  nonfenfe:  but  reformed  in  this  manner,  very  fenfible3 
Thus  like  the  formal-wife  Antiquity 
I  moralize :  Two  meanings  in  one  word. 
i.e.  I  moralize  as  the  antients  did.    And  how  was  that?  the 
having  two  meanings  to  one  word.    A  ridicule  on  the  morality 
of  the  antients,  which  he  infinuates  was  no  better  than  equivocat- 
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For  now  he  lives  in  fame,  though  not  in  life. 
I'll  tell  you  what,  my  coufin  Buckingham. 

Buck.  What,  my  gracious  Lord? 

Prince.  An  it  I  live  until  I  be  a  man, 
I'll  win  our  ancient  Right  in  France  again, 
Or  die  a  foldier,  as  I  liv'd  a  King. 

Glo.  Short  fummer  lightly  has  a  forward  fpring. 

Enter  York,  Haftings,  and  Archbifhop. 

Buck.  Now  in  good  time  here  comes  the  Duke  of 
York. 

Prince.  Richard  of  York^  how  fares  our  noble 
brother  ? 

York.  Well,  my  dread  Lord,  fo  mud  I  call  you  now. 

Prince  Ay,  brother,  to  our  grief,  as  it  is  yojrs; 
6  Too  late  he  dy'd  that  might  have  kept  that  title, 
Which  by  his  death  hath  loft  much  IVLjefty. 

Glo.  How  fares  our  Coufin,  noble  Lord  of  York? 

York.  I  thank  you,  gentle  Uncle.  O  my  Lord, 
You  faid,  that  idle  weeds  are  fait  in  growth  : 
The  Prince  my  brother  hath  outgrown  me  far. 

Glo.  He  hath,  my  Lord. 

T'ork.  And  therefore  is  he  idle? 

Glo.  Oh,  my  fair  Coufin,  I  muft  not  fay  fo. 

York.  Then  is  he  more  beholden  to  you  than  I. 

Glo.  He  may  command  me  as  my  Sovereign, 
But  you  have  pow'r  in  me,  as  in  a  kinfman. 

York.  I  pray  you,  Uncle,  give  me  this  your  dagger. 

Glo.  My  dagger,  little  coufin  ?  with  all  my  heart. 

Prince.  A  beggar,  brother  ? 

York.  Of  my  kind  Uncle,  that  I  know  will  give  \ 
And  being  a  toy,  it  is  no  grief  to  give. 

6  Too  late  he  died— — ]  i  e.  too  lately,  the  Iofs  is  too  frem  in 
oar  memory.  But  the  Oxford  Editor  not  underilanding  this  phra- 
seology, to  ciear  the  Prince  of  all  imputation  of  impiety,  makes 

him  lay, 

'loo foon  he  died  — 

Glo. 
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Glo.  A  greater  gift  than  that  Til  give  my  coufin. 
York.  A  greater  gift  ?  O,  that's  the  fword  to  it. 
Glo.  Ay,  gentle  Coufin,  were  it  light  enough. 
Tork.  O,  then  I  fee,  you'll  part  but  with  light  gifts ; 
In  weightier  things  you'll  fay  a  beggar  nay. 
Glo.  It  is  too  weighty  for  your  Grace  to  wear. 
York.  7 1  weigh  it  lightly,  were  it  heavier. 
Glo.  What,  would  you  have  my  weapon,  little  Lord  ? 
York.  I  would,  that  I  might  thank  you,  as  you  call 

me. 
Glo.  How? 
York.  Little. 

Prince.  My  Lord  of  York  will  (till  be  crofs  in  talks 
Uncle,  your  Grace  knows  how  to  bear  with  him. 

York.  You  mean  to  bear  me,  not  to  bear  with  me : 
Uncle,  my  brother  mocks  both  you  and  me: 
Becaufe  that  f  am  little  like  an  ape, 
He  thinks,  that  you  fhould  bear  me  on  your  fhoufders. 

Buck.  With  what  a  (harp-provided  wit  he  reafbns! 
To  mitigate  the  fcorn  he  gives  his  Uncle, 
He  prettily  and  aptly  taunts  him  felf ; 
So  cunning,  and  fo  young,  is  wonderful. 

Glo.  My  Lord,  will't  pleafe  you  pafs  along? 
My  felf,  and  my  good  coufin  Buckingham 
Will  to  your  mother,  to  entreat  of  her 
To  meet  you  at  the  Tower,  and  welcome  you. 

York.  What,  will  you  go  unto  the  Tower,  my 
Lord? 

Prince.  My  Lord  Protector  needs  will  have  it  fo, 
York.  I  fhall  not  fleep  in  quiet  at  the  Tower. 
Glo.  Why,  what  mould  you  fear? 
York.  Marry,  my  uncle  Clarence*  angry  ghoft : 

7  /  weigh  it  lightly  &c]    /.  e.  I  fhould  ftill  efteem  it  but  a 
Sritling  gift  were  it  heavier.    But  the  Oxford  Editor  cannot  bear 
she  Duke  fhould  equivocate,  and  fo  reads, 
I'd  weigh  it  lightly, 
i.  c.  I  cculd  manage  it  tho'  it  were  heavier. 

My 


King  Richard  III. 

My  Grandam  told  me,  he  was  murther'd  there. 

Prince.  I  fear  no  Uncles  dead. 

Glo.  Nor  none  that  live,  I  hope. 

Prince.  An  if  they  live,  I  hope,  I  need  not  fear,, 
But  come,  my  Lord,  and  with  a  heavy  heart, 
Thinking  on  them,  go  I  unto  the  Tower. 

[Exeunt  Prince,  York,  Mailings  and  Dorfet, 

SCENE  II. 

Manent  Gloucefter,  Buckingham  and  Catesby. 

Buck.  Think  you,  my  Lord,  this  little  prating  2mt 
Was  not  incenfed  by  his  fubtle  mother, 
To  taunt  and  fcorn  you  thus  opprobrioufiy  ? 

Glo.  No  doubt,  no  doubt:  oh,  'tis  a  per'Jous  boy. 
Bold,  quick,  ingenious,  forward,  capable; 
He's  all  the  mother's,  from  the  top  to  toe. 

Buck.  Well,  let  them  reft:  come,  Catesby,  thee 
art  iworn 
As  deeply  to  effect  what  we  intend, 
As  ciofely  to  conceal  what  we  impart: 
Thou  know'ft  our  reafons  urg'd  upon  the  way : 
What  think'ft  thou?  is  it  nor  an  eafy  matter 
To  make  Lord  William  Haftings  of  our  mind, 
For  the  mttalment  of  this  noble  Duke 
In  the  feat  royal  of  this  famous  Ifler 

Catef.  He  for  his  father's  fake  lb  loves  the  Prince, 
That  he  will  not  be  won  to  aught  againft  him. 

Buck.  What  think'ft  thou  then  of  Stanley?  will 
not  he  ? 

Catef.  He  will  do  ali  in  all  as  Hajlings  doth. 
Buck.  Well  then,  no  more  than  this;  go,  gentle 
Catesty, 

And,  as  it  were  far  off,  found  thou  Lord  Hojlings, 
How  he  doth  [land  affected  to  our  purpofe*, 
And  lummon  him  to  morrow  to  the  Tower, 
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To  fit  about  the  Coronation. 
If  thou  doft  find  him  tradable  to  us, 
Encourage  him,  and  tell  him  all  our  reafons  : 
If  he  be  leaden,  icy,  cold,  unwilling, 
Be  thou  fo  too    and  fo  break  off  the  talk, 
And  give  us  notice  of  his  inclination : 
For  we  to  morrow  hold  divided  councils, 
Wherein  thyfelf  fhalt  highly  be  employ'd. 

Glo.  Commend  me  to  Lord  William  \  tell  him* 
Cat  e  shy, 

His  ancient  knot  of  dangerous  adverfaries 
To  morrow  are  let  blood  at  Pomfret-czftk; 
And  bid  my  friend,  for  joy  of  this  good  news, 
Give  miftrefs  Shore  one  gentle  kifs  the  more. 

Buck.  Good  Cateshy,  go,  effecT:  this  bufinefs  foundly. 

Catef  My  good  Lords  both,  with  all  the  heed  I 
can. 

Glo.  Shall  we  hear  from  you,  Catefby,  ere  we  fleep? 

Catef.  You  mail,  my  Lord. 

Glo.  At  Ow^y-place,  there  you  mall  find  us  both. 

[Exit  Cat. 

Buck.  My  Lord,  what  mall  we  do,  if  we  perceive, 
Lord  Hqftings  will  not  yield  to  our  complots? 

Glo.  Chop  off  his  head,  man  ;  ibmewhat  we  will  do ; 
And  look,  when  I  am  King,  claim  thou  of  me 
The  Earldom  of  Hereford,  and  the  moveables 
Whereof  the  King,  my  brother,  flood  poffeft. 

Buck.  I'll  claim  that  promife  at  your  Grace's  hand. 

Glo.  And  look  to  have  it  yielded  with  all  kindnefs. 
Come,  let  us  fup  betimes ;  that  afterwards, 
We  may  digeft  our  com  plots  in  fome  form.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  III. 
Before  Lord  HaftingsV  Hoiife. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger  to  the  door  of  Ha  (lings* 

Mef  TV/T  Y  Lord,  my  Lord,  

1V1  Haft,  [within.]  Who  knocks? 
Mef  One  from  Lord  Stanley. 
Haft.  What  is'c  o'clock? 
Mef  Upon  the  ftroak  of  four. 

Enter  Lord  Haftings. 

Haft.  Cannot  thy  matter  fleep  thefe  tedious  nights? 
Mef  So  it  appears,  by  what  I  have  to  fay: 
Firft,  he  commends  him  to  your  noble  felf. 
Haft.  What  then? 

Mef  Then  certifies  your  Lordfbip,  that  this  nignt 
He  dreamr,  the  Boar  had  rafed  off  his  helm  : 
Befides,  he  fays,  there  are  two  Councils  held  \ 
And  That  may  be  determined  at  the  one,, 
Which  may  make  you  and  him  to  rue  at  th9  other. 
Therefore  he  fends  to  know  your  Lordrhip's  plealure, 
If  you  will  prefently  take  horfe  with  him, 
And  with  all  fpeed  poft  with  him  tow'rds  the  north ; 
To  £hun  the  danger  that  his  foul  divines. 

Haft.  Go,  fellow,  go,  return  unto  thy  Lord, 
Bid  him  not  fear  the  feparated  Councils : 
His  honour,  and  my  felf,  are  at  the  one; 
And,  at  the  other,  is  my  good  friend  Catesly\ 
Where  nothing  can  proceed,  that  toucheth  us, 
Whereof  I  fhall  not  have  intelligence: 
Tell  him,  his  fears  are  (hallow,  wanting  inftance* 
And  for  his  dreams,  I  wonder,  he's  lb  lond 
To  truft  the  mock'ry  of  unquiet  (lumbers. 
To  fly  the  boar,  before  the  boar  purfues. 
Were  to  incenfe  the  boar  to  follow  us; 

And 


272  King  Richard  III. 

And  make  purfuit,  where  he  did  mean  no  chafe. 
Go,  bid  thy  matter  rife  and  come  to  me, 
And  we  will  both  together  to  the  Tower, 
Where,  he  mall  fee,  the  boar  will  ufe  us  kindly. 
Mef.  I'll  go,  my  Lord,  and  tell  him  what  you  fay. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Catesby. 

Catef.  Many  good  morrows  to  my  noble  Lord  f 

Haft.  Good  morrow,  Cateshy,  you  are  early  ftirring : 
"What  news,  what  news,  in  this  our  tott'ring  State  ? 

Catef.  It  is  a  reeling  world,  indeed,  my  Lord; 
And,  I  believe,  will  never  (land  upright, 
Till  Richard  wear  the  garland  of  the  realm. 

Haft.  How!  wear  the  garland?  doft  thou  mean 
the  crown  ? 

Catef.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Haft.  I'll  have  this  crown  of  mine  cut  from  my 
moulders, 

Before  I'll  fee  the  crown  fo  foul  mifplac'd. 
But  canft  thou  guefs  that  he  doth  aim  at  it  ? 

Catef.   Ay,  on  my  life;  and  hopes  to  find  you 
forward 

Upon  his  party,  for  the  gain  thereof: 

And  thereupon  he  fends  you  this  good  news, 

That  this  fame  very  day  your  enemies, 

The  kindred  of  the  Queen,  mutt  die  at  Pomfret. 

Haft.  Indeed  I  am  no  mourner  for  that  news, 
Becaufe  they  have  been  ftill  my  adverfaries ; 
But  that  I'll  give  my  voice  on  Richard's  fide, 
To  bar  my  matter's  heirs  in  true  delcent, 
God  knows,  I  will  not  do  it,  to  the  death. 

Catef  God  keep  your  Lordfhip  in  that  gracious 
mind ! 

Haft.  But  I  fliall  laugh  at  this  a  twelve-month 

hence, 

That  they,  who  brought  me  in  my  matter's  hate, 
I  live  to  look  upon  their  tragedy. 

Well 
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Well,  Cat e shy,  ere  a  fortnight  make  me  older, 
I'll  fend  fome  packing  that  yet  think  not  on'r. 

Catef.  'Tis  a  vile  tiling  to  die,  my  gracious  Lord, 
When  men  are  unprepar'd  and  look  not  for  ir. 

Haft.  O  monftrous,  monftrous!  and  fo  falls  it  out 
With  Rivers,  Vaughan,  Gray,  and  fo  'twill  do 
With  fome  men  elle,  who  think  themfelves  as  fafe 
As  thou  and  I ;  who,  as  thou  know'fr,  are  dear 
To  Princely  Richard  and  to  Buckingham. 

Catef.  The  Princes  both  make  high  account  of 
you- 

For  they  account  his  head  upon  the  bridge.  \_Afide. 
Haft.  I  know,  they  do   and  I  have  well  deferv'd  it. 

Enter  Lord  -Stanley. 

Come  on,  come  on,  where  is  your  boar-fpear,  man? 
Fear  you  the  boar,  and  go  fo  unprovided  ? 

Stan.  My  Lord,  good  morrow ;  and,  good  morrow, 
Catesby  •, 

You  may  jeft  on,  but,  by  the  holy  rood, 
I  do  not  like  thefe  feveral  Councils,  I. 

Haft.  My  Lord,  I  hold  my  life  as  dear  as  you  do 
yours. 

And  never  in  my  days,  I  do  proteft, 
Was  it  fo  precious  to  me  as  'tis  now ; 
Think  you,  but  that  I  know  our  (late  fecure, 
I  would  be  fo  triumphant  as  I  am  ? 

Stan.  The  Lords  at  Pomfret,  when  they  rode  from 
London, 

Were  jocund,  and  fuppos'd,  their  ftates  were  fure; 
And  they,  indeed,  had  no  caufe  to  miftruft ; 
But  yet,  you  fee-,  how  foon  the  day  o'er-caft. 
This  fudden  ftab  of  rancor  I  mifdoubt ; 
Pray  God,  I  fay,  I  prove  a  needlefs  coward ! 
What,  ihall  we  tow'rd  the  Tower?  the  day  is  fpent. 
Haft.  Come,  come,  have  with  you:  wot  yet  what, 
my  Lord  ? 

Vol.  V,  T  to 
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To  day  the  Lords,  you  talk  of,  are  beheaded. 
Stan.  They,  for  their  truth,  might  better  wear  their 
heads, 

Than  fome,  that  have  accus'd  them,  wear  their  hats. 
But  come,  my  Lord,  away. 

Enter  a  Purfuivant. 

Haji.  Go  on  before,  I'll  talk  with  this  good  fellow. 

[Exeunt  Lord  Stanley  and  Catesby. 
Sirrah,  how  now  ?  how  goes  the  world  with  thee  ? 

Purf.  The  better,  that  your  Lordftiip  pleafe  to  ask. 

Haft.  I  tell  thee,  man,  'tis  better  with  me  now, 
Than  when  thou  met'ft  me  laft  where  now  we  meet  ; 
Then  I  was  going  prifoner  to  the  Tower , 
By  the  fuggeftion  of  the  Queen's  allies. 
But  now  I  tell  thee,  (keep  it  to  thyfelf,) 
This  day  thofe  enemies  are  put  to  death ; 
And  I  in  better  ftate,  than  e'er  I  was. 

Purf.  God  hold  it  to  your  Honour's  good  content? 

Haft.  Gramercy,  fellow;    there,  drink  that  for 
me.  [Throws  him  his  purfe* 

Purf.  I  thank  your  Honour.       [Exit  Purfuivant, 

Enter  a  Prieft. 

Prieft.  Well  met,  my  Lord,  I'm  glad  to  fee  your 
Honour. 

Haft.  I  thank  thee,  good  Sir  John,  with  all  my 
heart ; 

I'm  in  your  debt  for  your  Jafl:  exercife: 
Come  the  next  iabbath,  and  I  will  content  you. 

[He  whifpers.* 

Enter  Buckingham. 

Buck.  What,  talking  with  a  Pried,  Lord  Cham- 
berlain ? 

Your  friends  at  Pomfret  they  do  need  a  Pried, 
Your  Honour  hath  no  fhriving  work  in  hand. 
Haft.  Good  faith,  and  when  I  met  this  holy  man, 

The 
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The  men,  you  talk  of,  came  into  my  mind. 
What,  go  you  tovv'rd  the  Tower? 

Buck.  I  do,  my  Lord,  but  long  I  (hall  not  (lay: 
I  mall  return  before  your  Lordfhip  thence. 

Haft.  Nay,  like  enough,  for  I  itay  dinner  there. 

Buck.  And  fupper  too,  altho'  thou  know'ft  it  not. 

[4fide. 

Come,  will  you  go  ? 
Haft.  I'll  wait  upon  your  Lordmip.  [Exeunt. 

S     C     E    N     E  IV. 
Changes  to  Pomfret-Csto. 

Enter  Sir  Richard  Ratcliff,  with  halberds,  carrying 
Lord  Rivers,  Lord  Richard  Gray,  and  Sir  Thomas 
Vaughan  to  Death. 

Rat.  POM  E,  bring  forth  the  prifoners. 

v>  Riv.  Sir  Richard  Rat  cliff,  let  me  tell  thee 
this, 

To  day  (halt  thou  behold  a  fubjecl  die 
i  For  truth,  for  duty,  and  for  loyalty. 

Cray.  God  keep  the  Prince  from  all  the  pack  of 
you, 

A  knot  you  are  of  damned  blood-fuckers. 

Vaugh.  You  live,  that  fhall  cry  woe  for  this  here- 
after. 

Rat.  Difpatch ;  the  limit  of  your  lives  is  out. 

Riv.  O  Pomfrety  Pom/ret !  O  thou  bloody  prifon, 
Fatal  and  ominous  to  noble  Peers ! 
Within  the  guilty  clofure  of  thy  walls 
Richard  the  Second,  here,  was  hack'd  to  death ; 
And,  for  more  flander  to  thy  difmal  feat, 
We  give  to  thee  our  guiltlefs  blood  to  drink. 

Gray.  Now  Margaret's  curfe  is  fall'n  upon  our  heads, 
When  me  exclaim'd  on  Haftings,  you,  and  I, 
For  (landing  by  when  Richard  ftab'd  her  fon, 

T  2  Riv. 
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Riv.  Then  curs'd  flic  Richard,  curs'd  fhe  Buckingham^ 
Then  curs'd  fhe  Haftings.    O  remember,  God! 
To  hear  her  prayer  tor  them,  as  now  for  us : 
As  for  my  filler  and  her  princely  fons, 
Be  fatisfy'd,  dear  God,  with  our  true  blood: 
Which,  as  thou  know'ft,  unjuftly  mud  be  fpilt. 
Rat.  Make  hafte,  the  hour  of  death  is  now  expir'd, 
Riv.   Come,  Gray,  come,  Vaughan;   let  us  all 
embrace ; 

Farewel,  until  we  meet  again  in  heaven.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  V. 
The  TOWER. 

Buckingham,  Stanley,  Haftings,  BijJjop  of  *E\y , 
Catesby,  Lovel,  zvitb  others,  at  a  table. 

^•\TOW,  noble  Peers,  the  caufe  why  we  arc 
1^1  met 

Is  to  determine  of  the.  coronation : 

In  God's  name  fpeak,  when  is  the  royal  day? 

Buck.  Are  all  things  ready  for  that  royal  time? 

Stanl.  They  are,  and  want  but  nomination. 

Ely.  To  morrow  then  I  judge  a  happy  day. 

Buck.  Who  knows  the  Lord  Protector's  mind 
herein  ? 

Who  is  moft  inward  with  the  noble  Duke? 

Ely.  Your  Grace,  we  think,  mould  fooneft  know 

his  mind. 

Buck.  We  know  each  other's  faces ;  for  our  hearts, 
He  knows  no  more  of  mine,  than  I  of  yours ; 
Nor  I  of  hi?,  my  Lord,  than  you  of  mine : 
Lord  Haftings,  you  and  he  are  near  in  love. 

Haft.  I  thank  his  Grace,  I  know,  he  loves  me  well: 
But  for  his  purpofe  in  the  Coronation, 
I  have  not  founded  him;  nor  he  deliver'd 
His  gracious  plealure  any  way  therein : 

But 
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But  you,  my  noble  Lord,  may  name  the  time, 
And  in  the  Duke's  behalf  I'll  give  my  voice, 
Which,  I  prdume,  he'll  take  in  gentle  part. 

Enter  Gloucefter. 

Ely.  In  happy  time  here  comes  the  Duke  himfclf. 

Glo.  My  noble  Lords  and  Coufinsall,  good  morrow-, 
I  have  been  long  a  deeper;  but,  I  truft, 
My  abfence  doth  neglect  no  great  defign  ; 
Which  by  my  prefence  might  have  been  concluded. 

Buck.  Had  you  not  come  upon  your  cue,  my  Lord, 
William  Lord  Hqftings  had  pronoune'd  your  part; 
I  mean,  your  voice  for  crowning  of  the  King. 

Glo.  Than  my  Lord  Hqftings  no  man  might  be 
bolder, 

His  Lordfhip  knows  me  well,  and  loves  me  well. 
My  Lord  of  Ely9  when  I  was  lafl:  in  Holbourn^ 
I  law  good  ftrawberries  in  your  garden  there  ; 
I  do  befeech  you,  fend  for  fome  of  them, 

Ely.  Marry,  and  will,  my  lord,  with  all  my  heart. 

[Exit  Ely„ 

Glo.  Coufin  of  Buckingham,  a  word  with  you. 
Catesby  hath  founded  Raftings  in  our  bufinefs, 
And  finds  the  tefty  gentleman  fo  hot, 
That  he  will  lofe  his  head,  ere  give  Confent, 
His  Mailer's  Son,  as  worfhipfuliy  he  terms  it, 
Shall  lofe  the  Royalty  of  England's  Throne. 

Buck.  Withdraw  yourfelf  a  while,  I'll  go  with  you, 

{Exeunt  Glo,  and  Buck. 
Stan.  W7e  have  not  yet  fet  down  this  day  of  Triumph: 
Tomorrow,  in  my  judgment,  istoofudden; 
For  I  myfelf  am  not  fo  well  provided, 
As  elfe  1  would  be,  were  the  day  prolong'd. 

Re-enter  BiJJjop  of  Ely. 

Ely.  Where  is  my  lord  the  Duke  of  Gloucefter? 
T  have  fent  for  theie  ftrawberries, 

T  3  Haft. 
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Haft.  His  Grace  looks  chearfully  and  fmooth  this 
morning ; 

There's  fome  conceit,  or  other,  likes  him  well, 
When  that  he  bids  good  morrow  with  fuch  fpirit. 
$  I  think,  there's  ne'er  a  man  in  Chriftendom 
Can  leffer  hide  his  love,  or  hate,  than  he; 
For  by  his  face  ftrait  mail  you  know  his  heart. 

Stan.  What  of  his  heart  perceive  you  in  his  face, 
By  any  likelihood  he  fhew'd  to  day  ? 

Haft.  Marry,  that  with  no  man  here  he  is  offended  : 
For  were  he,  he  had  (hewn  it  in  his  looks. 

Re-enter  Gloucefter  and  Buckingham. 

Glo.  I  pray  you  all,  tell  me  what  they  deferve, 
That  do  confpire  my  death  with  devilifli  plots 
Of  damned  Witchcraft;  and  that  have  prevail'd 
Upon  my  body  with  their  helJifh  Charms. 

Haft.  The  tender  love  I  bear  your  Grace,  my  lord, 
Makes  me  moft  forward  in  this  Princely  prefence, 
To  doom  th'  offenders,  whofoe'er  they  be: 
I  fay,  my  lord,  they  have  deferved  death. 

Glo.  Then  be  your  eyes  the  witnefs  of  their  evil ; 
Look,  how  I  am  bewitch'd  ;  behold,  mine  arm 
Is,  like  a  blafted  Sapling,  wither'dup: 
And  this  is  Edward's  wife,  that  monftrous  witch, 
Conforted  with  that  harlot,  (trumpet  Shore9 
That  by  their  witchcraft  thus  have  marked  me. 

Haft.  If  they  have  done  this  deed,  my  noble  lord — 

Glo.  If?  thou  Protector  of  this  damned  {trumpet, 
Talk' it  thou  to  me  of  Ifs?  thou  art  a  traitor* 

Off  with  his  head  now,  by  St.  Paul  1  fwear, 

I  will  not  dine  until  I  fee  the  fame. 

S  I  think,  there*  s  ne'er  a  man  Sec.']  This  character  [is  what 
Ennius  gives  of  himfelf,  and  in  the  fame  words,  Eo  ego  ingenio 
natus  fum,  atnicitiam  atque  inimicitiam  in  frontem  promptam 
gen.  dp.  Non.  in  Initnic.  But  this  is  no  imitation :  For  the 
thought,  which  is  a  common  one,  could  hardly  be  exprefled 
other  wife. 

Lovel 
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Lovel  and  Catesby,  Jook,  that  it  be  done: 

The  reft,  that  love  me,  rife  and  follow  me.  [Exeunt 

Manent  Lovel  and  Catesby,  with  the  lord  Ha  (lings. 

Haft.  Woe,  woe,  for  England^  not  a  whit  for  me! 
!  For  1,  too  fond,  might  have  prevented  this: 
I  Stanley  did  dream,  the  boar  did  rafe  our  helms ; 
1  But  I  did  fcorn  it,  and  dildain  to  fly : 
i!  Three  times  to  day  my  foot-cloth  horfe  did  (tumble, 

And  ftarted  when  he  look'd  upon  the  Tower; 
|j  As  loth  to  bear  me  to  the  flaughter-houfe. 
|;  O,  now  I  need  the  prieft  that  ipake  to  me : 
!  I  now  repent,  I  told  the  Purfuivant, 
j  As  too  triumphing,  how  mine  enemies 
I  Today  at  Pomfret  bloodily  were  butcher'd, 
I  And  I  myfelf  lecure  in  grace  and  favour. 
I  Oh,  Margret^  Margaret,  now  thy  heavy  Curfe 
Is  lighted  on  poor  Haftings'  wretched  head. 

Catef.  Come,  come,  difpatch  s  the  Duke  would 
be  at  dinner. 
Make  a  fhort  fhrift,  he  longs  to  fee  your  head. 

Haft.  O  momentary  grace  of  mortal  men, 
Which  we  more  hunt  for  than  the  Grace  of  God] 
Who  builds  his  hope  in  air  of  your  fair  looks. 
Lives  like  a  drunken  faiJor  on  a  maft, 
Ready  with  every  Nod  to  tumble  down 
Into  the  fatal  bowels  of  the  deep. 
Lov.  Come,  come,  difpatch,  'tis  bootlefs  to  ex- 
claim. 

Haft.  O,  bloody  Richard!  miferable  England! 
I  prophefie  the  fearful'ft  time  to  thee, 
;  That  ever  wretched  Age  hath  look'd  upon. 
Come,  lead  me  to  the  block,  bear  him  my  head : 
They  fmile  at  Me,  who  ihortly  mall  be  dead. 

[Exeunt* 
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S     C     E     N     E  VI. 

Changes  to  the  Tower- walls. 

Enter  Gloucefter  and  Buckingham  in  rufty  armour, 
marvellous  ill- favour*  d* 

Glo.      O  M  E,  Coufin,  canft  thou  quake  and  change 

V>»    thy  colour, 
Murther  thy  breath  in  middle  of  a  word, 
And  then  again  begin,  and  Hop  again, 
As  if  thou  wert  diftraught,  and  mad  with  terror? 

Buck.  Tut,  I  can  counterfeit  the  deep  Tragedian, 
Speak,  and  look  back,  and  pry  on  every  fidej 
Tremble  and  ftart  at  wagging  of  a  ftraw, 
Intending  deep  fufpicion  :  ghaflly  looks 
Are  at  my  fervice,  like  enforced  fmiles; 
And  both  are  ready  in  their  office^, 
At  any  time  to  grace  my  ftratagems. 

Glo.  Here  comes  the  LMayor. 

Buck.   Let  me  alone  to  entertain  him.  Lord 
Mayor,  ~~ 

Enter  the  Lord  Mayor  ^  attended. 

Glo.  Look  to  the  draw- bridge  there. 

Buck.  Hark,  a  drum  ! 

Glo.  Catesby^  o'erlook  the  walls. 

Buck.  Lord  Mayor,  the  reaibn  we  have  fent— 

Glo.  Lock  back,  defend  thee,  here  are  enemies. 

Buck.  God  and  our  innocence  defend  and  guard  us  f 

Enter  Lovel  and  Catesby  with  Haftings'j  head. 

Glo.   Be  patient,  they  are  friends-,  Catesby  and 
Level. 

Lo-v.  Here  is  the  head  of  that  ignoble  traitor, 
The  dangerous  and  unfufpected  Haftings. 

Glo.  So  dear  I  lov'd  the  man,  that  I  mult  weep; 
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I  took  him  for  the  plained,  harmlefs  creature, 

That  breath'd  upon  the  earth  a  chriftian : 

Made  him  my  book,  wherein  my  foul  recorded 

The  hiftory  of  all  her  fecret  thoughts ; 

So  fmooth  he  daub'd  his  vice  with  fhew  of  virtue, 

That  (his  apparent  open  guilt  omitted, 

I  mean,  his  cpnverfation  with  Shore's  wife) 

He  liv'd  from  all  attainder  of  Sufpect. 

Buck.  Well,  well,  he  was  the  covert'ft  ftielter'd 

traitor-  • 

Would  you  imagine,  or  almoft  believe, 
(Were't  not,  that  by  great  prefervation 
We  live  to  tell  it)  that  the  fubtle  traitor 
This  day  had  plotted,  in  the  Council- houfe, 
To  murther  me  and  my  good  lord  of  Glo'Jler. 
Mayor.  What?  had  he  fo? 
Glo.  What!  think  you,  we  are  Turks  or  Infidels? 
Or  that  we  would,  againft  the  form  of  law, 
Proceed  thus  rafhly  to  the  villain's  death  •, 
But  that  the  extreme  peril  of  the  cafe, 
The  peace  of  England,  and  our  Person's  fafety, 
Enforc'd  us  to  this  execution  ? 

Mayor.  Now,  fair  befall  you !  he  defer v'd  his  death  5 
And  your  good  Graces  both  have  well  proceeded, 
To  warn  falfe  traitors  from  the  like  attempts. 
I  never  look'd  for  better  at  his  hands, 
After  he  once  fell  in  with  miftrefs  Shore. 

Buck.  Yet  had  not  we  determin'd  he  lliould  die, 
Until  your  lordfhip  came  to  fee  his  end  ; 
Which  now  the  loving  hafte  of  thefe  our  friends, 
Something  againft  our  meaning,  hath  prevented  ; 
Becaufe,  my  lord,  we  would  have  had  you  heard 
The  traitor  fpeak  ;  and  tim'roufly  confefs 
The  manner  and  the  purpofe  of  his  treafons : 
That  you  might  well  have  fignify'd  the  fame 
Unto  the  Citizens,  who,  haply,  may 
Mifconftrue  us  in  him,  and  wail  his  death. 

Mayor 
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Mayor.  But,  my  good  lord,  your  Grace's  word 
fhall  ferve, 

As  well  as  I  had  feen  and  heard  him  fpeak : 
And  do  not  doubt,  right- noble  Princes  both, 
But  I'll  acquaint  our  duteous  citizens, 
With  all  your  juft  proceedings  in  this  cafe. 

Glo.  And  to  that  end  we  wifh'd  your  lordfliip  here* 
T'avoid  the  cenfurcs  of  the  carping  world. 

Buck,  But  (ince  you  come  too  late  of  our  intent, 
Yet  witnefs,  what,  you  hear,  we  did  intend  : 
And  fo,  my  good  lord  Mayor,  we  bid  farewel. 

[Exit  Mayor. 
Glo.  Go  after,  after,  Coufin  Buckingham. 
The  Mayor  towards  Guild-Hall  hies  him  in  all  poft: 
There,  at  your  meeteft  vantage  of  the  time, 
Infer  the  baftardy  of  Edward's  children  ; 
Tell  them,  how  Edward  put  to  death  a  Citizen, 
Only  for  faying,  he  would  make  his  fon 
Heir  to  the  Crown  5  meaning,  indeed,  his  houfe, 
Which  by  the  fign  thereof  was  termed  fo. 
Moreover,  urge  his  hateful  luxury, 
And  beftial  appetite  in  change  of  luft, 
Which  ftretcri'd  unto  their  fervants,  daughters,  wives, 
Ev'n  where  his  ranging  eye,  or  favage  heart, 
Without  controul,  Jutted  to  make  a  prey. 
Nay,  for  a  need,  thus  far  come  near  my  per/on  : 
Tell  them,  when  that  my  Mother  went  with  child 
Of  that  infatiate  Edward,  noble  Tork 
My  Princely  father  then  had  wars  in  France  \ 
And,  by  juft  computation  of  the  time, 
Found  that  the  Iflue  was  not  his  begot : 
Which  well  appeared  in  his  lineaments, 
Being  nothing  like  the  noble  Duke,  my  father  : 
Yet  touch  this  fparingly,  as  'twere  far  off, 
Becaufe,  my  lord,  you  know,  my  mother  lives. 

Buck.  Doubt  not,  my  lord,  Pll  play  the  orator 
As  if  the  golden  fee,  for  which  I  plead. 

Were 
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Were  for  myfelf ;  and  fo,  my  lord,  adieu. 

Glo.  If  you  thrive  well,  bring  them  to  Baynard's 
Caftle, 

Where  you  fhall  find  me  well  accompanied 
With  reverend  fathers  and  well-learned  bifrjops. 

Buck.  I  go,  and  towards  three  or  four  o'  clock 
Look  for  the  news  that  the  Guild- Hall  affords. 

[Exit  Buck. 

Glo.  Go,  Level,  with  all  fpeed  to  Doctor  Shaw. 
Go  thou  to  Fryar  Peuker ;  bid  them  both 
Meet  me  within  this  Hour  at  Baynard's  Caftle. 

[Exeunt  Lov.  and  Catef.  fever 'ally. 
Now  will  I  go  to  take  fome  privy  order 
To  draw  the  brats  of  Clarence  out  of  fight; 
And  to  give  order,  that  no  fort  of  perfon 
Have,  any  time,  recourfe  unto  the  Princes.  [Exit. 

Enter  a  Scrivener. 

Scriv.  Here  is  th*  Indictment  of  the  good  lord 
Hajlings, 

Which  in  a  fet  hand  fairly  is  engrofs'd ; 

That  it  may  be  to  day  read  o'er  in  Pauls. 

And,  mark,  how  well  the  fequel  hangs  together : 

Eleven  hours  I've  fpent  to  write  it  over, 

For  yefternight  by  Catesby  was  it  fent  me : 

The  precedent  was  full  as  long  a  doing. 

And  yet  within  thefe  five  hours  Haftings  liv*d 

Untainted,  unexamined,  free  at  liberty. 

Here's  a  good  world  the  while  ;— who  is  fo  grofs, 

That  cannot  fee  this  palpable  device? 

Yet  who  fo  bold,  but  fays,  he  fees  it  not  ? 

Bad  is  the  world  ;  and  all  will  come  to  nought, 

When  fuch  ill  dealings  mull  be  feen  in  thought.  [Exit. 
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S     C     E     N     E  VII. 

Changes  to  BaynardVf  Caftle. 

Enter  Gloucefter  and  Buckingham,  at  feveral  doors.- 

G/j.TTO  W  now,  how  now,  what  fay  the  citizens? 

Buck.  Now  by  the  holy  mother  of  our  Lord, 
The  citizens  are  mum,  fay  not  a  word. 

Glo.  Touch'd  you  the  baftardy  of  Edward's  children  ? 

Buck.  I  did,  with  his  Contract  with  lady  Lucy, 
And  his  Contract  by  Deputy  in  France ; 
Th'  unfatiate  greedinefs  of  his  defires, 
And  his  enforcement  of  the  city-wives ; 
His  tyranny  for  trifles ;  his  own  baftardy, 
As  being  got,  your  father  then  in  France, 
And  his  refembiance,  being  not  like  the  Duke. 
Withal,  I  did  infer  your  lineaments, 
Being  the  right  idea  of  your  father, 
Both  in  your  form  and  noblenefs  of  mind : 
Laid  open  all  your  victories  in  Scotland ; 
Your  difcipline  in  war,  wifdom  in  peace, 
Your  bounty,  virtue,  fair  humility  : 
Indeed,  left  nothing  fitting  for  the  purpofe 
Untouched,  or  (lightly  handled  in  difcourle. 
And  when  my  Oratory  grew  tow'rd  end, 
I  bid  them,  that  did  love  their  Country's  Good, 
Cry,  God  fave  Richard,  England's  royal  King ! 

Glo.  And  did  chey  fo? 

Buck.  No,  fo  God  help  me,  they  fpake  not  a  word  -y 
But  like  dumb  ftatues,  or  unbreaching  ftones, 
Star'd  each  on  other,  and  look'd  deadly  pale: 
Which  when  I  faw,  I  reprehended  them  ; 
And  ask'd  the  Mayor,  what  meant  this  wilful  filence? 
His  Anfwer  was,  the  People  were  not  ufed 
To  be  fpoke  to,  except  by  the  Recorder. 
Then  he  was  urg'd  to  tell  my  Tale  again : 

Thus 
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Thus  faith  the  Duke,  thus  hath  the  Duke  inferr'd, 
But  nothing  fpoke  in  warrant  from  himfelf. 
When  he  had  done,  fome  followers  of  mine  own, 
At  lower  end  o'th*  Hall,  hurl'd  up  their  caps, 
And  fome  ten  voices  cry'd,  God  fave  king  Richard* 
And  thus  I  took  the  vantage  of  thole  few : 
Thanks,  gentle  citizens  and  friends,  quoth  I, 
This  general  applaufe  and  chearful  fhout 
Argues  your  wifdom,  and  your  love  to  Richard, 
And  even  here  brake  off,  and  came  away. 
Glo.  What  tonguelefs  blocks  were  they,  would  they 
not  fpeak  ? 

Will  not  the  Mayor  then  and  his  brethren  come  ? 

Buck.  The  Mayor  is  here  at  hand  ;  intend  fome  fear  5 
Be  not  you  fpoke  with,  but  by  mighty  fuit ; 
And  look  you  get  a  prayer-book  in  your  hand, 
And  ftand  between  two  Churchmen,  good  my  lord  5 
For  on  that  ground  Til  build  a  holy  defcant: 
And  be  not  eafily  won  to  our  requefts : 
Play  the  maid's  part,  ftill  anfwer  nay^  and  take  lu 

Glo.  I  go :  and  if  you  plead  as  well  for  them, 
As  I  can  fay  nay  to  thee,  for  myfelf ; 
No  doubt,  we'll  bring  it  to  a  happy  iffue.    [Ex.  Glo. 

Buck.  Go,  go  up  to  the  leads,  the  Lord  Mayor 
knocks. 

Enter  Lord  Mayor  y  and  Citizens. 

Welcome,  my  lord.    I  dance  attendance  here  ; 
I  think,  the  Duke  will  not  be  fpoke  withal. 

Enter  Catesby. 

Buck.  Catesby •,  what  fays  your  lord  to  my  requeft? 

Catesby.  He-doth  intreat  your  Grace,  my  noble  lord? 
To  vifit  him  to  morrow,  or  next  day 
He  is  within,  with  two  right- reverend  fathers, 
Divinely  bent  to  meditation  •, 
And  in  no  worldly  fuits  would  he  be  mov'd, 

To 
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To  draw  him  from  his  holy  exercife. 

Buck.  Return,  good  Catesby,  to  the  gracious  Duke ; 
Tell  him,  myfelf,  the  Mayor  and  Aldermen, 
In  deep  defigns,  in  matter  of  great  moment, 
No  lefs  importing  than  our  gen'ral  Good, 
Are  come  to  have  fome  conPrence  with  his  Grace. 
Catef.  I'll  fignifie  fo  much  unto  him  ftrait.  [Exit, 
Buck.  Ah,  ah!  my  lord,  this  Prince  is  not  an 
Edward  5 

He  is  not  lolling  on  a  lewd  love-bed, 

But  on  his  knees  at  meditation : 

Not  dallying  with  a  brace  of  Curtezans, 

But  meditating  with  two  deep  Divines: 

Not  fleeping,  to  engrofs  his  idle  body, 

But  praying,  to  enrich  his  watchful  foul. 

Happy  were  England,  would  this  virtuous  Prince 

Take  on  his  Grace  the  Sov'reignty  thereof ; 

But,  fure,  I  fear,  we  ihall  not  win  him  to  it. 

Mayor.  Marry,  God  fhield,  his  Grace  lhould  fay 
us  nay! 

Buck.  I  fear,  he  will  ;  here  Catesby  comes  again. 
Enter  Catesby. 

Catesby,  what  fays  his  Grace  ? 

Catef.  He  wonders  to  what  end  you  have  aflfembled 
Such  troops  of  Citizens  to  come  to  him, 
His  Grace  not  being  warn'd  thereof  before: 
He  fears,  my  lord,  you  mean  no  good  to  him. 

Buck.  Sorry  I  am,  my  noble  Coufin  lhould 
Sufpecl  me,  that  I  mean  no  good  to  him : 
By  heav'n,  we  come  to  him  in  perfecl  love, 
And  fo  once  more  return,  and  tell  his  Grace. 

[Exit  Catesby. 

When  holy  and  devout  religious  men 

Are  at  their  beads,  'tis  hard  to  draw  them  thence, 

So  fweet  is  zealous  Contemplation. 

SXENE 
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SCENE  VIII. 

Enter  Gloucefter  above,  between  two  Bijhops.  Catesby 
returns. 

Mayor.  See,  where  his  Grace  ftands  'tween  two 
Clergymen. 

Buck.  Two  props  of  Virtue,  for  a  Chriftian  Prince, 
To  (lay  him  from  the  fall  of  Vanity : 
And  fee,  a  book  of  prayer  in  his  hand, 
True  ornaments  to  know  a  holy  man. 
Famous  Plant  agenet !  moft  gracious  Prince, 
Lend  favourable  ear  to  our  requefts; 
And  pardon  us  the  interruption 
Of  thy  devotion  and  right-chriftian  zeal. 

Glo.  My  lord,  there  needs  no  fuch  apology  % 
I  do  befeech  your  Grace  to  pardon  me, 
Who,  earned  in  the  fervice  of  my  God, 
Deferr'd  the  vifitation  of  my  friends  : 
But,  leaving  this,  what  is  your  Grace's  pleafure  ? 

Buck.  Ev'n  That,  I  hope,  which  pleafeth  God  above, 
And  all  good  men  of  this  ungovern'd  Ifle. 

Glo.  1  do  fufpedt,  I  have  done  fome  offence, 
That  feems  difgracious  in  the  City's  eye ; 
And  that  you  come  to  reprehend  my  ignorance. 

Buck.  You  have,  my  lord :  would  it  might  pleafc 
your  Grace, 
On  our  entreaties,  to  amend  your  fault. 

Glo.  Elfe  wherefore  breathe  I  in  a  Chriftian  Land  ? 

Buck.  Know  then,  it  is  your  fault  that  you  refign 
The  fupream  Seat,  the  Throne  majeftical, 
The  fcepter'd  Office  of  your  Anceftors, 
Your  State  of  fortune,  and  your  due  of  Birth, 
The  lineal  Glory  of  your  royal  Houfe, 
To  the  corruption  of  a  blemifh'd  Stock : 
While  in  the  mildnefs  of  your  fleepy  thoughts, 
Which  here  we  waken  to  our  Country's  Good, 

The 
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The  noble  Ifle  doth  want  her  proper  limbs: 

Her  face  defac'd  with  fears  of  infamy, 

Her  royal  Stock  graft  with  ignoble  plants, 

And  almoft  fhoulder'd  in  the  fwallowing  gulph 

Of  dark  forgetfulnefs,  and  deep  oblivion : 

Which  to  re-cure,  we  heartily  follicit 

Your  gracious  felf  to  take  on  you  the  Charge 

And  kingly  Government  of  this  your  Land: 

Not  as  Protector,  Steward,  Subftitute, 

Or  lowly  Factor  for  another's  gain ; 

But  as  fucceflively,  from  blood  to  blood, 

Your  Right  of  Birth,  your  Empery,  your  own. 

For  this,  conforted  with  the  Citizens^ 

Your  very  worfhipful  and  loving  friends, 

And  by  their  vehement  inftigation, 

In  this  juft  fuit  come  I  to  move  your  Grace. 

Glo.  I  cannot  tell,  if  to  depart  in  filence, 
Or  bitterly  to  fpeak  in  your  reproof, 
Bed  fitteth  my  degree,  or  your  condition. 
For  not  to  anfwer,  you  might,  haply,  think, 
Tongue-ty'd  Ambition,  not  replying,  yielded 
To  bear  the  golden  yoak  of  Sov'reignty, 
Which  fondly  you  would  here  impofe  on  me : 
If  to  reprove  you  for  this  fuit  of  yours, 
So  feafon'd  with  your  faithful  love  to  me, 
Then,  on  the  other  fide,  I  check'd  my  friends. 
Therefore  to  fpeak,  and  to  avoid  the  firft, 
And  then,  in  fpeaking,  not  incur  the  laft, 
Definitively  thus  I  anfwer  you. 
Your  love  deferves  my  thanks ;  but  my  defert, 
Unmeritabie,  iliuns  your  high  requeft. 
Firft,  if  all  obftacles  were  cut  away, 
And  that  my  path  were  even  to  the  Crown, 
As  the. ripe  revenue  and  due  of  birth; 
Yet  fo  much  is  my  poverty  of  fpirit, 
So  mighty  and  fo  many  my  defects, 
That  1  would  rather  hide  me  from  my  Greatnefi, 
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Being  a  Bark  to  brook  no  mighty  Sea ; 

Tnan  in  my  Greatnefs  covet  to  be  hid, 

And  in  the  vapour  of  my  GJory  fmother'd. 

But,  God  be  thank'd,  there  is  no  need  of  me, 

And  much  I  need  to  help  you,  were  there  Need : 

The  royal  tree  hath  Jeft  us  royal  fruit, 

Which,  mellow'd  by  the  dealing  hours  of  time, 

Will  well  become  the  Seat  of  Majefty  ; 

And  make  us,  doubtlefs,  happy  by  his  Reign, 

On  him  I  lay  what  you  would  Jay  on  me, 

The  Right  and  Fortune  of  his  happy  ftars; 

Which,  God  defend,  that  I  mould  wring  from  him  ! 

Buck.  My  lord,  this  argues  confcience  in  your  Grace- 
But  the  refpedb  thereof  are  nice  and  trivial, 
All  circumftances  well  confidered. 
You  fay,  that  Edward  is  your  brother's  fon  \ 
So  fay  we  too,  but  not  by  Edward's  wife  : 
For  firft  was  he  contract  to  lady  Lucy, 
Your  mother  lives  a  witnefs  to  that  Vow  3 
And  afterward  by  Subftitute  betroth'd 
To  Bona,  filler  to  the  King  of  France. 
Thefe  both  put  off,  a  poor  Petitioner, 
A  care-craz'd  mother  of  a  many  children, 
A  beauty-waining,  and  diftreffed  Widow, 
Ev'n  in  the  afternoon  of  her  beft  days, 
Made  prize  and  purchafe  of  his  wanton  eye; 
Seduc'd  the  pitch  and  height  of  all  his  thoughts 
To  bafe  declenfion  and  loath'd  bigamy. 
By  her,  in  his  unlawful  bed,  he  got 
This  Edward,  whom  our  manners  call  the  Prince, 
More  bitterly  could  I  expoftulate, 
Save  that,  for  reverence  of  fome  alive, 
I  give  a  lparing  limit  to  my  tongue. 
Then,  good  my  lord,  take  to  your  royal  felf 
This  proffer'd  benefit  of  Dignity  : 
If  not  to  blefs  Us  and  the  Land  withal, 
Yet  to  draw  forth  vour  noble  Anceftry 

Vot,  V,  U  from 
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From  the  corruption  of  abufing  time, 
Unto  a  lineal,  true-derived  courfe. 

Mayor.  Do,  good  my  lord,  your  Citizens  intreat 
you. 

Buck.  Refufe  not,  mighty  lord,  this  proffer'd  love. 

Catef.  O  make  them  joyful,  grant  their  lawful  fuit. 

Glo.  Alas,  why  would  you  heap  thefe  cares  on  me? 
1  am  unfit  for  State  and  Majefty. 
1  do  befeech  you  take  it  not  amifs ; 
I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not  yield  to  you. 

Buck*  If  you  refufe  it,  as,  in  love  and  zeal, 
Loth  to  depofe  the  Child,  your  brother's  fon, 
(As  well  we  know  your  tendernefs  of  heart, 
And  gentle,  kind,  effeminate  remorfe, 
Which  we  have  noted  in  you  to  your  kindred, 
And  equally,  indeed,  to  all  eftates) 
Yet  know,  whe'r  you  accept  our  fuit  or  no, 
Your  brother's  fon  fhall  never  reign  our  King ; 
But  we  will  plant  fome  other  in  the  Throne, 
To  the  difgrace  and  downfall  of  your  Houle: 
And  in  this  refolution  here  we  leave  you. 
Come,  Citizens,  we  will  intreat  no  more.  [Exeunt, 

Catef.  Call  them  again,  fweet  Prince,  accept  their 
fuit  j 

If  you  deny  them,  all  the  Land  will  rue  it. 

Glo.  Will  you  inforce  me  to  a  world  of  cares? 
Call  them  again  ;  I  am  not  made  of  (tone, 

[Exit  Catesby. 

But  penetrable  to  your  kind  entreaties  \ 
Albeit  againft  my  confcience  and  my  foul. 

Re-enter  Buckingham,  and  the  reft. 

Coufin  of  Buckingham^  and  fage,  grave  men, 
Since  you  will  buckle  fortune  on  my  back 
To  bear  her  burthen,  whether  I  will  or  no, 
I  muft  have  patience  to  endure  the  load. 
But  if  black  Scandal,  or  foul-fac'd  Reproach, 

Attend 
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Attend  the  fequel  of  your  impofition, 
Your  meer  enforcement  fliall  acquittance  me 
From  all  the  impure  blots  and  ttains  thereof. 
For  God  doth  know,  and  you  may  partly  fee, 
How  far  I  am  from  the  defire  of  this. 

Mayor.  God  blefs  your  Grace!  we  fee  it,  and  will 
fay  it. 

Glo.  In  faying  fo,  you  fliall  but  fay  the  truth. 

Buck.  Then  I  falute  you  with  this  royal  Title, 
Long  Jive  King  Richard,  England's  worthy  Kin°- ' 

All.  Amen.  7  °* 

Buck.  To  morrow  may  it  pleafe  you  to  be  crown'd  ? 

Glo.  Ev'n  when  you  pleafe,  for  you  will  have  itfo*. 

Buck.  To  morrow  then  we  will  attend  your  Grace, 
And  fo  mod  joyfully  we  take  our  leave. 

Glo.  Come,  let  us  to  our  holy  Work  again. 
Farewel,  my  Coufin  s  farewei,  gentle  friends.  [Exeunt. 


A  C  T   IV.    SCENE  I. 

Before  the  Tower. 

Enter  the  Queen,  But  chefs  of  York,  and  Marquefs  of 
Dorfet,  at  one  Door ;  Anne,  Dutchefs  0/ Gloucefter, 
leading  Lady  Margaret  Plantagenet,  Clarence^ 
young  Daughter,  at  the  other. 

Dutchess. 

W^O  meets  us  here  ?  my  Neice  Plantagenet, 
v  y      Led  in  the  hand  of  her  kind  Aunt  of  Glo'jler? 
Now,  for  my  life  (he's  wandring  to  the  Tower, 
On  pure  heart's  love,  to  greet  the  tender  Princes. 
Daughter,  well  met. 

Anne.  God  give  your  Graces  both 
A  happy  and  a  joyful  time  of  day. 

U  2  Queen. 
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Queen.  Sifter,  well  met;  whither  away  fb  faft  ? 

Anne.  No  farther  than  the  Tower  i  and,  as  I  guefs^; 
Upon  the  like  devotion  as  yourfelves, 
To  gratulate  the  gentle  Princes  there. 

Queen.  Kind  filter,  thanks  5  we'll  enter  all  together* 

Enter  the  Lieutenant. 

And  in  good  time  here  the  Lieutenant  comes. 
Mafter  Lieutenant,  pray  you,  by  your  leave, 
How  doth  the  Prince,  and  my  young  Ton  of  York? 

Lieu.  Right  well,  dear  Madam ;  by  your  patience, 
I  may  not  iuffer  you  to  vifit  them  ; 
The  King  hath  ftri&ly  charg'd  the  contrary. 

Queen.  The  King?  who's  That? 

Lieu.  I  mean,  the  Lord  Protector. 

Queen.  The  Lord  protect  him  from  that  kingly  title! 
Hath  he  fet  bounds  between  their  love  and  me  ? 
I  am  their  mother,  who  mail  bar  me  from  them  ? 

Dutch.  I  am  their  father's  mother.  I  will  fee  them. 

Anne.  Their  aunt  I  am  in  law,  in  love  their  mother  % 
Then  bring  me  to  their  fights,  Pil  bear  thy  blame, 
And  take  thy  office  from  thee  on  my  peril. 

Lieu.  No,  Madam,  no,  I  may  not  leave  it  fo: 
I'm  bound  by  oath,  and  therefore  pardon  me. 

[Exit  Lieu, 

Enter  Stanley. 

Stan.  Let  me  but  meet  you,  Ladies,  one  hour  hence, 
And  I'll  falute  your  Grace  of  York  as  mother 
And  rev'rend  looker  on  of  two  fair  Queens. 
Come,  Madam,  you  mud  ftrait  to  Weftminfter^ 
There  to  be  crowned  Richard's  royal  Queen. 

Queen.  Ah,  cut  my  lace  afunder, 
That  my  pent  heart  may  have  fome  fcope  to  beat, 
Or  elfe  I  iwoon  with  this  dead-killing  news  ! 

Anne.  Defpightful  tidings,  O  unpleafing  news! 

Dor.  Be  of  good  chear :  Mother,  how  fares  your 
Grace ! 

Queen. 
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Queen.  O  Dorfet,  fpeak  not  to  me,  get  thee  hence, 
Death  and  deftrudtion  dog  thee  at  thy  heels, 
Thy  mother's  name  is  ominous  to  children. 
If  thou  wilt  ouftrip  death,  go  crofs  the  feas ; 
And  live  with  Richmond,  from  the  reach  of  hell. 
Go,  hye  thee,  hye  thee  from  this  (laughter- houfe, 
Left  thou  increafe  the  number  of  the  dead  j 
And  make  me  die  the  thrall  of  Marg'ret's  curfe  \ 
Nor  mother,  wife,  nor  England's  counted  Queen. 

Stan.  Full  of  wife  care  is  this  your  counfe).  Madam  i 
Take  all  the  iwift  advantage  of  the  time  j 
"You  mail  have  letters  from  me  to  my  fon 
In  your  behalf,  to  meet  you  on  the  way : 
Be  not  ta'en  tardy  by  unwife  delay. 

Dutch.  O  Ill-difperfmg  wind  of  mifery  ! 
O  my  accurfed  womb,  the  bed  of  death  ! 
A  cockatrice  haft  thou  hatch'd  to  the  world, 
Whofe  unavoided  eye  is  murtherous. 

Stan.  Come,  Madam,  come,  I  in  all  hafte  was  fent, 

Anne.  And  I  with  all  unwilhngnefs  will  go. 
O,  would  to  God,  that  the  inclmive  verge 
Of  golden  metal,  that  muft  round  my  brow, 
Were  red-hot  fteel,  to  fear  me  to  the  brain  ! 
Anointed  let  me  be  with  deadly  venom, 
And  die,  ere  men  can  fay,  God  fave  the  Queen! 

Queen.  Go,  go,  poor  ioul,  I  envy  not  thy  glory  \ 
To  feed  my  humour,  wifh  thyfelf  no  harm. 

Anne.  No!  why?  When  he,  that  is  my  hus- 
band now, 
Came  to  me,  as  I  followed  Henry's  coarfe  ; 
When  fcarce  the  blood  was  well  wafn'd  from  his  hand?, 
Which  iflu'd  from  my  other  angel  husband, 
And  that  dear  Saint,  which  then  I  weeping  follow'd: 
O  when 3  1  fay,  I  look'd  on  Richard's  face, 
This  was  my  wifh  ;  c  Be  thou,  quoth  I,  accurs'dj 

*  For  making  me,  fo  young,  fo  old  a  widow! 

*  And  when  thou  wed'ft,  let  forrow  haunt  thy  bed  -% 
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*  And  be  thy  wife,  if  any  be  fo  mad, 

«  More  miferable  by  the  life  of  thee, 

«  Than  thou  haft  made  me,  by  my  dear  Lord's  death!* 

Lo,  ere  I  can  repeat  this  curfe  again, 

Within  fo  fmall  a  time,  my  woman's  heart 

Grofsly  grew  captive  to  his  honey  words, 

And  prov'd  the  lubjedt  of  mine  own  foul's  curfe : 

Which  ever  fince  hath  held  mine  eyes  from  red. 

For  never  yet  one  hour  in  his  bed 

Did  I  enjoy  the  golden  dew  of  fleep, 

But  with  his  tim'rous  dreams  was  ftill  awak'd. 

Befides,  he  hates  me  for  my  father  Warwick ; 

And  will,  no  doubt,  fhortly  be  rid  of  me. 

Queen.  Poor  heart,  adieu,  I  pity  thy  complaining. 

Anne.  No  more  than  with  my  foul  I  mourn  for  yours. 

Dor.  Farewel,  thou  woful  welcomer  of  Glory ! 

Anne.  Adieu,  poor  foul,  that  tak'ft  thy  leave  of  it! 

Dutch.  Go  thou  to  Richmond,  and  good  fortune 
guide  thee!  [To  Dorlet. 

Go  thou  to  Richard,  and  good  Angels  tend  thee! 

[To  Anne. 

Go  thou  to  Sanctuary,  good  thoughts  poffefs  thee ! 

[To  the  Queen* 
I  to  my  grave,  where  peace  and  reft  lye  with  me! 
Eighty  odd  years  of  forrovv  have  I  fee  a, 
And  each  hour's  joy  wreck'd  with  a  week  of  teen. 
Queen.  Stay;  yet  look  back,  with  me  unto  the 
Tower. 

Pity,  you  ancient  ftones,  thofe  tender  babes, 

Whom  envy  hath  immur'd  within  your  walls! 

Rough  cradle  for  fuch  little  pretty  ones  ! 

Rude  ragged  nurfe!  old  fulien  play-fellow, 

For  tender  Princes  5  ufe  my  babies  well ! 

So  foolifh  lorrow  bids  your  ftones  farewel.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  II. 

Changes  to  the  Court, 

Flouri/h  of  trumpets.  Enter  Gloucefter  as  King,  Buck- 
ingham, Catesby. 

K.  Rich  QTAND  all  apart—  Coufin  of  Bucking- 
^       ham,  — 
Buck.  P  y  gracious  Sovereign  ! 
K.  Rich.  Give  me  thy  hand.    Thus  high,  by  thy 
advice, 

And  thy  atfiftance,  is  King  Richard  feated: 
But  (hall  we  wear  thefe  glories  for  a  day  ? 
Or  mall  they  J  aft,  and  we  rejoice  in  them  ? 

Buck.  Still  live  they,  and  for  ever  let  them  laft ! 

K.  Rich.  1  Ah!  Buckingham,  now  do  I  ply  the  touch, 
To  try  if  thou  be  current  gold,  indeed  : 
Young  Edward  lives — think  now,  what  I  would  fpeak. 

Buck.  Say  on,  my  loving  Lord. 

K.Rich.  Why,  Buckingham,  i  fay,  I  would  be  King. 

Buck.  Why,  fo  you  are,  my  thrice-renowned  Liege. 

K.  Rich.  Ha!  am  I  King?  'tis  fo  -but  Edward 

lives  

Buck.  True,  noble  Prince. 

K.  Rich.  O  bitter  confequence ! 

That  Edward  ftill  mould  live  true,  noble  Prince, 

Coufin,  thou  wert  not  wont  to  be  fo  dull. 
Shall  I  be  plain?  I  wifh  the  baftards  dead  ^ 

i  Ah  l  Buckingham,  noiv  do  I  play  the  Touch  ]  The  technical 
term  a  requiiite  here.    7  he  poet  wrote, 

 now  do  /ply  the  touch. 

i.  e.  apply  the  touchfione  f  for  that  is  meant  by  what  he  calls 
iou,  h.  So,  again,  in  Timon  of  Athens,  ipenking  of  Gold,  he 
fays ; 

  O,  thou  touch  of  hearts ! 

\,  e,  thou  trial,  touchilone. 

U  4  And 
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And  I  wonld  have  it  fuddenly  perform'd. 

What  fay'it  thou  now?  fpeak  fuddenly,  be  brief. 

Buck,  Your  Grace  may  do  your  pleafure. 

K.  Rich.  Tut,  tut,  thou  art  all  ice,  thy  kindnefs 

freezes 

Say,  have  I  thy  confent  that  they  mall  die? 

Buck.  Give  me  fome  breath,  fome  little  paufe,  dear 
Lord, 

Before  I  pofitively  fpeak  in  this: 

I  will  refolve  your  Grace  immediately.     [Exii  Buck, 

Catef.  The  King  is  angry  \  fee,  he  gnaws  his  lip. 

K  Rich.  I  will  converfe  with  iron-witted  fools, 
1  And  unrefpe&ive  boys ;  none  are  for  me, 
That  look  into  me  with  confid'rate  eyes. 
High-reaching  Buckingham  grows  circumfpect. 
Boy,  — 

Page.  My  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  Know'ft  thou  not  any,  whom  corrupting 

gold 

Would  tempt  unto  a  clofe  exploit  of  death  ? 

Page.  I  know  a  difcontented  Gentleman, 
Whole  humble  means  match  not  his  haughty  fpirit: 
Gold  were  as  good  as  twenty  orators, 
And  will,  no  doubt,  tempt  him  to  any  thing. 

K.  Rich.  What  is  his  name? 

Page.  His  name,  my  Lord,  is  tirrel. 

K.  Rich.  I  partly  know  the  man;  go  call  him  hither, 

[Exit  Boy. 

The  deep-revolving  witty  Buckingham 
No  more  mail  be  the  neighbour  co  my  counfels. 
Hath  he  fo  long  held  out  with  me  untir'd, 
And  flops  he  now  for  breath  ?  well,  be  it  fo. 

Enter  Stanley. 

How  now,  Lord  Stanley ,  what's  the  news  ? 
Stan.  My  Lord, 


3  And  unrefpettive  boys ;]  Unrrfpeiiirve,  for  unheeding, 
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The  Marquifs  Dorfet>  as  I  hear,  is  fled 
To  Richmond,  in  the  Parts  where  he  abides. 

K.  Rich,  Come  hither,  Catesby ;  rumour  it  abroad, 
That  Anne  my  wife  is  fick,  and  like  to  die. 
I  will  take  order  for  her  keeping  clofe. 
Inquire  me  out  fome  mean-born  gentleman, 
Whom  I  will  marry  ftrait  to  Clarence*  daughter.  — . 
(The  boy  is  fooliflh,  and  I  fear  not  him.) 
Look,  how  thou  dream'ft —  I  fay  again,  give  out. 
That  Anne  my  Queen  is  fick,  and  like  to  die. 
About  it ;  for  it  Itands  me  much  upon 
To  (top  all  hopes,  whofe  growth  may  damage  me. 
I  muft  be  married  to  my  brother's  daughter, 
Or  elfe  my  kingdom  (lands  on  brittle  glafs : 
Murther  her  brothers,  and  then  marry  her ! 
3  Uncertain  way  of  gain !  but  I  am  in 
So  far  in  blood,  that  fin  will  pluck  on  fin. 
Tear-falling  pity  dwells  not  in  this  eye. 

Enter  Tirrel, 

Is  thy  name  Tirrel? 

Tir.  James  Tirrel,  and  your  moft  obedient  Subject. 

K.  Rich.  Art  thou,  indeed  ?      [He  takes  him  afi&e. 

Tir.  Prove  me,  my  gracious  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  Dar'ft  thou  refolve  to  kill  a  friend  of  mine  ? 

Tir.  Pleafe  you,  I'd  rather  kill  two  enemies. 

K.  Rich.  Why,  then  thou  haft  it;  two  deep  enemies, 
Foes  to  my  reft,  and  my  fweet  fleep's  difturbers, 
Are  they,  that  I  would  have  thee  deal  upon  \ 
Tirrel,  I  mean  thofe  baftards  in  the  Tower. 

Tir.  Let  me  have  open  means  to  come  to  them. 
And  foon  I'll  rid  you  from  the  fear  of  them. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  fing'ft  iVeet  mufick.    Hark,  come 
hither,  Tirrel -9 

3  Uncertain  way  of  gain! — ]  Uncertain  here  u fed  for  uncon- 
Jiant:  for  he  tells  us  ^t:c}  that  this  was  the  certain  way  of 
eitablifhing  himfcif. 

Go, 
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Go,  by  this  token-  rife,  and  lend  thine  ear— — 

[Wbifpers. 

There  is  no  more  but  fo  fay,  it  is  done, 

And  I  will  love  thee  and  prefer  thee  for  it. 

Tir.  I  will  difpatch  it  ftrait.  [Exit* 

Re-enter  Buckingham. 

Buck.  My  Lord,  I  have  confidered  in  my  mind 
That  late  demand,  that  you  did  found  me  in. 

K.  Rich.  Well,  let  that  reft  -9  Dorfet  is  fled  to  Rich- 
mond. 

Buck.  I  hear  the  news,  my  Lord. 
K.  Rich.  Stanley^  he  is  your  wife's  fbn  ;  well,  look 
to  it. 

Buck.  My  Lord,  I  claim  the  gift,  my  due  by  pro- 
mi  fe, 

For  which  your  honour,  and  your  faith,  is  pawn*d$ 
Th'  Earldom  of  Hereford,  and  the  moveables, 
Which  you  have  promifed  I  fhalJ  pofTeis. 

K.  Rich.  Stanley,  look  to  your  wife;  if  me  convey 
Letters  to  Richmond^  you  fhall  anfwer  it. 

Buck.  What  fays  your  Highnefs  to  my  jufr.  requeft  ? 

K.  Rich.  I  do  remember  me  —  Henry  the  fixth 
Did  prophefie,  that  Richmond  fhould  be  King, 
When  Richmond  was  a  little  peevifh  boy. 
4  A  King,  perhaps  

Buck.  My  Lord,  — 

K.  Rich.  How  chance,  the  Prophet  could  not  as 
that  time 

Have  told  me,  I  being  by,  that  1  mould  kill  him  ? 
Buck.  My  Lord,  your  promife  for  the  Earldom  — 
K.  Rich.  Richmond?  when  I  was  lad  at  Exeter , 

The  Mayor  in  curtefie  fhe  wed  me  the  caftle, 

4  A  King,  perhaps  ]  From  hence  to  the  words,  Thou 

troublcjl  me,  lam  not  in  the  vein  have  been  left  out  ever  fmce 

the  full  cdiiiviis,  bat  I  like  them  well  enough  to  replace  them. 

Mr.  Pope. 

And 
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And  calPd  it  Rouge  mont,  at  which  name  I  darted  ; 
Becaufe  a  bard  or  Ireland  told  me  once, 
1  mould  not  live  long  after  I  Taw  Richmond, 

Buck.  My  Lord,  

K.  Rich.  Ay,  what's  o'  clock  ? 

Buck.  I  am  thus  bold  to  put  your  Grace  in  mind 
Of  what  you  promis'd  me. 

K.  Rich.  But  what's  o'  clock  ? 

Buck.  Upon  the  ftroke  of  ten. 

K.  Rich.  Well,  let  it  flrike. 

Buck.  Why,  let  it  flrike? 

K.  Rich.  Becaufe,  that,  like  a  Jack,  thou  keep* ft: 
the  ftroke 

Betwixt  thy  begging  and  my  meditation. 
I  am  not  in  the  giving  vein  to  day. 

Buck.  Why,  then  reiblve  me  whe'r  you  will,  or  no. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  troubled  me,  I  am  not  in  the  vein. 

lExit. 

Buck.  Is  it  ev'n  fo  ?  repays  he  my  deep  fervice 
With  fuch  contempt  ?  made  I  him  King  for  this? 
O,  let  me  think  on  Hsfiings,  and  be  gone 
To  Brecknock^  while  my  tearful  head  is  on.  [ExiL 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Tirrel. 

Tir.  c  The  tyrannous  and  bloody  act  is  done; 
c  The  moft  arch  deed  of  piteous  maffacrc, 
6  That  ever  yet  this  land  was  guilty  of! 
6  Dighlon  and  Fcrrcft?  whom  I  did  fuborn 
c  To  do  this  piece  of  rurhiefs  butchery, 
4  Albeit  they  were  ilcfnt  villains,  bloody  dogs, 
*  Melting  with  tenderrefs  and  mild  companion, 
4  Wept  like  two  children,  in  their  deaths'  fad  ftory. 
4  O  thus,  (quoth  Dighion)  lay  the  gentle  babes;  — 
4  Thus,  thus,  (quoth  Fcrreft,)  girdling  one  another 

*  Within 
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4  Within  their  innocent  alablafter  arms : 

4  Their  lips  were  four  red  rofes  on  a  ftalk, 

4  And  in  their  fummer  beauty  kifs'd  each  other. 

*  A  book  of  pravers  on  their  pillow  lay, 

4  Which  once,  (quoth  Forrejl^)  almoft  chang'd  my 
mind: 

4  But,  oh !  the  Devil  there  the  villain  ftopt  : 

*  When  T>ighton  thus  told  on  —  we  fm  >toered 
4  The  moft  replenished  fweet  work  or  nature, 

*  That  f^om  the  prime  creation  e'er  fhe  framed  — 

*  Hence  both  are  gone  with  confcience  and  remorfe; 
4  The  Co  rid  not  fpeak,  and  fo  I  left  them  both, 

4  To  bear  riiefe  tidings  to  the  bloody  King.' 

Enter  King  Richard. 

And  here  he  comes.  All  health,  my  rovereign  Lord? 

K.  Rich  Kind  Tirrel  am  I  happy  in  thy  news? 

Tir.  If  to  ha  rz  uone  the  thing  you  gave  in  charge 
Beget  your  happinefs,  be  happy  then  ; 
For  it  is  done. 

K.  Rich.  But  didft  thou  fee  them  dead? 

Sir.  I  did,  my  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  And  buried,  gentle  Tirrel? 

Tir.  The  Chaplain  of  the  tower  hath  buried  them> 
But  where,  to  fay  the  truth,  I  do  not  know. 

K.  Rich.  Come  to  me,  Ttrret,  foon,  foon  after  fupper, 
When  thou  (halt  tell  the  procefs  of  their  death. 
Mean  time — ^but-think,  how  I  may  do  thee  good, 
And  be  inheritor  of  thy  defire. 
Farewel,  till  then. 

Tir.  I  humbly  take  my  leave.  [Exit. 

K.  Rich.  The  fon  of  Clarence  have  I  pent  up  dole : 
His  daughter  meanly  have  I  match'd  in  marriage: 
The  fons  of  Edward  fleep  in  Abraham**  bofom  : 
And  Anne  my  wife  hath  bid  this  world  good  night. 
Now,  for  I  know  the  Briton  Richmond aims 
At  young  Elizabeth,  my  brother's  daughter  5 
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And  by  that  knot  looks  proudly  on  the  crown  ; 
To  her  go  I,  a  jolly  thriving  wooer. 

Enter  Catesby. 

Catef.  My  Lord, 

K.  Rich,  Good  or  bad  news,  that  thou  com'fl  in 
fo  bluntly  ? 

Catef.  Bad  news,  my  Lord  j  Morton  is  fled  to 
Richmond. 

And  Buckingham,  back'd  with  the  hardy  Welfhmen* 
Is  in  the  field,  and  ftill  his  power  encreaieth. 

K.  Rich.  Ely  with  Richmond  troubles  me  more  near, 
Than  Buckingham  and  his  rafh-levied  army. 
Come,  I  have  learn'd,  that  fearful  commenting 
Is  leaden  fervitor  to  dull  delay  ; 
Delay  leads  impotent  and  fnail-pac'd  beggary. 
**  5  Then  fiery  Expedition  be  my  wing, 
"  Jove's  Mercury,  and  herald  for  a  King!" 
Go,  mufter  men  j  my  Counfel  is  my  Ihield, 
We  mud  be  brief,  when  traitors  brave  the  field.  [Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Queen  Margaret. 

Q.  Mar.  So  now  Profperity  begins  to  mellow, 
And  drop  into  the  rotten  mouth  of  death : 
Here  in  thefe  confines  flily  have  I  lurk'd 
To  watch  the  waining  of  mine  enemies. 
A  dire  induction  am  1  witnefs  to; 
And  will  to  France,  hoping,  the  confequence 
Will  prove  as  bitter,  black  and  tragical. 
Withdraw  thee,  wretched  Marg'ret !  who  comes  here  ? 

5  Then  Jiery  Expedition  be  my  iving, 

Jove's  Mercury,  and  herald  for  a  King!]  Expedition  is  here 
characterized  in  a  very  fublime  manner.  Which,  in  fimple  phrale, 
fays  no  more  than  that  Expedition  is  the  foul  of  all  great  under- 
takings.   Homer  never  taught  an  ufeful  truth  more  nobly. 

Enter 
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Enter  the  Dutehefs  of  York,  and  Queen. 
Queen.  Ah,  my  poor  Princes !  ah,  my  tender  babes! 
My  unblown  Mowers,  new-appearing  fweets! 
If  yet  your  gentle  fouls  fly  in  theai?, 
And  be  not  fixt  in  doom  perpetual, 
Hover  about  me  with  your  airy  wino-s, 
And  hear  your  mother's  lamentation? 

Q.  Mar.  Hover  about  her ;  6  fay,  that  wrong  for 


wrong 


Hath  dimm'd  your  infant-morn  to  aged  night. 

Butch.  So  many  miferies  have  craz'd  my  voice, 
That  my  woe-wearied  tongue  is  flill  and  mute. 
Edward  Plantagenety  why  art  thou  dead? 

Q:  Mar.  Plantagemt  doth  quit  Plantagenet, 
Edward  for  Edward  pays  a  dying  debt. 

Queen.  Wilt  thou,  O  God,  fly  from  fuch  gentle 
iambs, 

And  throw  them  in  the  intrails  of  the  wolf? 
Why  did'ft  thou  deep  when  fuch  a  deed  was  done  ? 

Q^Mar.  When  holy  Henry  dy'd,  and  my  fweetfon. 

Dutch.  Dead  life,  blind  fight,  poor  mortal  living 
ghoft, 

Woe's  fcene,  world's  frame,  grave'sdue,  by  lifeufurp'd 
Brief  abftracft  and  record  of  tedious  days, 
Reft  thy  unreft  on  England^  lawful  earth, 
Unlawfully  made  drunk  with  innocent  blood. 

Queen.  Ah,  that  thou  would'ft  as  foon  afford  a  grave 
As  thou  canft  yield  a  melancholy  feat ; 
Then  would  I  hide  my  bones,  not  reft  them  here. 
Ah,  who  hath  any  caufe  to  mourn  but  we  ? 

Mar.  If  ancient  forrow  be  moft  reverent, 
Give  mine  the  benefit  of  Signiory  ; 
And  let  my  griefs  frown  on  the  upper  hand. 

6  — /*y,  that  right  fur  r  i  g  h  t  J  It's  plain  Shake/pear  wrote 

;r^VR°r°  ;  rbat  the  Pla«vcrs  th™&<  tilat  alictle 

Wds  Detter  than  ah  region, 

if 
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If  forrow  can  admit  fociety, 
Tell  o'er  yoar  woes  again  by  viewing  mine. 
I  had  an  Edward,  till  a  Richard  kill'd  him  : 
I  had  a  husband,  till  a  Richard  kill'd  him. 
Thou  had'ft  an  Edward,  till  a  Richard  kill'd  him : 
Thou  had'ft  a  Richard,  till  a  Richard  kill'd  him  : 

I  had  a  Richard  too,  and  thou  did'ft  kill  him : 
I  had  a  Rutland  too,  thou  holp'fl  to  kill  him. 

Q^Mar.  Thou  had'ft  a  Clarence  too,  and  Richard 
kill'd  him. 

From  forth  the  kennel  of  thy  womb  hath  crept 
A  hell-hound,  that  doth  hunt  us  all  to  death  : 
That  dog,  that  had  his  teeth  before  his  eyes, 
To  worry  lambs  and  lap  their  gentle  blood  ; 
That  foul  defacer  cf  God's  handy-work 
Thy  womb  let  loofe,  to  chafe  us  to  our  graves. 
O  upright,  juft,  and  true-difpofing  God, 
How  do  I  thank  thee,  that  this  carnal  cur 
Preys  on  the  KTue  of  his  mother's  body ; 
And  makes  her  Pue-fellow  with  others'  moan! 

Dutch.  Oh,  Harry's  wife,  triumph  not  in  my  woes: 
God  witnefs  with  me,  I  have  wept  for  thine. 

Q^Mar.  Bear  with  me,  I  am  hungry  for  revenge, 
And  now  I  cloy  me  with  beholding  it. 
Thy  Edward  he  is  dead,  that  kill'd  my  Edward : 
Thy  other  Edward  dead,  to  quit  my  Edward  ; 
Young  York  he  is  but  boot,  becaufe  both  they 
Match  not  the  high  perfection  of  my  lofs. 
Thy  Clarence  he  is  dead,  that  ftabb'd  my  Edward \ 
And  the  beholders  of  this  tragic  play, 
7  Th'  adulterer  Haftings,  Rivers,  Vaughan,  Gra\\ 
Untimely  fmother'd  in  their  dusky  graves. 
Richard  yet  lives,  hell's  black  intelligencer, 
Only  referv'd  their  factor  to  buy  fouls, 

7  TP  adulterate  Hajiings,  ]  I  believe  Shah/pear 

wrote  the 

TP  ADULTERER  HafingS,-  

And 
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And  fend  them  thither:  but  at  hand,  at  hand 
Infues  his  piteous  and  unpitied  end. 
Earth  gapes,  heJJ  burns,  fiends  roar,  faints  pray,  for 
vengeance. 

Cancel  his  bond  of  life,  dear  God,  I  pray, 
That  I  may  live  to  fay,  the  dog  is  dead ! 
Queen.  Oh !  thou  did'ft  prophefie,  the  time  would 
come, 

That  I  fhould  wifh  for  thee  to  help  me  curfe 

That  bottell'd  fpider,  that  foul  bunch-back'd  toad. 
Mar.  I  caJl'd  thee  then  vain  flourilh  of  my 
fortune,  3 

I  calPd  thee  then  poor  fhadow,  painted  Queen, 

The  prefentation  of  but  what  I  was; 

8  The  Mattering  index  of  a  direful  Page; 

One  heav'd  on  high,  to  be  hurl'd  down  below; 

A  mother  only  mock'd  with  two  fair  babes; 

A  dream  of  what  thou  waft;  a  garifh  flag, 

To  be  the  aim  of  ev'ry  dang'rous  fhot ; 

A  fign  of  dignity,  a  breath,  a  bubble  ; 

A  Queen  in  jeft,  only  to  fill  the  fcene. 

Where  is  thy  husband  now?  where  be  thy  brothers? 

Where  be  thy  children  P  wherein  doft  thou  joy  > 

Who  fues  and  kneels,  and  fays,  God  fave  the  Queen  ? 
Where  be  the  bending  Peers,  that  Mattered  thee? 

Where  be  the  thronging  troops,  that  follow'd  thee? 
Decline  all  this,  and  fee  what  now  thou  art 
For  happy  wife,  a  moft  diftreffed  widow  ; 
For  joyftil  mother,  one  that  wails  the  name  5 
For  one  being  fu'd  to,  one  that  humbly  fues; 
For  Queen,  a  very  caitiff  crown'd  with  care; 
For  one  that  fcorn'd  at  me,  now  fcorn'd  of  me- 
For  one  being  fear'd  of  all,  now  fearing  one; 
ror  one  commanding  all,  obey'd  of  none. 

SU$£^ indeX  °fa  direful  PAGE  ANT  *  Without  doubt 

r—  direful  PAGE, 

Thus 
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Thus  hath  the  courfe  of  juftice  wheel'd  about. 

And  left  thee  but  a  very  prey  to  time  j 

Having  no  more  but  thought  of  what  thou  wert, 

To  torture  thee  the  more,  being  what  thou  art. 

Thou  did*  ft  ufurp  my  place,  and  doit  thou  not 

Ufurp  the  juft  proportion  of  my  forrow? 

Now  thy  proud  neck  bears  half  my  burdened  yoak  *, 

From  which,  ev'n  here  I  flip  my  wearied  head, 

And  leave  the  burthen  of  it  all  on  thee. 

Farewel,  Fork's  wife,  and  Queen  of  fad  mifchance, 

Thefe  Englijh  woes  fhall  make  me  fmile  in  France. 

Queen.  O  thou  well-skili'd  in  curies !  fray  a  while, 
And  teach  me  how  to  curfe  mine  enemies. 

Q^Mar.  Forbear  to  fleep  the  night,  and  fad  the 
day : 

Compare  dead  happinefs  with  living  woe ; 
Think,  that  thy  babes  were  fweeter  than  they  were, 
And  he,  that  flew  them,  fouler  than  he  is  : 
Bett'ring  thy  lofs  makes  the  bad  caufer  worfe ; 
Revolving  this,  will  teach  thee  how  to  curfe. 

Queen.  My  words  are  dull,  O!  quicken  them  with 
thine. 

QJ^dar.  Thy  woes  will  make  them  fharp,  and  pierce 
like  mine.  [Exit  Margaret, 

Dutch.  Why  fhould  calamity  be  full  of  words? 

Queen.  Windy  attorneys  (a)  to  their  client-woes, 
Airy  fucceeders  of  interlace  joys, 
Poor  breathing  orators  of  miferies! 
Let  them  have  fcope,  tho'  what  they  do  impart 
Help  nothing  elfe,  yet  they  do  eafe  the  heart. 

Dutch.  If  fo,  then  be  not  tongue-  ty'd  ;  go  with  me, 
And  in  the  breath  of  bitter  words  let's  fmother 
My  damned  fon,  that  thy  two  (weet  fons  fmother'd. 

[Drum,  within, 
I  hear  his  drum,  be  copious  in  exclaims. 

£  (a)  —  to  their  client  woes.  Oxford  Edition  — Vulg.  to  your 
client' 's  woes.  ] 
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SCENE  V. 

Enter  King  Richard,  and  his  Train. 

K.  Rich.  Who  intercepts  me  in  my  expedition  ? 

Dutch.  O,  (he,  that  might  have  intercepted  thee 
By  ftrangling  thee  in  her  accurfed  womb, 
From  all  the  {laughters,  wretch,  that  thou  haft  done. 

Queen. Hid' ft  thou  that  forehead  with  a  golden  crown, 
Where  mould  be  branded,  if  -  that  right  were  right, 
The  (laughter  of  the  Prince  that  ow'd  that  crown, 
And  the  dire  death  of  my  poor  fons  and  brothers  ? 
Tell  me,  thou  villain-flave,  where  are  my  children? 

Dutch.  Thou  toad,  thou  toad,  where  is  thy  brother 
Clarence  ? 
And  little  Ned  Plantagenet^  his  fon  ? 

Queen.  Where  is  kind  Haftings,  Rivers,  Faughan, 
Gray  ? 

K.  Rich.  Aflourim,  trumpets!  ftrike  alarum,  drums! 
Let  not  the  heavens  hear  thefe  tell-tale  women 
Rail  on  the  Lord's  anointed.    Strike,  I  fay. 

[Flour ijh.  Alarums. 
Either  be  patient,  and  intreat  me  fair, 
Or  with  the  clamorous  report  of  war 
Thus  will  I  drown  your  exclamations. 

Dutch.  Art  thou  my  fon? 

K.Rich.  Ay,  I  thank  God,  my  father,  and  yourfclf. 

Dutch.  Then  patiently  hear  my  impatience. 

K.  Rich.  Madam,  I  have  a  touch  of  your  condition, 
That  cannot  brook  the  accent  of  reproof. 

Dutch.  I  will  be  mild,  and  gentle  in  my  words. 

K.  Rich.  And  brief,  good  mother,  for  I  am  in  hafte. 

Dutch.  Art  thou  fo  hafty  ?  1  have  (laid  for  thee, 
God  knows,  in  anguilh,  pain  and  agony. 

K.  Rich.  And  came  1  not  at  lalt  to  comfort  you  ? 

Dutch.  No,  by  the  holy  rood,  thou  know'ft  it  well, 
Thou  cam'ft  on  earth  to  make  the  earth  my  hell. 

A 
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A  grevious  burthen  was  thy  birth  to  me, 
"  Tetchy  and  wayward  was  thy  infancy  ; 
"  Thy  fchool-days  frightful,  defp'rate,  wild  and  fu- 
rious; 

"  Thy  prime  of  manhood,  daring,  bold  and  ventu- 
rous : 

,c  Thy  age  confirm'd,  proud,  fubtle,  fly  and  bloody." 
What  comfortable  hour  canft  thou  name, 
That  ever  grac'd  me  in  thy  company  ? 

K.  Rich,  Faith,  none  but  Humphry  Houre,  thatcall'd 
your  Grace 
To  breakfaft  once,  forth  of  my  company. 
If  I  be  fo  difgracious  in  your  fight, 
Let  me  march  on,  and  not  offend  your  Grace. 
Strike  up  the  Drum. 

Dutch.  I  pry'thee,  hear  me  fpeak. 

K.  Rich.  You  fpeak  too  bitterly. 

Butch.  Hear  me  a  word  : 
For  I  fhall  never  fpeak  to  thee  again. 

K.Rich.  So,  

Dutch.  Either  thou'lt  die  by  God's  juft  ordinance, 
Ere  from  this  war  thou  turn  a  conqueror  \ 
Or  I  with  grief  and  extream  age  mail  perim, 
And  never  look  upon  thy  face  again. 
Therefore  take  with  thee  my  moft  heavy  Ci;rfe; 
Which,  in  the  day  of  battle,  tire  thee  more, 
Than  all  the  compleat  armour  that  thou  wear'ft! 
My  prayers  on  the  adverfe  party  fight, 
And  there  the  little  fouls  of  Edward's  children 
W  hifper  the  fpirits  of  thine  enemies, 
And  promife  them  fuccefs  and  victory  ! 
Bloody  thou  art,  bloody  will  be  thy  end  ! 
Shame  ferves  thy  life,  and  doth  thy  death  attend.  [Exit, 

ghieen.  Tho'  far  more  caufe,  yet  much  lefs  fpjrit  to 
curfe 

Abides  in  me,  I  fay  Amen  to  her.  [Going. 

X  2  K.  Rich, 
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K.  Rich,  Stay,  Madam,  I  muft  fpeak  a  word  with 
you. 

Queen.  I  have  no  more  Sons  of  the  royal  blood 
For  thee  to  (laughter ;  for  my  daughters,  Richard, 
They  fhall  be  praying  Nuns,  not  weeping  Queens ; 
And  therefore  level  not  to  hit  their  lives. 

K.  Rich.  You  have  a  daughter  call'd  Elizabeth, 
Virtuous  and  fair,  royal  and  gracious. 

Queen.  And  muft  flie  die  for  this  ?  O  let  her  live, 
And  I'll  corrupt  her  manners,  ftain  her  beauty, 
Slander  myfelf  as  falfe  to  Edward's,  bed, 
Throw  over  her  the  veil  of  infamy  : 
So  flie  may  live  unfcarr'd  from  bleeding  (laughter, 
I  will  confefs  fhe  was  not  Edward's  daughter. 

K.  Rich.  Wrong  not  her  birth,  fhe  is  of  royal  blood. 

Queen.  To  fave  her  life,  Til  fay,  fhe  is  not  fo. 

K.  Rich,  Her  life  is  fafeft  only  in  her  birth. 

Queen.  And  only  in  that  fafety  dy'd  her  brothers. 

K.Rich.  No,  at  their  births  good  ftars  were  oppofite. 

Queen.  No,  to  their  lives  bad  friends  were  contrary. 

K.  Rich.  All  unavoided  is  the  doom  of  deftiny. 

Queen.  True ;  when  avoided  grace  makes  deftiny. 
My  babes  were  deftin'd  to  a  fairer  death, 
If  grace  had  bleft  thee  with  a  fairer  life. 

K.  Rich.  You  fpeak,  as  if  that  i  had  flain  my  cou- 
Gns  ? 

Queen.  Coufins,  indeed ;  and  by  their  Uncle  couzen'd 
Of  Comfort,  Kingdom,  Kindred,  Freedom,  Life: 
Whole  hands  foever  lanc'd  their  tender  hearts, 
Thy  head,  all  indirectly,  gave  direction. 
No  doubt,  the  murd'rous  knife  was  dull  and  blunt, 
Till  it  was  whetted  on  thy  ftone-hard  heart, 
To  revel  in  the  intrails  of  my  lambs. 
But  that  ftill  ufe  of  grief  makes  wild  grief  tame, 
My  tongue  mould  to  thy  ears  not  name  my  boys, 
Till  that  my  nails  were  anchor'd  in  thine  eyes ; 
And  I  in  fuch  a  defp'rate  bay  of  death, 

Like 
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Like  a  poor  bark,  of  fails  and  tackling  reft, 
Rum  all  to  pieces  on  thy  rocky  boibm. 

K.  Rich.  Madam,  fo  thrive  I  in  my  enterprise, 
And  dangerous  fuccefs  of  bloody  wars ; 
As  I  intend  more  good  to  you  and  yours,- 
Than  ever  you  or  yours  by  me  were  harm'd  ! 

Queen.  What  good  is  cover'd  with  the  face  of  heav'n, 
To  be  difcover'd,  that  can  do  me  good  ? 

K.  Rich.  Th*  advancement  of  your  children,  gentle 
lady. 

Queen.  Up  to  fome  fcaftold,  there  to  lofe  their  heads. 

K.  Rich.  No,  to  the  dignity  and  height  of  fortune, 
9  The  high  imperial  type  of  this  earth's  glory. 

Queen.  Flatter  my  forrows  with  report  of  it 
Tell  me,  what  (late,  what  dignity,  what  honour, 
Canft  thou  demife  to  any  child  of  mine? 

K.Rich.  Ev'n  all  I  have-,  ay,  and  myielf  and  all9 
Will  I  withal  endow  a  child  of  thine : 
So  in  the  Lethe  of  thy  angry  foul 
Thou  drown  the  fad  Remembrance  of  thofe  wrongs, 
Which,  thou  fuppofelt,  I  have  done  to  thee. 

Queen.  Be  brief,  left  that  the  procefs  of  thy  kindnels 
Laft  longer  telling  than  thy  kindnefs  do. 

K.  Rich.  Then  know,  that  from  my  foul  1  love  thy 
daughter. 

Queen.  My  daughter's  mother  thinks  it  with  her  foul. 
K.  Rich.  What  do  you  think  ? 
Queen.  That  thou  dolt  love  my  daughter  from 
thy  foul. 

So  from  thy  foul's  love,  didft  thou  love  her  brothers  ± 
And  from  my  heart's  love  I  do  thank  thee  for  it. 

K.  Rich.  Be  not  fo  hafly  to  confound  my  meanings 
I  mean,  that  with  my  foul  I  love  thy  daughter, 
And  do  intend  to  make  her  Queen  of  England. 

Queen.  Say  then,  who  doft  thou  mean  fhall  be  her 
King? 

9  The  high  in  penal  type  —  ]  i.  c.  the  throne, 
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K.  Rich.  Ev'n  he,  that  makes  her  Queen  ;  who  elfc 
fhould  be  ? 

Queen.  What,  thou! 

K.  Rich.  Even  fo;  how  think  you  of  it? 

Queen.  How  canft  thou  woo  her  ? 

K.  Rich.  I  would  iearn  of  you, 
As  one  being  beft  acquainted  with  her  humour. 

Queen.  And  wilt  thou  learn  of  me? 

K.  Rich.  With  all  my  heart. 

Queen.  Send  to  her,  by  the  man  that  flew  her  brothers, 
A  pair  of  bleeding  hearts ;  thereon  engrave 
Edward  and  York ;  then,  haply,  will  Ihe  weep  : 
Therefore  prefent  to  her,  as  fometime  Marg'ret 
Did  to  thy  father,  fteept  in  Rutland's  blood, 
A  handkerchief;  which,  fay  to  her,  did  drain 
The  purple  tide  from  her  fweet  brothers'  bodies, 
And  bid  her  wipe  her  weeping  eyes  therewith. 
If  this  inducement  move  her  not  to  Jove, 
Send  her  a  letter  of  thy  noble  deeds ; 
Tell  her,  thou  mad'ft  away  her  uncle  Clarence, 
Her  uncle  Rivers ;  ay,  and  for  her  fake, 
Mad'fl  quick  conveyance  with  her  good  aunt  Anne. 

K.  Rich.  You  mock  me,  Madam  ;  this  is  not  the  way 
To  win  your  daughter. 

Queen.  There's  no  other  way, 
Unlefs  thou  could'ft  put  on  fome  other  fhape, 
And  not  be  Richard  that  hath  done  all  this. 

K.  Rich.  Say,  that  I  did  all  this  for  love  of  her. 
Queen.  Nay  then,  indeed,  fhe  cannot  chufe  but  hate 
thee  ; 

Having  bought  love  with  fuch  a  bloody  fpoiJ* 

K.  Rich.  1  Look,  what  is  done,  cannot  be  now 
amended  \ 

1  Look,  what  is  done  Sec]  This  long  fpecch  is  not  in  the 
Edition  of  1598  cr  that  of  1602,  but  added  by  the  Author 
goce.  Mr.  Popr. 

Men 
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Men  fhall  deal  unadvifedly  fometimes, 

Which  after-hours  give  leifure  to  repent  of. 

If  I  did  take  the  Kingdom  from  your  fons, 

To  make  amends,  I'll  give  it  to  your  daughter  : 

If  I  have  kill'd  the  ifTue  of  your  womb, 

To  quicken  your  increafe  I  will  beget 

Mine  iflue  of  your  blood,  upon  your  daughter  : 

A  grandam's  name  is  lefs  little  in  love, 

Than  is  the  doting  title  of  a  mother  ; 

They  are  as  children  but  one  ftep  below, 

Even  of  your  metal,  of  your  very  blood : 

Of  all  one  pain,  fave  for  a  night  of  groans 

Endur'd  of  her,  for  whom  you  bid  like  forrow. 

Your  children  were  vexation  to  your  youth, 

But  mine  (hall  be  a  comfort  to  your  age. 

The  lofs  you  have,  is  but  a  fon  being  King  ; 

And  by  that  lofs  your  daughter  is  made  Queen. 

I  cannot  make  you  what  amends  I  would, 

Therefore  accept  fuch  kindnefs  as  1  can. 

Dorfet,  your  fon,  that  with  a  fearful  foul 

Leads  difcontented  fteps  in  foreign  foil, 

This  fair  alliance  quickly  fhall  call  home 

To  high  promotions,  and  great  dignity. 

The  King,  that  calls  your  beauteous  daughter  wife, 

Familiarly  (hall  call  thy  Dorfet  brother : 

Again  fhall  you  be  mother  to  a  King  ; 

And  all  the  ruins  of  diftrefsful  times 

Repair'd  with  double  riches  of  content. 

What!  we  have  many  goodly  days  to  fee. 

The  liquid  drops  of  tears,  that  you  have  fried, 

Shall  come  again,  transform'd  to  orient  pearl ; 

Advantaging  their  loan  with  intereft 

Of  ten  times  double  gain  of  happinefs. 

Go  then,  my  mother,  to  thy  daughter  go ; 

Make  bold  her  bafhful  years  with  your  experience ; 

Prepare  her  ears  to  hear  a  wooer's  tale; 

Put  in  her  tender  heart  th'afpiring  flame 
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Of  golden  Sovereignty  ;  acquaint  the  Princefs  ». 
With  the  fweet  filent  hours  of  marriage-joys. 
And  when  this  arm  of  mine  hath  chaitifed 
The  petty  rebel,  dull-brain'd  Buckingham, 
Bound  with  triumphant  garlands  will  I  come, 
And  lead  thy  daughter  to  a  Conqueror's  bed ; 
To  whom  1  will  retail  my  Conqueft  won, 
And  fhe  fhall  be  fole  victrefs,  Cafarh  C<zfar. 

Queen.  What  were  I  beft  to  fay,  her  father's  brother 
Would  be  her  lord?  or  fhall  I  lay,  her  uncle? 
Or  he  that  flew  her  brothers,  and  her  uncles  ? 
Under  what  title  fhall  I  woo  for  thee, 
That  God,  the  law,  my  honour,  and  her  love, 
Can  make  feem  pleafmg  to  her  tender  years  ? 

K.  Rich.  Infer  fair  England's  peace  by  this  alliance. 

Queen.  Which  fhe  fhall  purchafe  with  ftill  lading 
war. 

K.  Rich.  Tell  her,  the  King,  that  may  command, 

intreats  

Queen.  That  at  her  hands,  which  the  King's  King 

forbids. 

K.  Rich.  Say,  fhe  fhall  be  a  high  and  mighty  Queen— 
Queen.  To  wail  the  title,  as  her  mother  doth. 
K.  Rich.  Say,  I  will  love  her  everlaftingly. 
Queen.  But  how  long  fhall  that  title,  ever,  laft  ? 
K.  Rich.  Sweetly  in  force,  unto  her  fair  life's  end. 
Queen.  But  how  long,  fairly,  fhall  her  fweet  life  laft  ? 
K.  Rich.  As  long  as  heav'n  and  nature  lengthen  it. 
Queen.  As  long  as  hell  and  Richard  like  of  it. 
K.  Rich.Szy,  I,  her  Sov'reign,  am  her  Subject  now. 
Queen.  But  fhe,  your  Subject,  loaths  fuch  Sov'reignty; 
K.  Rich.  Be  eloquent  in  my  behalf  to  her. 
Queen.  An  honeft  tale  fpeeds  beft,  being  plainly  told. 
K.  Rich.  Then,  in  plain  terms  tell  her  my  loving  tale. 
Queen.  Plain,  and  not  honeft,  is  too  harfh  a  ftile. 
K.  Rich.  Yourreafons  are  too  fhallow,  and  too  quick. 
Queen.  O  no,  my  reafons  are  too  deep  and  dead  ; 

Two 


King  Richard  III.  j 

Two  deep  and  dead  poor  infants  in  their  grave ; 
Harp  on  it  ftill  fhall  I,  till  heart-ftrings  break. 

K.  Rich.  Harp  not  on  that  ftring,  Madam ;  that 
is  paft. 

Now  by  my  George,  my  Garter,  and  my  Crown  

Queen.  Profan'd,  difhonour'd,  and  the  third  ufurp'd. 
K.  Rich.  I  fwear. 

Queen.  By  nothing,  for  this  is  no  oath  : 
The  George,  profan'd,  hath  loft  his  holy  honour; 
The  Garter,  blemifh'd,  pawn'd  his  knightly  virtue; 
The  Crown,  ufurp'd,  difgrac'd  his  kingly  glory. 
If  fomething  thou  would'ft  fwear  to  be  believ'd, 
Swear  then  by  fomething,  that  thou  haft  not  wronged. 

K.  Rich.  Now  by  the  world  

Queen.  'Tis  full  of  thy  foul  wrongs. 

K.  Rich.  My  father's  death  - 

Queen.  Thy  life  hath  that  difhonour'd. 

K.Rich.  Then  by  myfelf. 

Queen.  Thyfelf  thyfelf  mifufeft. 

K.  Rich.  Why  then,  by  heav'n — 

Queen.  Heav'n's  wrong  is  moft  of  all : 
If  thou  didft  fear  to  break  an  oath  with  heav'n, 
The  unity  the  King  my  husband  made 
Thou  hadft  not  broken,  nor  my  brothers  dy'd. 
If  thou  hadft  fear'd  to  break  an  oath  with  heav'n, 
Th'  imperial  metal,  circling  now  thy  head, 
Had  grac'd  the  tender  temples  of  my  child; 
And  both  the  Princes  had  been  breathing  here; 
Which  now,  two  tender  bed-fellows  for  duft, 
Thy  broken  faith  hath  made  a  prey  to  worms. 
What  canft  thou  fwear  by  now  ? 

K.  Edw.  By  time  to  come. 

Queen.  That  thou  haft  wronged  in  the  time  o'erpaft : 
For  1  myfelf  have  many  tears  to  wafh 
Hereafter  time,  for  time  paft,  wrong'd  by  thee. 
The  children  live,  whole  fathers  thou  haft  flaughter'd, 
Ungovern'd  youth,  to  wail  it  in  their  age. 

The 
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The  parents  live,  whofe  children  thou  haft  butcher 'd 
Old  wither'd  plant?,  to  wail  it  in  their  age. 
Swear  not  by  time  to  come,  for  that  thou  haft 
Milus'd  ere  us'd,  by  times  ill-us'd  o'er  paft. 

K.  Rkb.  As  I  intend  to  profper  and  repent, 
So  thrive  I  in  my  dangerous  attempt 
Of  hoftilc  arms !  myfelf,  myieif  confound; 
Heaven  and  fortune  bar  me  happy  hours; 
Day  yield  me  not  thy  light,  nor  night  thy  reft; 
Be  oppofite  all  planets  of  good  luck 
To  my  proceeding;  if  with  pure  heart's  love, 
Immaculate  devotion,  holy  thoughts, 
I  tender  net  thy  beauteous  Princely  Daughter! 
In  her  confuls  my  happinef?,   ar.d  thine; 
Without  her,  follows  to  myieif  and  thee, 
Herfelf,  the  Land,  and  many  a  chriftian  foul, 
Death,  defolation,  ruin,  and  decay. 
It  cannot  be  avoided,  but  by  this ; 
It  will  net  be  avoided,  but  by  this. 
Therefore,  dear  mother,  (I  muft  call  you  fo,) 
Be  the  attorney  of  my  love  to  her ; 
Plead  what  I  will  be,  not  what  I  have  been ; 
No:  my  deferts,  but  what  I  will  deferve: 
Urge  the  neceflky  and  ftate  of  times ; 
And  be  not  peevifh  found  in  great  defigns. 

gtgeat.  Shall  I  be  tempted  of  the  Devil  thus? 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  if  the  Devil  tempt  you  to  do  good. 

<%v.:en.  Shall  I  forget  myfelf  to  be  myfelf ? 

K.  Rich.   Ay,  if  yourfdt 's  remembrance  wrong 
youriclf. 

Queem.  But  thou  didft  kill  my  children. 
K.  Rich.  But  in  your  daughter's  womb  I  bury 
them; 

Where,  in  that  nefr  of  fpicery,  they  fhall  breed 
Selves  of  themfeive?,  to  your  recomforture. 

^ Shah  I  go  win  my  daughter  to  thy  will  P 
K.  Rich.  And  be  a  happy  mother  by  the  deed. 
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Queen.  I  go,  write  to  me  fhortly. 

K.  Rich.  Bear  her  my  true  love's  kifs,  and  fo  fare- 

wel   [Exit  Queen. 

Relenting  fool,  and  mallow,  changing,  woman! 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Ratcliff. 

Rat.   Moft  mighty   Sovereign,   on  the  weftern 
coaft 

Rideth  a  puilTant  Navy  :  to  our  mores 
Throng  many  doubtful  hollow-hearted  friends, 
Unarm'd,  and  unrefolv'd  to  beat  them  back. 
5Tis  thought,  that  Richmond  is  their  Admiral  : 
And  there  they  hull,  expecting  but  the  aid 
Of  Buckingham^  to  welcome  them  afhore. 

K.  Rich.  Some  light-foot  friend  poft  to  the  Duke 
of  Norfolk. 
Ratcliff,  thyfelf,  or  Catesby ;  where  is  he  ? 

Catef.  Here,  my  good  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Catesby  1  fly  to  the  Duke. 

Catef.  I  will,  my  lord,  with  all  convenient  hade. 

K.Rich.  Rat  cliff,  come  hither,  poft  to  Salisbury ; 
When  thou  conYft  thither — dull  unmindful  villain, 

[To  Catesby. 

Why  ftay'ft  thou  here,  and  go'ft  not  to  the  Duke? ' 
Catef.  Firft,  mighty  Liege,  tell  me  your  Highnefs' 
pleafure, 

What  from  your  Grace  I  mail  deliver  to  him. 

K.  Rich.  O  true,  good  Catesby — bid  him  levy 
ftrait 

The  greateft  ftrength  and  power  he  can  make, 
And  meet  me  fuddenly  at  Salisbury. 

Catef.  I  go.  [Exit. 

Rat.  What,  may  it  pleafe  you,  fhali  I  do  at  Sa- 
lisbury ? 

K.  Rich. 
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K.  Rich.  Why,  what  would'ft  thou  do  there,  be- 
fore I  go? 

Rat.  Your  Highnefs  told  me,  I  mould  pod  before. 
K.  Rich.  My  mind  is  chang'd- 

Enter  Lord  Stanley. 

Stanley •,  what  news  with  you  ? 

Stan.  None  good,  my  Liege,  to  pleafe  you  with 
the  hearing ; 
Nor  none  fo  bad,  but  well  may  be  reported. 

K.  Rich.  Heyday,  a  riddle!  neither  good  nor  bad:  I 
Why  doft  thou  run  fo  many  miles  about, 
When  thou  may'ft  tell  thy  tale  the  neareft  way  ? 
Once  more,  what  news? 

Stan.  Richmond  is  on  the  feas. 

K.  Rich.  There  let  him  fink,  and  be  the  feas  on 
him ! 

White-liver'd  Runagate,  what  doth  he  there  ? 

Stan.  I  know  not,  mighty  Sovereign,  but  by  guefs. 

K.  Rich.  Well,  as  you  guels. 

Stan.  Stirr'd  up  by  Dorfet,  Buckingham^  and  Morton^ 
He  makes  for  England^  here  to  claim  the  Crown. 

K.  Rich.  Is  the  Chair  empty  ?  is  the  Sword  un- 
fway  *d  ? 

Is  the  King  dead  ?  the  Empire  unpofTefs'd  ? 
What  Heir  of  York  is  there  alive,  but  We? 
And  who  is  England's  King,  but  great  Tork's  heir? 
Then  tell  me,  what  makes  he  upon  the  fea  ? 

Stan.  Unlefs  for  that,  my  Liege,  I  cannot  guefs. 

K.  Rich.  Unlefs  for  that  he  comes  to  be  your  Liege, 
You  cannot  guefs  wherefore  the  Weljh-7nan  comes. 
Thou  wilt  revolt,  and  fly  to  him,  I  fear. 

Stan.  No,  mighty  Liege,  therefore  miftruft  me  not. 

K.Rich.  Where  is  thy  Power  then  to  beat  him 
back  ? 

Where  are  thy  Tenants,  and  thy  Followers? 
Are  they  not  now  upon  the  weftern  fhore, 

Safe- 
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Safe-conduc"ling  the  Rebels  from  their  mips  ? 

Stan.  No,  my  good  lord,  my  friends  are  in  the 
North. 

K.  Rich.  Cold  friends  to  me :  what  do  they  in  the 
North, 

When  they  fhould  ferve  their  Sovereign  in  the  Weft? 
Stan.   They  have  not  been  commanded,  mighty 
King; 

Pleafe  it  your  Majefty  to  give  me  leave, 

Pll  mufter  up  my  friends,  and  meet  your  Grace, 

"Where,  and  what  time  your  Majefty  (hall  pleafe. 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  thou  would'ft  fain  be  gone,  to  join 
with  Richmond: 
But  I'll  not  truft  thee. 

Stan.  Mighty  Sovereign, 
You  have  no  caufe  to  hold  my  friendfliip  doubtful ; 
I  never  was,  nor  never  will  be,  falfe. 

K.  Rich.  Go  then,  and  mufter  men  5  but  leave 
behind 

Your  fon  George  Stanley :  look,  your  heart  be  firm ; 
Or  elfe  his  head's  afTurance  is  but  frail. 

Stan.  So  deal  with  him,  as  1  prove  true  to  you! 

[Exit  Stanley, 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  My  gracious  Sov'reign,  now  in  Devon/hire, 
As  I  by  friends  am  well  advertifed, 
Sir  Edmond  Courtney,  and  the  haughty  Prelate, 
Bifhop  of  Exeter,  his  elder  brother, 
With  many  more  confederates,  are  in  arms. 

Enter  another  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  In  Kent,  my  Liege,  the  Guilfords  are  in  arms, 
*  And  every  hour  more  competitors 

2  And  e<very  hour  mere  competitor?]  By  the  word  competitors, 
the  fpeaker  would  infmuate,  that  men  flocked  to  the  adverfe  par- 
ty, as  if  it  it  had  been  a  competition  for  intereft  and  glory.  But 
the  Oxford  Editor  will  make  Shake/pear  fpeak  like  other  people, 
and  fo  reads  complices. 

Fiock 


King  Richard  III. 
Flock  to  the  Rebels,  and  their  Power  grows  ftrong. 

Enter  another  MeJJenger. 

Mef.  My  Lord,  the  army  of  the  Duke  of  Buck- 
ingham  

K.  Rich.  3  Out  on  ye,  owls!  nothing  but  fongs  of 
death  ?  [_He  ftrikes  him. 

There,  take  thou  That,  'till  thou  bring  better  news. 

Mef.  The  news  I  have  to  tell  your  Majefty, 
Is,  that,  by  fudden  floods  and  fall  of  waters, 
Buckingham's  army  is  difpers'd  and  fcatter'd ; 
And  he  himfelf  wander'd  away  alone, 
No  man  knows  whither. 

K.  Rich.  Oh !  I  cry  thee  mercy ! 
There  is  my  purfe,  to  cure  that  blow  of  thine. 
Hath  any  well-advifed  friend  proclaim'd 
Reward  to  him  that  brings  the  traitor  in  ? 

Mef.  Such  Proclamation  hath  been  made,  my  Liege. 

Enter  another  Meffenger. 

Mef.  Sir  Thomas  LoveU  and  Lord  Marquifs  Dorfet, 
'Tis  faid,  my  Liege,  in  Torkfhire  are  in  arms ; 
But  this  good  comfort  bring  I  to  your  Highnels, 
The  Bretagne  Navy  is  difpers'd,  by  tempeft. 
Richmond  in  Dorfetjhire  fent  out  a  boat 
Unto  the  fhore,  to  ask  thofe  on  the  banks, 
If  they  were  his  affiftants,  yea,  or  no; 
Who  anfwer'd  him,  they  came  from  Buckingham 
Upon  his  Party  \  he,  miftrufting  them, 
Hois'd  fail,  and  made  his  courie  again  for  Bretagne. 

K.  Rich.  March  on,  march  on,  fince  we  are  up  in 
arms; 

If  not  to  fight  with  foreign  enemies, 

Yet  to  beat  down  thefe  Rebels  here  at  home. 

3  Out  on  ye,  Owls']  t  e.  birds  of  ill  omen. 

Enter 
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Enter  Catesby. 

Catef.  My  Liege,  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  is  taken, 
That  is  the  beft  news    that  the  Earl  of  Richmond 
Is  with  a  mighty  Pow'r  landed  at  Milford, 
Is  colder  news,  but.  yet  it  mult  be  told. 

K.  Rich.  Away  tow'rds  Salisbury-,  while  we  reafbn 
here, 

A  royal  battle  might  be  won  and  loft: 

Some  one  take  order,  Buckingham  be  brought 

To  Salisbury    the  reft  march  on  with  me.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII. 

Changes  to  the  Lord  Stanley's  Honfe. 

Enter  Lord  Stanley,  and  Sir  Chriftopher  UrAvick. 

Stan.  C  I  R  Chriftopher,  tell  Richmond  this  from  me ; 

^  That  in  the  fty  of  this  moft  bloody  Boar, 
4  My  fon  Gecrge  Stanley  is  frankt  up  in  hold  : 
If  1  revolt,  off  goes  young  George's  head  ; 
The  fear  of  That  holds  off  my  preient  aid. 
So,  get  thee  gone-,  commend  me  to  thy  Lord. 
Bay  too,  the  Queen  hath  heartily  coniented 
He  fhould  efpoufe  Elizabeth  her  daughter. 
But,  tell  me,  where  is  princely  Richmond  now? 

Chri.  At  Pembroke,  or  at  Hertford- weft  in  Wale;. 

Stan.  What  men  of  name  refort  to  him  ? 

Chri.  Sir  Walter  Herbert,  a  renowned  foldier, 
Sir  Gilbert  'Talbot,  and  Sir  William  Stanley, 
Oxford,  redoubted  Pembroke,  Sir  James  Blunt, 
And  Rice  ap  Thomas,  with  a  valiant  crew, 
And  many  others  of  great  name  and  worth: 
And  towards  London  do  they  bend  their  Power, 

4  My  fon  Gecrge  Stabley  w  frankt  upj  See  the  rote  on  A3  J. 
Scene  4.  of  this  play.  Mr.  Pope, 
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If  by  the  way  they  be  not  fought  withal. 

Stan.  Well,  hie  thee  to  thy  Lord :  I  kifs  his  hand, 
My  letter  will  refolve  him  of  my  mind. 
Farewel.  [  Exeunt.  I 

A  C  T   V.    S  C  E  N  E  I. 

SALISBURY.  t 

Enter  the  Sheriffs  ^Buckingham,  with  halberds* 
led  to  Execution. 

Buckingham. 

WI L  L  not  King  Richard  let  me  fpeak  with  him? 
Sher.  No,  good  my  Lord,  therefore  be  patient. 
Buck.  Hqftings,  and  Edward's  children,  Gray  and 
Rivers, 

Holy  King  Henry,  and  thy  fair  fon  Edward, 
Vaughan,  and  all  that  have  mifcarried 
By  under-hand,  corrupted,  foul  injuftice  ; 
If  that  your  moody,  difcontented,  fouls 
Do  through  the  clouds  behold  this  prefent  hour, 
Ev'n  for  revenge  mock  my  deftruction ! 
This  is  All-Souls  day,  fellows,  is  it  not? 
Sher.  It  is,  my  lord. 

Buck.  Why,    then  All-Souls  day  is  my  body's 
Doomfday. 

This  is  the  day,  which  in  King  Edward's  time 
I  wifh'd  might  fall  on  me,  when  1  was  found 
Falfe  to  his  children,  or  his  wife's  allies. 
This  is  the  day,  wherein  I  wifh'd  to  fall 
By  the  falfe  faith  of  him  whom  moft  I  trufted : 
This,  this  All-Souls  day  to  my  fearful  Soul, 
•  Is  the  determin'd  refpe£fc  of  my  wrongs. 

i  Is  the  determin'd  respite  of  ?ny  <wrongs.^\  This  is  nonfenfe, 
we  fhould  read  resfect  of  my  wrongs,  i,  e.  requital. 

That: 
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That  high  AH-feer,  which  I  dallied  with, 

Hath  turn'd  my  feigned  prayer  on  my  head, 

And  giv'n  in  earneft,  what  I  begg'd  in  jell, 

Thus  doth  he  force  the  fwords  of  wicked  men 

To  turn  their  own  points  on  their  mailer,'  bofoms. 

Thus  Margret's  Curfe  falls  heavy  on  my  head  : 

When  he,  quoth  (be,  (ball  fplit  thy  heart  with  forrow, 

Remember,  Margret  was  a  Prophetefs. 

Come,  Sirs,  convey  me  to  the  block  of  (bame ; 

Wrong  hath  but  wrong,  and  blame  the  due  of  b!ame. 

[Exeunt  Buckingham,  Sheriff  and  Officers. 

SCENE  II. 

On  the  Borders  of  'Leicefter- Shire.   A  Camp. 

Enter  Richmond,  Oxford,  Blunt,  Herbert,  and 
others ',  with  Drum  and  Colours, 

Richm.  pEL LO  W S  in  arms,  and  my  mod  loving 
friends, 

Bruis'd  underneath  the  yoak  of  tyranny, 
IThus  far  into  the  bowels  of  the  Land 
iHave  we  march'd  on  without  impediment ; 
And  here  receive  we  from  our  father  Stanley 
Lines  of  fair  comfort  and  encouragement. 
The  wretched,  bloody,  and  ufurping  Boar 
(That  Ipoil'd  your  fummer-fields,  and  fruitful  vines,;* 
Swills  your  warm  blood  like  wafli,  and  makes  his 
trough 

In  your  embowell'd  bofoms ;  this  foul  fwine 
Lyes  now  ev'n  in  the  centre  of  this  Ifle, 
Near  to  the  town  of  Leicefter ,  as  we  learn : 
From  Tamworth  thither  is  but  one  day's  March, 
|  In  God's  name,  cheerly  on,  couragious  friends, 
'  To  reap  the  harveft  of  perpetual  peace, 
By  this  one  bloody  trial  of  (barp  war. 

Vol.  V,  Y  Oxf. 
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Oxf.  Every  man's  confcience  is  a  thoufand  fwords, 
To  fight  againft  that  bloody  homicide. 

Herb.  I  doubt  not,  bat  his  friends  will  fly  to  us. 
Blunt.  He  hath  no  friends,  but  who  are  friends  for  j 
fear. 

Which  in  his  deareft  Need  will  fly  from  him. 

Rich.  All  for  our  vantage ;  then,  in  God's  name, 

march ; 

True  hope  is  lwifr,  and  flies  with  Swallow's  wings; 
Kings  it  makes  Gods,  and  meaner  creatures  Kings. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Changes  to  Bofworth  Field. 

Enter  King  Richard  in  arms,  with  Norfolk,  Surrey, 
Ratcliff,  Catesby,  and  others. 

K^.TJERE  pitch  our  Tents,  even  here  in 

■Fl       Bofworth  field. 
My  lord  of  Surrey,  why  look  you  fo  fad  ? 

Surr.  My  heart  is  ten  times  lighter  than  my  looks,  j 

K.  Rich.  My  lord  of  Norfolk,  

Nor.  Here,  mod  gracious  Liege. 
K.  Rich.  Norfolk,  we  muft  have  knocks :  ha,  muft 
we  not? 

Nor.  We  muft  both  give  and  take,  my  gracious 
lord. 

K.  Rich.  Up  with  my  tent,  here  will  I  lye  to  night; 
But  where  to-morrow? — well,  all's  one  for  that.    •  | 
Who  hath  defcry'd  the  number  of  the  traitors? 

Nor.  Six,  or  fev'n,  thoufand  is  their  utmoft  Power. 

K.  Rich.  Why,  our  Battalion  trebles  that  account: 
Befides,  the  King's  name  is  a  tower  of  ftrength, 
Which  they  upon  the  adverfe  faction  want. 
Up  with  the  tent :  come,  noble  gentlemen, 
Let  us  furvey  the  vantage  of  the  ground. 
Call  for  foine  men  of  found  direction : 

Left 
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Let's  want  no  difcipline;  make  no  delay 

For,  lords,  to  morrow  is  a  bufie  day.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  another  Part  of 
Bofworth  Field. 

Enter  Richmond,  Sir  William  Brandon,  Oxford,  and 
porta 

i?/i?«.npHE  weary  Sun  hath  made  a  golden  Set, 
A      And,  by  the  bright  trad  of  his  fiery  car. 
Gives  fignal  of  a  goodly  day  to  morrow. 
Sir  William  Brandon,  you  mail  bear  my  ftandard 
The  Earl  of  Pembroke  keep  his  regiment; 
Good  Captain  Blunt,  bear  my  good  night  to  him  ; 
.  And  by  the  fecond  hour  in  the  morning 
Defire  the  Earl  to  fee  me  in  my  tent. 
Yet  one  thing  more,  good  Blunt  ^  before  thou  gcel  % 
Where  is  lord  Stanley  quarter'd,  doft  thou  know? 

Blunt.  Unlefs  I  have  mifta'en  his  quarters  much, 
(Which,  well  I  am  aflur'd,  I  have  not  done) 
His  regiment  lyes  half  a  mile  at  leaft 
South  from  the  mighty  Power  of  the  King. 

Richm.  If  without  peril  it  be  pofiible, 
Sweet  Blunt,  make  fome  good  means  to  fpeak  with 
him, 

And  give  him  from  me  this  mod  needful  Note. 

Blunt.  Upon  my  life,  my  lord,  I'll  undertake  it. 

Richm.  z  Give  me  fome  ink  and  paper ;  in  my  tent 
I'll  draw  the  form  and  model  of  our  battle, 
Limit  each  leader  to  his  feveral  charge, 

2  Give  me  fame  ink  and  paper \\  I  have  placed  thefe  lines  here 
as  they  Hand  in  the  firft  editions :  the  relt  place  them  three  Tpeeches 
before,  after  the  words  Sir  William  Brandon,  you  Jhall  bear  my 
ftandard\  interrupting  what  there  follows:  the  Earl  of  Pem- 
broke &c.  I  think  them  more  naturally  introduced  here,  when 
he  is  retiring  to  his  tent;  and  confidering  what  he  has  to  do  that 
night.  Mr.  Pope. 

Y  2  And 
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And  part  in  juft  proportion  our  fmall  ftrength. 
Let  us  confult  upon  to  morrow's  bufinefs 
In  to  our  tent,  the  air  is  raw  and  cold 

[They  withdraw  into  the  tent. 

SCENE  changes  back  to  King  Richard's  Tent. 

Enter  King  Richard,  Rate] iff,  Norfolk,  and  Catesby. 

K.  Rich.  \%J  HAT  is't  o'  clock  ? 

W     Catef.  It's  fupper  time,  my  lord  j 
It's  nine  a  clock. 

K.  Rich.  I  will  not  fup  to  night. 
Give  me  fome  Ink  and  Paper. 
What,  is  my  beaver  eafier  than  it  was  ? 
And  all  my  armour  laid  into  my  tent? 

Catef.  It  is,   my  Liege,  and  all  things  are  in 
readinefs. 

K.  Rich.  Good  Norfolk,  hie  thee  to  thy  charge, 
Ufe  careful  watch,  chufe  trufty  centinels. 
Nor.  I  go,  my  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Stir  with  the  lark  to  morrow,  gentle 

Norfolk. 

Nor.  I  warrant  you,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

K.  Rich.  Catefoy, — 
Catef  My  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Send  out  a  purfuivant  at  arms 
To  Stanley's  regiment;  bid  him  bring  his  Power 
Before  Sun-rifing,  led  his  fon  George  fall 
Into  the  blind  Cave  of  eternal  Night. 
Fill  me  a  bowl  of  wine — give  me  a  watch — — 

[To  Ratcliff. 

Saddle  white  Surrey  for  the  field  to  morrow: 
Look,  that  my  ftaves  be  found,  and  not  too  heavy. 

Ratcliff,  

Rat.  My  lord  ? 

K.  Rich.  Saw'ft  thou  the  melancholy  lord  Nor- 
thumberland? 

Rat. 
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Rat.  Thomas  the  Earl  of  Surrey,  and  himfelf, 
[  Much  a'oouc  cock-fhut  time,  from  troop  to  troop, 
Went  through  the  army,  cheering  up  the  foldiers. 

K.  Rich.  I  am  fatisfy'd  ;  give  me  a  bowl  of  wine, 
I  have  not  that  alacrity  of  fpirir, 

(Nor  cheer  of  mind,  that  I  was  wont  to  have  ■ 

There,  let  it  down.    Is  ink  and  paper  ready  ? 
Rat.  It  is,  my  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Bid  my  Guard  watch,  and  leave  me. 
About  the  mid  of  night  come  to  my  tenr, 
And  help  to  arm  me.    Leave  me  now,  1  fay. 

[Exit  Ratcliff. 

SCENE  IV. 
Changes  back  to  Richmond'*  Tent. 

Enter  Stanley  to  Richmond  :  Lords,  &c. 

te.FORTUNE  and  Viclory  fit  on  thy  helm  \ 
i     Richm.  All  comfort,  that  the  dark  night 
can  afford, 
Be  to  thy  perfon,  noble  father-in-law! 
Tell  me,  how  fares  our  loving  mother? 

Stan.  I,  by  attorney,  blefs  thee  from  thy  mother  s 
Who  prays.continually  for  Richmond's  good : 
So  much  for  that — The  filent  hours  fteal  on, 
And  flaky,  darknefs  breaks  within  the  Eaft. 
In  brief,  for  fo  the  feafon  bids  us  be, 
Prepare  thy  battle  early  in  the  morning; 
And  put  thy  fortune  to  th'  Arbitrement 
Of  bloody  ftrokes,  and  mortal  flaring  war. 
I,  as  I  may,  (that  which  I  would,  I  cannot) 
With  bed  advantage  will  deceive  the  time, 
And  aid  thee  in  this  doubtful  fhock  of  arms. 
But  on  thy  fide  I  may  not  be  too  forward, 
Left  (being  feen)  thy  brother,  tender  George, 
Be  executed  in  his  father's  Sight. 

Y  i  Fare- 
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Farewel    the  leifure,  and  the  fearful  time 
Cuts  off  the  ceremonious  vows  of  love, 
And  ample  enterchange  of  fweet  difcourfe, 
Which  fo  long- fundred  friends  fhould  dwell  upon. 
God  give  us  leifure  for  thefe  Rites  of  love ! 
Once  more,  adieu  :  be  valiant,  and  fpeed  well. 

Richm.  Good  lords,  conduct  him  to  his  regiment ; 
Til  drive,  with  troubled  thoughts,  to  take  a  napj 
Left  leaden  (lumber  poize  me  down  to  morrow, 
When  I  fhould  mount  with  wings  of  victory : 
Once  more,  good  night,  kind  lords,  and  gentlemen. 

[Exeunt.  Manet  Richmond, 
O  thou !  whofe  Captain  I  account  myfelf, 
Look  on  my  forces  with  a  gracious  eye  : 
Put  in  their  hands  thy  bruifing  irons  of  wrath, 
That  they  may  crufh  down  with  a  heavy  fall 
Th9  ufurping  helmets  of  our  adverfaries ! 
Make  us  thy  Minifters  of  chaftifement, 
That  we  may  praife  thee  in  thy  victory. 
To  thee  I  do  commend  my  watchful  foul, 
Ere  I  let  fall  the  windows  of  mine  eyes: 
Sleeping  and  waking,  oh,  defend  me  ftill !  [Sleeps. 

SCENE  V. 

Between  the  Tents  of  Richard  and  Richmond : 
They  Sleeping. 

Enter  the  Ghqft  of  Prince  Edward,  Son  to  Henry 
the  Sixth. 

Ghoft.  T  E  T  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  foul  to  morrow ! 

[To  K.  Rich 

Think,  how  thou  ftab'd'il  me  in  the  prime  of  youth 
At  Tewksbury,  therefore  defpair  and  die. 

Be  cheerful,  Richmond-,  for  the  wronged  fouls 

[To  Richm, 
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tOf  butcher'd  Princes  fight  in  thy  behalf : 
| King  Henry's  ifllie,  Richmond \  comforts  thee. 

Enter  the  Ghoft  of  Henry  the  Sixth. 

Ghojt.  When  I  was  mortal,  my  anointed  body 

[To  K.Rkh. 
By  thee  was  punched  full  of  deadly  holes; 
!Think  on  i\\t  Tower,  and  me-,  defpair,  and  die. 
Harry  the  Sixth  bids  thee  defpair,  and  die. 

Virtuous  and  holy,  be  thou  Conqueror:  [To  Richm. 
\  Harry,  that  prophefy'd  thou  mould' ft  be  King, 
f  Doth  comfort  thee  in  fleep  ;  live  thou  and  flourifh. 

Enter  the  Ghoft  of  Clarence. 

Ghcft.  Let  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  foul  to  morrow  ! 

[To  K.  Rich. 
I,  that  was  wafh'd  to  death  in  fuiibm  wine, 
Poor  Clarence^  by  thy  guile  betrayM  to  death  : 
To  morrow  in  the  battle  think  on  me, 
And  fall  thy  edgelefs  fword ;  defpair  and  die. 

Thou  of7-fpring  of  the  Houfe  of  Lancafter, 

[To  Richm. 
The  wronged  heirs  of  York  do  pray  for  thee ; 
Good  angels  guard  thy  battle  !  live,  and  flourifh. 

Enter  the  Ghoft s  of  Rivers,  Gray,  ^wiVaughan. 

Riv.  Let  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  foul  to  morrow ! 

[To  K.  Rich. 
Rivers,  that  dy'd  at  Pomfret:  defpair,  and  die. 
Gray.  Think  upon  Gray,  and  let  thy  foul  defpair. 

[To  K.  Rich. 

Faugh.  Think  upon  Vanghan,  and  with  guilty  fear 
Let  fall  thy  launce  !  Richard,  defpair  and  die. 

[ToK.  Rich. 

J$L  Awake!  and  think  our  wrongs  in  Richard's 
bofom 

Y  4  Will 
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Will  conquer  him. — Awake,  and  win  the  day. 

[To  Richm, 

Enter  the  Ghoft  of  Lord  Haftings. 

Ghqft.  Bloody  and  guilty,  guiltily  awake 

[<Io  K.  Rich, 

And  in  a  bloody  battle  end  thy  days : 
Think  on  lord  Haftings ;  and  defpair  and  die. 

Qjiet,  untroubled  fou),  awake,  awake!  [To  Richm. 
Arm,  fight,  and  conquer,  for  fair  England's  lake. 

Enter  the  Ghofts  of  the  two  young  Princes. 

Ghjfts.  Dream  on  thy  coufins  fmother'd  in  the 

Tower  : 

Let  us  be  lead  within  thy  bofom,  Richard, 

[ToK.  Rich, 
And  weigh  thee  down  to  ruin,  fhame,  and  death  ! 
Thy  Nephews'  fouls  bid  thee  defpair  and  die. 

Sleep  Richmond,  fleep  in  peace ;  and  wake  in  joy. 

[To  Richm. 
Good  angels  guard  thee  from  the  boars  annoy ! 

Live,  and  beget  a  happy  race  of  Kings  • 

Edzvard's  unhappy  fons  do  bid  thee  flourifh. 

1  Enter  the  Ghoft  of  Anne,  his  Wife. 

Ghojl.  Richard,  thy  wife,  that  wretched  Anne  thy 
wife,  [ToK.  Rich, 

That  never  flept  a  quiet  hour  with  thee, 
Now  fills  thy  fleep  with  perturbations: 
To  morrow  in  the  battle  think  on  me, 
And  fail  thy  edgelefs  fword:  defpair  and  die. 
Thou,  quiet  foul,  fleep  thou  a  quiet  fleep : 

[To  Richm, 

Dream  of  fuccefs  and  happy  vicTory, 
Xhy  adverfiry's  wife  doth  pray  for  thee. 

Enter 


King  Richard  III.  329 

Enter  the  Ghqft  of  Buckingham. 

Gbofi.  The  firft  was  I,  that  help'd  thee  to  the 
Crown : 

The  Jaft  was  I,  that  felt  thy  tyranny.     [To  K.  Rich. 

0,  in  the  battle  think  on  Buckingham, 
And  die  in  terror  of  thy  guiltineis. 

Dream  on,  dream  on,  of  bloody  deeds  and  death: 
Fainting,  defpair  ;  defpairing,  yield  thy  breath. 
3 1  dy'd  for  Hope,  ere  I  could  lend  thee  aid  ; 

[To  Richm. 

But  cheer  thy  heart,  and  be  thou  not  difmay'd: 
God  and  good  angels  fight  on  Richmond's  fide, 
And  Richard  fall  in  height  of  ail  his  pride. 

[The  Ghofts  vanijh. 
[it  Richard  ftarts  out  of  his  dream. 
K.  Rich.  Give  me  another  horfe — bind  up  my 
wounds. 

Have  mercy,  Jefu—Mt,  I  did  but  dream. 

4 O  coward  Confcience!  how  dofl:  thou  afflict  me? 

The  lights  burn  blue  is  it  not  dead  midnight  ? 

Cold  fearful  drops  ftand  on  my  trembling  fleih. 

3  I  dfdfir Rope]  I  e.  I  died  for  wifhingwel]  to  you.  Bat  Mr 
Toeobatd,  with  greac  fagacity,  conjectured  hclpe  ox  aid;  which 
gave  the  line  this  fine  fenfe,  I  died  for  giving  thee  aid  before  I 
could  give  thee  aid.  "  J 

4  O  coward  Confcience  !]  This  is  extremely  fine.  The  fpeaker 
had  entirely  got  the  better  of  his  Confcience,  and  banifhed  it 
from  ail  his  waking  thoughts.  But  it  takes  advantage  of  his  fleep 
and  frights  him  in  his  dreams.  With  great  elegance  the-eror-  he 
"made to  call  it  coward  Confcience,  which  dares  not  encounter 
him  while  he  is  himfelf  awake,  and  his  faculties  entire;  but  takes 
advantage  of  reafon  being  off  its  guard,  and  the  rowers  cf  the 

1,  )ul  diffolved  in  ileep.  But  the  Players,  amongft  their  other  in 
numerate  absurdities  in  the  representation  of  this  Tragedy 
make  Richard  lay,  inftead  of  O  coward  Confcience,  O  Tyrant 
Confcience  I  whereby  not  only  a  great  beaucy  is  loft,  but  a  great 
bunder  committed.  For  Richard  had  entirely  got  the  better  of 
his  Confcience  ;  which  could,  on  no  account, '  therefore,  be  faid 
:o  play  the  tyrant  with  him.  v 

What? 
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What?  do  I  fear  myfelf?  there's  none  elfe  by; 

Richard  loves  Richard ;  that  is,  J  am  I. 

Is  there  a  murth'rer  here?  no;  yes,  I  am. 

Then  fly — what,  from  myfelf  ?  great  reafon ;  why? 

Left  I  revenge.    What?  myfelf  on  myfelf? 

I  love  myfelf.    Wherefore?  for  any  good, 

That  I  myfelf  have  done  unto  myfelf? 

O,  no.    Alas,  I  rather  hate  myfelf, 

For  hateful  deeds  committed  by  my  Self. 

I  am  a  villain;  yet  I  lie,  I  am  not. 

Fool,  of  thyfelf  [peak  well — Fool,  do  not  flatter. 

My  confcience  hath  a  thoufand  fev'ral  tongues, 

And  ev'ry  tongue  brings  in  a  fev'ral  Tale, 

And  ev'ry  Tale  condemns  me  for  a  villain. 

Perjury,  perjury  in  high' ft  degree, 

Murther,  ftern  murther  in  the  dir'ft  degree, 

All  feveral  fins,  all  us'd  in  each  degree, 

Throng  to  the  bar,  all  crying,  guilty,  guilty! 

I  fhall  defpair :  there  is  no  creature  loves  me  : 

And  if  I  die,  no  foul  fhall  pity  me. 

Nay,  wherefore  fliould  they :  fince  that  I  myfelf 

Find  in  myfelf  no  pity  to  myfelf. 

Methought,  the  fouls  of  all  that  I  had  murther'd 

Came  to  my  tent,  and  every  one  did  threat 

To  morrow's  vengeance  on  the  head  of  Richard. 

Enter  RatcIifT. 

Rat.  My  lord,  

K.  Rich.  Who's  there  ? 

Rat.  Ratcliffy  my  lord.    The  early  village-cock 
Hath  twice  done  falutation  to  the  morn  ; 
Your  friends  are  up,  and  buckle  on  their  armour. 

K.  Rich.  Rat  cliffy  I  fear,  I  fear  « 

R.at.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  be  not  afraid  of  fhadows. 

K.  Rich.  By  the  Apoftle  Paul,  (hadows  to  night 
Have  (truck  more  terror  to  the  foul  of  Richard, 
Than  can  the  fubftance  of  ten  thoufand  foldiers 

Armed 
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Armed  in  proof,  and  led  by  (hallow  Richmond, 
It  is  not  yet  near  day.    Come,  go  with  me  ; 
Under  our  tents,  I'll  play  the  eaves-dropper  ; 
To  hear,  if  any  mean  to  fhrink  from  me. 

[Exeunt  K.  Richard  and  Ratcliff. 

S       C       E       N       E  VI. 

Enter  the  Lords  to  Richmond,  fitting  in  his  Tent. 

Lords.  Good  morrow,  Richmond. 

Richm.  'Cry  mercy,  lords  and  watchful  gentlemen, 
That  you  have  ta'en  a  tardy  fluggard  here.  . 

Lords.  How  have  you  flept,  my  lord  ? 

Richm.  The  fweeteft  fleepand  fa  i  reft- boding  dreams, 
That  ever  enter'd  in  a  drowfie  head, 
Have  I  fince  your  departure  had,  my  lords. 
Methought,    their    fouls,    whofe  bodies  Richard 
murther'd, 

Came  to  my  tent,  and  cried,  On!  Vittory! 
I  promife  you,  my  heart  is  very  jocund, 
In  the  remembrance  of  fo  fair  a  dream. 
How  far  into  the  morning,  is  it,  lords  ? 

Lords.  Upon  theftroakof  four. 

Richm.  Why,  then  'tis  time  to  arm  and  give  di- 
rection. 

t  More  than  I  have  faid,  loving  Countrymen, 

I  The  leifure  and  enforcement  of  the  time 
Forbids  to  dwell  on;  yet  remember  this, 
God  and  our  good  Caufe  fight  upon  our  fide: 
The  Pray'rs  of  holy  Saints,  and  wronged  fouls, 
Like  high-rear'd  bulwarks,  ftand  before  our  faces., 
Richard  except,  thofe,  whom  we  fight  againft, 
Had  rather  have  us  win,  than  him  they  follow. 
For  what  is  he,  they  follow  ?  truly,  gentlemen, 
A  bloody  tyrant,  and  a  homicide : 
One  rais'd  in  blood,  and  one  in  blood  eftablinYd ; 

One, 
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One,  that  made  means  to  come  by  what  he  hath, 
And  flaughter'd  thofe  that  were  the  means  to  help 
him. 

A  bafe  foul  ftone,  made  precious  by  the  foil 
Of  England's  Chair,  where  he  is  falfely  fet ; 
One,  that  hath  ever  been  God's  enemy ; 
Then  if  you  fight  againft  God's  enemy, 
God  will  in  juftice  ward  you  as  his  foldiers. 
If  you  do  fweat  to  put  a  Tyrant  down, 
You  fleep  in  peace,  the  tyrant  being  flain  : 
If  you  do  fight  againft  your  Country's  foes, 
Your  Country's  Fat  fhali  pay  your  pains  the  Hire. 
If  you  do  fight  in  fafegu;ird  of  your  wives, 
Your  wives  mail  welcome  home  the  conquerors. 
If  you  do  free  your  children  from  the  fword, 
Your  childrens'  children  quit  it  in  your  age. 
Then,  in  the  name  of  God,  and  all  thefe  rights, 
Advance  your  fbandards ;  draw  your  willing  fwords. 
For  me,  the  ranfom  of  my  bold  attempt 
Shall  be  this  cold  corps  on  the  earth's  cold  face : 
But  if  I  thrive,  the  gain  of  my  attempt 
The  leaft  of  you  fhall  (hare  his  part  thereof. 
Sound,  drums  and  trumpets,  boldly,  cheerfully; 
God,  and  Saint  George/  Richmond,  and  vidlory  ! 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  King  Richard,  Ratcliff  and  Catesby. 

K.  Rich.  What  faid  Northumberland,  as  touching 
Richmond  ? 

Rat.  That  he  was  never  trained  up  in  arms. 
K.  Rich.  He  faid  the  truth;  and  what  faid  Surrey 
then  ? 

Rat.  He  fmii'd  and  faid,  the  becter  for  ourpurpofe. 
K.  Rich.  He  was  i'th'right,  and  lb,  indeedj  it  is. 
Tell  the  clock  there — give  me  a  Kalendar. 

[Clock  Jlrikes. 
Who 


King  Richard  III. 

Who  faw  the  Sun  to  day  ? 
Rat.  Not  I,  my  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Then  he  difdains  to  mine  ;  for,  by  the 
book, 

He  mould  have  brav'd  the  Eaft  an  hour  ago  

A  black  day  it  will  be  to  ibme  body,  Rat  cliff. 
Rat.  My  lord  ? 

K.  Rich.  The  Sun  will  not  be  feen  to  day; 
The  sky  doth  frown  and  lowre  upon  our  army- 

I  would  thefe  dewy  tears  were  from  the  ground  

Not  mine  to  day?  why,  what  is  that  to  me 
More  than  to  Richmond?  for  the  (elf- fame  heav'n, 
That  frowns  on  me,  looks  fadly  upon  him. 

Enter  Norfolk. 

Nor.  Arm,  arm,  my  lord,  the  foe  vaunts  in  the 
field. 

K.  Rich.  Come,  buftle,  buttle—  caparifon  my  horfe. 
Call  up  lord  Stanley,  bid  him  bring  his  Power  ; 
I  will  lead  forth  my  foldiers  to  the  plain, 
And  thus  my  battle  mail  be  ordered. 
My  Forward  fhall  be  drawn  out  all  in  length, 
Confiding  equally  of  horfe  and  foot:  • 
Our  Archers  mall  be  placed  in  the  midft  ; 
John  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Earl  of  Surrey^ 
Shall  have  the  leading  of  the  foot  and  horfe. 
They  thus  directed,  we  our  felf  will  follow 
In  the  main  battle,  which  on  either  fide 
Shall  be  well  winged  with  our  chiefeft  horfe : 

This  and  St.  George  to  boot!  What  think'ft  thou5 

Norfolk  ? 

Nor.  A  good  direction,  warlike  Sovereign. 
This  paper  found  I  on  my  tent  this  morning. 

[Giving  a  fcrowL 

Jocky  of  Norfolk,  be  not  fo  bold,  [Reads. 
For  Dickon  thy  m after  is  bought  and  fold. 

K,  Rich. 
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K.  Rich.  A  thing  devifed  by  the  enemy. 
Go,  gentlemen ;  go,  each  man  to  his  Charge, 
Let  not  our  cabling  dreams  affright  our  fouls 
Confcience  is  but  a  word  that  cowards  ufe, 
Devis'd  at  fir  ft  to  keep  the  ftrong  in  awe  : 
Our  ftrong  arms  be  our  confcience,  fvvords  our  law, 
March  on,  join  bravely,  let  us  to't  pell-mell. 
If  not  to  heav'n,  then  hand  in  hand  to  hell. 
What  mall  I  fay  more  than  I  have  inferr'd  ? 
Remember,  whom  you  are  to  cope  withal ; 
A  fort  of  vagabonds,  of  rafcals,  run-aways, 
A  fcum  of  Britons^  and  bafe  lackey-peafants, 
Whom  their  o'er-cloyed  Country  vomits  forth 
To  defperate  adventures  and  deftru&ion. 
You  deeping  fafe,  they  bring  you  to  unreft  : 
You  having  lands,  and  bleft  with  beauteous  wives, 
5  They  would  reftrain  the  one,  diftain  the  other. 
And  who  doth  lead  them  but  a  paltry  fellow, 
Long  kept  in  Bretagne  at  (a)  his  mother's  coft  ? 
A  milk-fop?  one  that  never  in  his  life 
Felt  fo  much  cold,  as  over  fhoes  in  fnow. 
Let's  whip  thefe  ftragglers  o'er  the  feas  again, 
Lam  hence  thefe  over- weening  rags  of  Frame , 
Thefe  famifh'd  beggars,  weary  of  their  lives  j 
Who,  but  for  dreaming  on  this  fond  exploit, 
For  want  of  Means,  poor  rats,  had  hang'd  themfeives. 
If  we  be  conquer'd,  let  men  conquer  us, 
And  not  thofe  baftard  Britons^  whom  our  fathers 
Have  in  their  own  Land  beaten,  bobb'd  and  thump'd; 
And  on  record  left  them  the  heirs  of  fhame. 
Shall  thefe  enjoy  our  lands?  lye  with  our  wives? 
Ravifh  our  daughters? — hark,  I  hear  their  drum. 

[  Drum  afar  off. 

5  They  would  restrain  the  one,  diftain  the  other.']  The  one 
means  the  Lands ;  the  other  their  wives.  It  is  plain  then  we  Ihould 
read, 

They  nxould  d  I  strain,  i.e.  feize  upon. 
[  [a]  his.  Mr.  Theobald.  —  Vulg.  our] 

Fight, 
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Fight,  gentlemen  of  England;  fight,  bold  yeomen! 
Draw,  archers,  draw  your  arrows  to  the  head  : 
Spur  your  proud  horfes  hard,  and  ride  in  blood: 
Amaze  the  welkin  with  your  broken  (laves! 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

What  fays  lord  Stanley ,  wil!  he  bring  his  Power  ? 

Mef.  My  Jord,  he  doth  deny  to  come. 

K.  Rich.  Off  with  his  fon  George's  he;; J. 

Nor.  My  lord,  the  enemy  is  paft  the  marfh ; 
After  the  battle  let  lord  George  Stanley  die. 

K.  Rich.  A  thoufand  hearts  are  great  within  my 
bofom. 

Advance  our  ftandards,  fet  upon  our  foes^ 
Our  ancient  word  of  courage,  fair  St.  Georgey 
Infpire  us  with  the  fpleen  of  fiery  dragons. 
Upon  them  !  Victory  fits  on  our  helms.  [Exewtt. 

SCENE  VIII. 

4 

Alarum.     Excurfions.    Enter  Catesby. 

Catef.  Refcue,  my  lord  of  Norfolk^  refcue,  refcue : 
The  King  enacts  more  wonders  than  a  man, 
*  Daring  an  oppofite  to  every  danger ! 
His  horfe  is  (lain,  and  all  on  foot  he  fights, 
Seeking  for  Richmond  in  the  threat  of  death. 
Refcue,  fair  lord,  or  elie  the  day  is  loft. 

Alarum.    Enter  King  Richard. 

K.  Rich.  A  horfe!  a  horfe!  my  kingdom  for  a 
horfe ! 

Catef.  Withdraw,   my  lord,  I'll  help  you  to  a 
horfe. 

K.  Rich.  Slave,  I  have  fet  my  life  upon  a  Call, 

6  Da  r inc  an  opprfit€  to  erj  ry  danger  /]  We  ilnculd  re:id, 

A    DARING  OpfoJiU. 
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And  I  will  (land  the  hazard  of  the  Dye : 

I  think,  there  be  fix  Richmonds  in  the  field ; 

Five  have  I  (lain  to  day  inftead  of  him. 

A  horfe!  ahorfe!  my  kingdom  for  a  horfe!  [Exeunt. 

Alarums.    Enter  King  Richard  and  Richmond  they 
fight \  Richard  is  jlain. 

Retreat  and flouri/h.  Enter  Richmond,  Stanley  bearing 
the  Crown,  with  divers  other  lords. 

Richm.  God  and  your  arms  be  prais'd,  victorious 
friends, 

The  day  is  ours!  the  bloody  dog  is  dead. 

Stan.  Couragious  Richmond,  well  haft  thou  acquit 
thee: 

Lo,  here  thefe  long-ufurped  royalties, 
From  the  dead  temples  of  this  bloody  wretch, 
Have  I  pluckt  off,  to  grace  thy  brows  withal. 
Wear  it,  enjoy  it,  7  and  make  ufe  of  it. 

Richm.  Great  God  of  heaven,  fay,  Amen,  to  all! 
But  tell  me  firft,  is  young  George  Stayiley  living  ? 

Stan.  He  is,  my  lord,  and  fafe  in  Leicefter  town ; 
Whither,  if  you  fo  pleafe,  we  may  withdraw  us. 

Richm.  What  men  of  Name  are  flain  on  either 
fide? 

Stan.  John  Duke  of  Norfolk,  V/alier  the  lord 
Ferris, 

Sir  Robert  Brakenbury,  Sir  William  Brandon. 

Richm.  Interr  their  bodies  as  becomes  their  births. 
Proclaim  a  pardon  to  the  foldiers  fled, 
That  in  fubmiflion  will  return  to  us. 

7  — and  make  use  of  it.'}  Some  old  books  read,  make  much 
of  it:  and  therefore  Mr.  'Theobald  reads  fo  too  :  but  very  foolilh- 
ly.  Without  doubt  Shakefpear  himfelf  thus  corrected  ir,  to  make 
ufe  of  it.  Which  fignifies  don't  ahufe  it  like  the  Tyrant  you  have 
deftroyed  ;  whereas  the  other  reading  make  much  of  ity  fignifies 
be  fond  of  it;  a  very  ridiculous  moral  for  the  conclusion  uf  the 
Play. 
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And  then,  as  we  have  ta'en  the  facrament, 

We  will  unite  the  white  Rofe  and  the  red. 

Smile  heaven  upon  this  fair  conjunction, 

That  long  hath  frown'd  upon  their  enmity ! 

What  traitor  hears  me,  and  fays  nor,  Amen  ? 

England  hath  long  been  mad,  and  fcarr'd  herfelf; 

The  brother  blindly  ihed  the  brother's  blood, 

The  father  rallily  flaughter'd  his  own  fon, 

The  Tons,  compell'd,  been  butchers  to  the  fire: 

All  this  divided  lork  and  Lane  after, 

Divided  in  their  dire  divifion. 

O  now  let  Richmond  and  Elizabeth, 

The  true  Succeeders  of  each  royal  Houfe, 

By  God's  fair  ordinance  conjoin  together ! 

And  let  their  heirs  (God,  if  thy  will  be  fo) 

Enrich  their  time  to  come  with  fmooth-fae'd  peace. 

With  fmiling  plenty,  and  fair  profp'rous  days. 

Abate  the  edge  of  traitors,  gracious  Lord! 

That  would  reduce  thefe  bloody  days  again. 

And  make  poor  England  weep  in  ftreams  of  blood. 

Let  them  not  live  to  tafte  this  land's  increafe, 

That  would  with  treafon  wound  this  fair  land's  peace, 

Now  civil  wounds  are  ftopp'd,  Peace  lives  agen  : 

That  me  may  long  live  here,  God  fay,  Amen  1 

[Exeunt, 


Vol.  V. 


Z 


THE 


King  Richard  IIL 


Act  III.    Scene  I.  page  265* 

T'hus  like  the  formal  Vice,  Iniquity,  GV.j 
As  this  corrupt  reading  in  the  common  books 
hath  occafioned  our  faying  fomething  of  the  bar- 
i  barities  of  theatrical  reprefentations  amongft  us 
before  the  time  of  Shake/pear,  it  may  not  be  im- 
proper for  a  better  apprehenfion  of  this  whole 
matter  to  give,  the  reader  fome  general  ac- 
count of  the  rife  anjjj^progrefs  of  the  modern 
Stage. 

The  firft  form,  in  which  the  Drama  appeared 
in  the  Weft  of  Europe,  after  the  deftruclion  of 
learned  Greece  and  Rome,  and  that  a  calm  of 
Dulnefs  had  finifhed  upon  letters  what  the  rage 
of  barbarifm  had  begun,  was  that  of  the  Myfteries. 
Thefe  were  the  fafhionabie  and  favourite  diver- 

I  fions  of  ail  Ranks  of  people  both  in  France,  Spain, 

!  and  England.  In  which  laft  place,  as  we  learn  by 
Stozv,  they  were  in  ufe  about  the  time  of  Richard 

I  the  Second  and  Henry  the  Fourth.  As  to  Italy  9 
by  what  I  can  find,  the  firft  rudiments  of  their 
Stage,  with  regard  to  the  matter,  were  prophanc 
fubjecls,  and,  with  regard  to  the  form,  a  corrup- 
tion of  the  ancient  Mimes  and  AtteUanes:  By 

I  which  means  they  got  fooner  into  the  right  road 
than  their  neighbours  \  having  had  regular  plays 
amongft  them  wrote  as  early  as  the  fifteenth 
Century. 

As  to  thefe  Myfteries,  they  were,  as  their  name 
fpeaks  them,  a  reprefentation  of  fome  fcripture- 

*  ftory3 
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ftory,  to  the  life :  as  may  be  feen  from  the  follow- 
ing paflfage  in  an  old  French  hiftory,  intitled  La 

Chronique  de  Metz  compofee  par  le  cure  de  St.  Eu- 
chaire  ;  which  will  give  the  reader  no  bad  idea  of 
the  furprizing  abfurdity  of  thefe  ftrange  reprefen- 
tations.    "  L'an  1437  le  3  Juillet  (fays  the  honeft 
44  chronicler)  fut  fait  le  Jeu  de  la  Paffion  de  N.S. 
cc  en  la  plaine  de  Veximiel.    Et  fut  Dieu  un  fire 
44  appellee  Seigneur  Nicolle  Dom  Neufchaftel, 
44  lequel  etoit  Cure  de  St.  Viftour  de  Metz,  lequel 
<c  fut  prefque  mort  en  la  Croix,  s'il  ne  fut  cte 
44  fecourus*,  &  convient  *3^*n  autre  Pretre  fut  mis 
44  en  la  Croix  pour  parnflpp  Perfonnage  du  Cru- 
44  cifiment  pour  ce  jour  ;  &  le  lendemain  le  dit 
46  Cure  de  St.  Viclour  parfit  la  Refurrection,  et 
44  fit  tres  hautement  Ton  perfonage  >  et  dura  le  dit 
44  Jeu— — — Et  autre  Pretre  qui  s'  appelloit  Mre. 
44  Jean  de  Nicey,  qui  eftoit  Chapelain  de  Me- 
44  trange,  fut  Judas;  lequel  fut  prefque  mort  en 
<c  pendant,  car  le  cuer  li  faillit,  &  fut  bien  hative- 
44  ment  dependu  &  porte  en  Voye.    Et  etoit  la 
cc  bouche  d'Enfer  tres-bien  faite  ;  car  ei  ouvroit 
44  &;  clooit,  quand  les  Diables  y  vouloieiu  *.ntrer 
44  et  iffer  ;  et  avoit  deux  grofs  Culs  d'  Acier,  &c.'* 
Alluding  to  this  kind  of  reprefentations  Arch- 
bifhop  Harfnet,  in  his  Declaration  of  Popifh  Im- 
poftures,  p.  71.  fays,  a  The  little  Children  were 
44  never  fo  afraid  of  Hell-mouth  in  the  old  Plays, 
44  painted  with  great  gang  teeth,  flaring  eyes, 
44  and  foul  bottle  noie."   Carew  in  his  Survey  of 
Cornwall,  gives  a  fuller  defcription  of  them  in 
thefe  words,  44  The  Guary  Miracle,  in  Englifh  a  * 
44  Miracle-Play,  is  a  kind  of  interlude  compiled  in 
44  Cornifh  out  ot  fome  Scripture-hiftory.    For  re» 
«4  prefenting  it,  they  raife  an  earthen  Amphi- 

44  theatre 
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theatre  in  fome  open  Field,  having  the  dia- 
<c  meter  of  his  inclofed  Playne,  fome  40  or  50 
"  foot.    The  country  people  flock  from  all  fides 
«c  many  miles  off,  to  hear  and  fee  it.    For  they 
<c  have  therein  Devils  and  Devices,  to  delight  as 
"  well  the  eye  as  the  ear.    The  Players  conne 
<c  not  their  parts  without  book,  but  are  prompted 
"  by  one  called  the  Ordinary,  who  followeth  at 
f  their  back  with  the  book  in  his  hand,  &c.  Csfc." 
There  was  always  a  Droll  or  Buffoon  in  thefe 
Myfteries,  to  make  the  People  mirth  with  his 
fufferings  or  ablufdi'       and  they  could  think  of 
no  better  a  perfonage  L  fuftain  this  part  than  the 
Devil  himfelf.    Even  in  the  My  fiery  of  the  Pajjion 
mentioned  above,  it  was  contrived  to  make  him 
ridiculous.    Which  circumftance  is  hinted  at  by 
pake/pear  (who  has  frequent  allufions  to  thefe 
things)  in  the  Taming  of  the  Shrew,  where  one  of 
the  Players  asks  for  a  little  Vinegar  (as  a  property ) 
to  make  their  Devil  roar.    For  after  the  fpunge 
with  the, .Gall  and  Vinegar  had  been  employed  in 
th        efentation,  they  ufed  to  clap  it  to  the  nofe 
of  the  Devil;  which  making  him  roar,  as  if  it 
had  been  holy-water,  afforded  infinite  diverfion  to 
the  People.    So  that  Vinegar  in  the  old  Farces, 
was  always  afterwards  in  ufe  to  torment  their  Devil. 
We  have  divers  old  Englijh  Proverbs,  in  which 
the  Devil  is  reprefented  as  acting  or  mffering  ridi- 
culouQy  and  abfurdly,  which  all  arofe  from  the 
part  he  bore  in  thefe  Myfteries,  as  in  that,  for  in- 
ltance,  of  ■  ■     ■  Great  cry  and  little  wool,  as  the 
Devil faid  when  he  Jheared  his  hogs.   For  the  fheep- 
Ihearing  of  Nabal  being  reprefented  in  the  Myftery 
of  David  and  Abigail,  and  the  Devil  always  attend- 
ing Naba^  was  made  to  imitate  it  by  /hearing  a 
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flog.  This  kind  of  abfurdity,  as  it  is  the  pro- 
pereft  to  create  laughter,  was  the  fubjeft  of  the 
ridiculous ,  in  the  ancient  Mimes  ^  as  we  learn  from 
thefe  words  of  St.  Auftin :  Ne  faciamus  ut  Mimi 
folentj  et  cptemus  a  Libera  Aquam^  a  Lymphis 
Vinum  \ 

Thefe  Myfteries,  we  fee,  were  given  in  France 
at  firft,  as  well  as  in  England,  fub  dio,  and  only  in 
the  Provinces.    Afterwards  we  find  them  got  into 
Paris,  and  a  Company  eftabliflied  in  the  Hotel  de 
Bourgogne  to  reprefent  them.    But  good  Letters 
and  Religion  beginning  to  make  their  way  in  the 
latter  end  of  the  reign  of  Francis  the  Firft,  the 
ftupidity  and  prophanenefs  of  the  Myfteries  made 
the  Courtiers  and  Clergy  join  their  intereft  for 
their  fuppreffion.  Accordingly,  in  the  year  1541, 
the  Procureur -General^  in  the  name  of  the  King, 
prefented  a  Req/teft  againft  the  Company  to  the 
Parliament.    The  three  principal  branches  of  his 
charge  againft  them  were,  that  the  reprefentation 
of  the  Old-Teftament-Stories  inclined  the  people 
to  Judaifm  ;   That  the  New-Teftament-Stories 
encouraged  libertinifm  and  infidelity and  that 
both  of  them  leflened  the  Charities  to  the  Poor  : 
It  feems  that  this  profecution  fucceeded    for,  in 
1 548,  the  Parliament  of  Paris  confirmed  the 
company  in  the  poiTcITion  of  the  Hotel  de  Bour~ 
gogne,  but  interdiclqd  the  representation  of  the 
Myfteries.    But  in  Spam,  we  find  by  QervanUs% 
that  they  continued  much  longer  ;  and  held  their 
own,  even  after  good  Comedy  came  in  amongft 
them  :  As  appears  from  the  excellent  Critique  of 
the  Canon,  in  the  fourth  book,  where  he  fhews 
r,ow  the  old  extravagant  Romances  might  be  made 
1  Civ.  D.  L  x. 
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the  foundation  of  a  regular  Epic  (which,  he  fays, 
tambien  puede  efcrivirfe  en  profa  como  en  verfo ; z) 
as  the  My  ft  cry-  Plays  might  be  improved  into 
artful  Comedy.  His  words  are,  Pues  que  fi  venimos 
a  las  Ccmedias  divinas,  que  de  milagros  falfos  fingen 
en  ellaSy  que  de  cofas  apocrifas,  y  mal  entendidas^ 
dttribueyendo  a  un  Santo  los  milagros  de  otro3-,  which 
made  them  fo  fond  of  Miracles  that  they  in- 
troduced them  into  las  Comedias  humanas,  as  he 
calls  them.    To  return  ; 

Upon  this  prohibition,  the  French  poets  turn- 
ed themfelves  from  Religious  to  Moral  Farces. 
And  in  this  we  foon  followed  them  :  The  public 
tafte  not  fufTering  any  greater  alteration  at  firft, 
tho'  the  Italians  at  this  time  afforded  many  juft 
compofitions  for  better  Models.  Thefe  Farces 
they  called  Moralities.  Pierre  Gringore,  one  of 
their  old  Poets,  printed  one  of  thefe  Moralities^ 
intitled  La  Moralite  de  V Homme  Obftine.  The 

Perfons  of  the  Drama  are  I9 Homme  Obftine  

Pugnition  Divine  Simonie  "Hypocrifie 

and  Dement es-  Communes.      The  Homme  Obftine 

;  is  the  Atheift,  and  comes  in  blafpheming,  and 

!  determined  to  perfifl:  in  his  impieties.  Then 
pugnition  Divine  appears,  fitting  on  a  throne  in 
the  Air,  and  menacing  the  Atheift  with  punifti- 

I  ment.  After  this  Scene,  Simonie,  Hypocrifie  and 
Demerites-Communes  appear  and  play  their  parts. 

I  In  conclufion,  Pugnition  Divine  returns,  preaches 
to  them,  upbraids  them  with  their  Crimes,  and, 
in  fhort,  draws  them  all  to  repentance,  all  but 
the  Homme  Obftine^  who  perfifts  in  his  impiety, 
and  is  deftroyed  for  an  example.    To  this  fad 
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ferious  fubjecl:  they  added,  tho*  in  a  feparate  re- 
prefentation,  a  merry  kind  of  Farce  called  Sottie9 
in  which  there  was  un  Payfan  [the  Clown]  under 
the  name  of  Sot  commun  [or  Fool.]  But  we,  who 
borrowed  all  thefe  delicacies  from  the  French9 
blended  the  Moralite  and  Sottie  together :  So  that 
the  Payfan  or  Sot~commun9  the  Clown  or  Fool,  got 
a  place  in  our  ferious  Moralities:  Whofe  bufinefs 
we  may  underftand  in  the  frequent  allufions  our 
Shake/pear  makes  to  them  :  As  in  that  fine  fpeech 
in  the  beginning  of  the  third  Act  of  Meafure 
for  Meafure,  where  we  have  this  obfcure  paffage, 

—  'meerly  thou  art  Death';  Fool, 

Tor  him  then  labour'fl  by  thy  flight  to  fhuny 
And  yet  rumfjl  tow'rd  him  ftilL 

For,  in  thefe  Moralities,  the  Fool  of  the  piece, 
in  order  to  fhew  the  inevitable  approaches  of 
Deaths  (  another  of  the  Dramatis  Perfona )  is 
made  to  employ  all  his  Stratagems  to  avoid  him ; 
which,  as  the  matter  is  ordered,  bring  the  Fool9 
at  every  turn,  into  the  very  Jaws  of  his  enemy  : 
So  that  a  reprefentation  of  thefe  Scenes  would 
afford  a  great  deal  of  good  mirth  and  morals 
mixed  together.  The  very  fame  thing  is  again 
alluded  to  in  thefe  lines  of  Love's  Labour  loft, 

So  Portent-//!*  /  would  o'er-rule  his  State9 
r:Ihat  he  fhould  be  my  Fool,  and  I  his  Fate. 

Aft  iv.  Sc.  2. 


Bat  the  French,  as  we  fay,  ttfeping  thefe  two 

forts 
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forts  of  Farces  diftincl,  they  became,  in  time, 
I  the  Parents  of  Tragedy  and  Comedy  j  while  we, 
1  by  jumbling  them  together,  begot  in  an  evil 

hour,  that  mungrel  Species,  unknown  to  Nature 
I  and  Antiquity,  called  Tragi-Ccwedy. 
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PROROGUE. 

I Come  no  more  to  make  you  laugh ;  things  now, 
That  bear  a  weighty  and  a  ferious  brow, 
Sab  high*  and  working,  full  of  ft  ate  and  woe\ 
Such  noble  fcenes,  as  draw  the  eye  to  flow, 
We  /hall  prefent.    Thofe,  that  can  pity,  here 
May,  if  they  think  it  well,  let  fall  a  tear-, 
The  fubjecl  will  deferve  it.    Such,  as  give 
Their  money  out  of  hope  they  may  believe, 
May  here  find  truth  too.    Thofe,  that  come  to  fee 
Only  a  fhow  or  two,  (and  fo  agree, 
The  Play  may  pafs)  if  they  be  ft  ill  and  willing, 
Pll  undertake,  may  fee  away  their  fhilling 
Richly  in  two  Jhort  hours.    Only  they, 
That  come  to  hear  a  merry,  bawdy  play  \ 
A  noife  of  targets  ;  or  to  fee  a  fellow 
In  a  long  motley  coat,  guarded  with  yellow  ; 
Will  be  deceived:  for,  gentle  hearers,  know, 
T i  rank  our  chofen  truth  with  fuch  a  fhow 
As  fool  and  fight  is,  (befides  forfeiting 
Our  own  brains,  and  th*  opinion  that  we  bring 
To  make  that  only  true  we  now  intend) 
Will  leave  us  ne'er  an  under/landing  friend. 
Therefore,  for  goodnefs9  fake,  as  you  are  known 
The  firft  and  happieft  hearers  of  the  town, 
Be  fad,  as  we  would  make  ye.    Think  ye  fee 
The  very  perfons  of  our  noble  ftory, 
As  they  were  living :  think,  you  fee  them  great, 
And  followed  with  the  general  throng,  and  fweat 
Of  t  ho  uf and  friends;  Then,  in  a  moment,  fee 
How  foon  this  mightinefs  meets  mifery ! 
And,  if  you  can  be  merry  then,  I'll  fay, 
A  man  may  weep  upon  his  wettding  day* 
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KING  Henry  the  Eighth. 

Cardinal Wolfey,  his  firfi  Minijler  and  favourite. 
Cranmer,  Archbijhop  of  Canterbury. 
Duke  of  Norfolk. 
Duke  of  Buckingham. 

Duke  of  Suffolk.  \ 
Earl  of  Surrey. 
Lord  Chamberlain. 

Cardinal  Campeius,  the  Pope**  Legat. 

Capucius,  Ambaffador  from  the  Emperor  Charles  the  Fifth. 

Sir  Thomas  Audleie,  Lord  Keeper  after  Sir  Thomas  More ;  and 

then  Lord  Chancellor. 
Gardiner,  Bijhop  of  Wincheiler. 
Bijhop  of  Lincoln. 
Lord  Abergavenny. 
Lord  Sands. 
Sir  Henry  Guildford* 
Sir  Thomas  Lovell. 
Sir  Anthony  Denny. 
Sir  Nicholas  Vaux. 
Sir  William  Sands. 

Cromwell,  firjl  Servant  to  Wolfey,  afterwards  to  the  King. 
Griffith,  Gentleman-Vfher  to  Queen  Catharine. 
J"hree  Gentlemen. 

D  oil  or  Butts,  Phyficianto  the  King. 
Garter,  King  at  Arms. 
Surveyor  to  the  Duke  of  Buckingham. 
Brandon,  and  Serjeant  at  Arms. 
Door-Keeper  of  the  Council-Chamber. 
Porter,  and  his  Man . 

Queen  Catharine,  firjl  Wife  to  King  Henry,  afterwards  divorced. 
Anne  Bullen,    beloved  by  the  King,  and  afterwards  married 
to  him. 

An  old  Lady,  Friend  to  Anne  Bullen. 

Patience,  Woman  of  the  Bed  chamber  to  Queen  Catharine. 

Several  Lords  and  Ladies  in  the  Dumb  Sheivs.  Women 
attending  upon  the  £$ueen\  Spirits,  vjhich  appear  to  her. 
Scribes,  Officers,  Guards,  and  other  Attendants. 

The  SCENE  lies  moftly  in  London  and  Weftminfter\ 
once,  at  Kimbollon.  * 

The 
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ACT  I.    SCENE  I. 

An  Antichamber  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  at  one  door :  at  the  other? 
the  Duke  of  Buckingham,  and  the  Lord  Aberga- 
venny. 

Buckingham. 

OOD  morrow,  and  well  met.  How 

have  you  done, 
Since  laft  we  faw  in  France? 

Nor.  I  thank  your  Grace : 
Healthful,  and  ever  fince  a  frefh  admirer 
Of  what  I  faw  there. 

Ruck.  An  untimely  ague 
Staid  me  a  prifoner  in  my  chamber,  when 
Thofe  funs  of  glory,  thofe  two  lights  of  men, 
Met  in  the  vale  of  Arde. 

Nor.  'Twixt  Guynes  and  Arde: 
I  was  then  prefent,  faw  'em  falute  on  horfe-back, 

Z  4  Beh*| 
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Beheld  them  when  they  lighted,  how  they  clung 
In  their  embracement,  as  they  grew  together ; 
Which  had  they,  what  four  thron'd  ones  could  have 

weigh'd 
Such  a  compounded  one  ? 

Buck.  All  the  whole  time, 
I  was  my  chamber's  prifoner. 

Nor.  Then  you  loft 
The  view  of  earthly  glory :  men  might  fay, 
1  'Till  this  time  Pomp  wasfingle,  but  now  marry'd 
To  one  above  itfelf.    Each  following  day 
Became  the  next  day's  matter,  'till  the  laft 
*  Made  former  wonders,  it's.    To  day  the  French, 
All  clinquant,  all  in  gold,  like  heathen  gods, 
Shone  down  the  EngHfo ;  and  to  morrow  they 
Made  Britain ,  India :  every  man  that  flood, 
Shevv'd  like  a  mine.    Their  dwarfifli  pages  were 
As  Cherubins,  all  gilt ;  the  Madams  too, 
Not  us'd  to  toil,  did  almofl:  fweat  to  bear 
The  pride  upon  them  ->  3  that  their  very  labour 
Was  to  them  as  a  painting.    Now  this  mask  . 
Was  cry'd,  incomparable;  and  th'  enfaing  night 
Made  it  a  fool  and  beggar.    The  two  Kings, 
Equal  in  luftre,  were  now  belt,  now  word, 
As  pretence  did  p relent  them    him  in  eye, 

1  'Till  this  time  Pomp  was  Jingle,  but  now  marry  d 

To  one  above  itfelf.  —  ]  The  thought  is  odd  and  whimfica!; 
and  obicare  enougn  to  need  an  explanation — 'Till  this  time  (fays 
the  fpeaker)  Pomp  led  a  Angle  life,  as  not  finding  a  husband  able 
to  fupport  her  according  to  her  dignity  ;  but  (he  has  now  got  one 
in  Henry  VIII.  who  could  lupport  her  even  above  her  condition 
in  finer)'. 

2  Made  former  wonders,  it's.  ]  i.  e.  the  laft  draw  over  all 

the  former  wonders  into  itfelf)  as  the  greater  draws  the  lefs. 

3   that  their  very  labour 

Was  to  them  as  a  painting.  ]   i.  e.  the  labour  they  fuftained 

in  bearing  the  weight  of  their  finery,  gave  them  fo  frefh  a  colour, 
asfaved  the  trouble  and  expence  of  painting. 

*'  '  Still 
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Still  him  in  praife;  and  being  prefent  both, 
'Twas  faid,  they  law  but  one  ;  and  no  difcerner 
4-Durft  wag  his  tongue  in  cenfure.    When  thefe  fans 
(For  ib  they  phrafe  'em)  by  their  heralds  challeng'd 
The  noble  fpints  to  arms,  they  did  perform 
Beyond  thought's  compafs  \  that  old  fabulous  ftory 
(Being  now  feen  poffible  enough)  got  credit ; 
That  5  Bevis  was  believ'd. 
Buck.  Oh,  you  go  far. 

Nor.  As  I  belong  to  worfhip,  and  affect 
In  honour,  honefty  ;  the  trad  of  every  thing 
Would  by  a  good  difcourfer  lole  fome  life, 
Which  Action's  felf  was  tongue  to.  6  All  was  royal ; 
To  the  difpofing  of  it  nought  rebell'd  ; 
Order  gave  each  thing  view  ;  The  office  did 
Diftinctly  his  full  function. 

Buck.  Who  did  guide, 
I  mean,  who  fet  the  body  and  the  limbs 
Of  this  great  fport  together,  as  you  guefs? 

Nor.  One,  fure,  7  that  promiles  no  element 
In  fuch  a  bufinefs. 

Buck.  Pray  you,  who,  my  lord  ? 

Nor.  All  this  was  ordcr'd  by  the  good  difcretion 
Of  the  right  rev'rend  Cardinal  of  York. 

Buck.  The  devil  fpeed  him !  no  man's  pye  is  freed 
From  his  ambitious  ringer.    What  had  he 
To  do  in  thefe  fierce  vanities  ?  I  wonder, 
%  That  fuch  a  ketch  can  with  his  very  bulk 

4  Durji  "Mag  his  tongue  in  cenfure.  ]  Cenfure  for  deter- 
mination, of  which  had  the  nobleil  appearance. 

5  Bevis"]  The  old  romantic  legend  of  Bevis  of  Southampton. 

Mr.  Pope. 

6    All  ivas  royal,  &o]  This  fpeech  was  given  in  all  the 

editions  to  Buckingham ;  but  improperly.  For  he  wanted  infor- 
mation, having  kept  his  chamber  during  the  folemnity.  I  have 
therefore  given  it  to  Norfolk. 

7  - —  that  promifes  no  element]  element,  for  talent,  capacity. 
£  That  fuch  sketch  ]  Ketch,  from  the  Italian  Caicchio, 

fignifying  a  tub,  barrel,  orhogfhead.    Skinner.       Mr.  Pope. 

Take 
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Take  up  the  rays  o'th'  beneficial  fun, 
And  keep  it  from  the  earth. 

Nor.  Yet,  iurely,  Sir, 
There's  in  him  ftuff  that  puts  him  to  thefe  ends. 
For  being  not  propt  by  anceftry,  whofe  grace 
Chalks  fucceflbrs  their  way ;  nor  call'd  upon 
For  high  feats  done  to  th*  Crown  ;  neither  ally'd 
To  eminent  afiiftants  •,  but  fpider-like 
Out  of  his  felf-drawn  web;  — this  gives  us  note. 
The  force  of  his  own  merit  makes  his  way  $ 
9  A  gift  that  heaven  gives    which  buys  for  him 
A  place  next  to  the  King. 

Aber.  I  cannot  tell 
What  heav'n  hath  giv'n  him  ;  let  fome  graver  eye 
Pierce  into  that :  but  I  can  fee  his  pride 
Peep  through  each  part  of  him;  1  whence  has  he  that? 
If  not  from  hell,  the  devil  is  a  niggard, 
Or  has  given  all  before  ;  and  he  begins 
A  new  hell  in  himfelf. 

Buck.  Why  the  devil, 
Upon  this  French  Going  out,  took  he  upon  him, 
Without  the  privity  o'th'  King,  t'appoint 
Who  mould  attend  him  ?  he  makes  up  the  file 
Of  all  the  gentry:  for  the  mod  part  fuch, 
To  whom  as  great  a  charge  as  little  honour 
He  meant  to  lay  upon  :  And  his  own  letter 
(The  honourable  board  of  council  out) 

9  A  gift  that  heaven  gives  for  him,  vubich  buys 
J  place  next  to  the  King.]  it  is  evident  a  word  or  two  in  cne 
femence  is  mifplaced,  and  chat  we  fhould  read, 

A  gift  that  heaven  gives  ;  which  buys  for  him 
A  place  next  to  the  King 

I  -whence  has  he  that, 

If  not  f  om  hell?  the  devil  —  ]  This  il!  pointing  makes  non- 
feme  of  tac  thought.    I  have  regulated  it  as  it  now  ilands. 
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•  Muft  fetch  in  him  he  papers. 

Aber.  I  do  know 
Kinfmen  of  mine,  three  at  the  lead,  that  have 
By  this  fo  ficken'd  their  eftates,  that  never 
They  fliall  abound  as  formerly. 

Buck.  O,  many 
Have  broke  their  backs  with  laying  mannors  on  'em 
For  this  great  journey.    What  did  this  vanity 
But  minifter  communication  of 
Amoft  poor  ifTue? 

Nor.  Grievingly,  I  think, 
The  peace  between  the  French  and  us  not  values 
The  cod,  that  did  conclude  it. 

Buck.  3  Every  man, 
After  the  hideous  ftorm  that  follow'd,  was 
A  thing  infpir'd  >  and  not  confulting,  broke 
Into  a  general  prophefie,  that  this  tempeft, 
Darning  the  garment  of  this  peace,  aboaded 
The  fudden  breach  on't. 

Nor.  Which  is  budded  out : 
For  France  hath  flaw'd  the  league,  and  hath  attach'd 
Our  merchants*  goods  at  Bourdeaux. 

Aber.  Is  it  therefore 
4  Th'  ambafTador  is  filenc'd  ? 

2  Muft  fetch  in  him  he  papers.]  He  papers,  a  verb ;  his  own 
letter,  by  his  own  fingle  authority,  and  without  the  concurrence 
of  the  council,  muft  fetch  in  him  whom  he  papers  down.  —  I 
don't  underftand  it  unlefs  this  be  the  meaning.  Mr,  Pope. 

3  —  Every  man, 

After  the  hideous  ftorm  that  followed,  &c]  His  author,  Halt, 
fays,  Monday  1 8th  day  of]\int  there  blew  fuch  flcrms  of  wind  and 
weather  that  marvel  was  to  hear;  for  which  hideous  tempeft 
fome  faid  it  was  a  <very  prognoftication  of  tritoble  and  hatred  /* 
come  between  princes.    In  Henry  VIII.  p.  8o. 

4  Th%  amhajfador  is  filenc'd?]  Zilencd  for  recalled.  This  be- 
ing proper  to  be  faid  of  an  Orator ;  and  an  ambafiador  or  pub- 
lick  minifter  being  called  an  Orator,  he  applies  filenc'd  to  am- 
bafiador. 

Nor. 
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Nor.  Marry,  is't. 

Aber.  A  proper  title  of  a  peace,  and  purchas'd 
At  a  fuperfluous  rate ! 

Buck.  Why,  all  this  bufinefs 
Our  rev'rend  Cardinal  carried. 

Nor.  Like  it  your  Grace, 
The  date  takes  notice  of  the  private  difference 
Betwixt  you  and  the  Cardinal.    I  advife  you, 
(And  take  it  from  a  heart,  that  vvifhes  tow'rds  you 
5  Honour  and  plenteous  fafety  ;)  that  you  read 
The  Cardinal's  malice  and  his  potency 
Together :  to  confider  further,  that 
What  his  high  hatred  would  effect,  wants  not 
A  minifter  in  his  pow'r.    You  know  his  nature, 
That  he's  revengeful  5  and,  I  know,  his  fword 
Hath  a  fharpedge:  it's  long,  and,'t  may  be  faid, 
It  reaches  far;  and  where  'twill  not  extend, 
Thither  he  darts  it.    Bofom  up  my  counfel, 
You'll  find  it  wholefome.  Lo,  where  comes  that  rock, 
That  I  advife  your  fliunning. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Cardinal  Wolfey,  the  purfe  borne  before  him, 
certain  of  the  guard,  and  two  fecretaries  with  Pa- 
pers ,  the  Cardinal  in  his  pafjage  fixeth  his  eye  on 
Buckingham,  and  Buckingham  on  him ,  both  full  of 
difdain. 

Wol.  The  Duke  of  Buckingham's  furveyor  ?  ha  ? 
Where's  his  examination  ? 
Seer.  Here,  fo  pleafe  you. 
IVol.  Is  he  in  perfon  ready  ? 
Seer.  Ay,  an'c  pleafe  your  Grace. 
V/ol.  Well,  we  mail  then  know  more 5 

5  Honour  and  plenteous  fafety  ; — ]  plenteous for  full,  entire. 
BuT  full  alio  ivgmfyingpLnteous  he  uies plenteous  to  denote  entire. 

And 
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And  Buckingham  lhall  lefifen  this  big  look. 

[Exeunt  Cardinal  and  his  trair 

Buck.  This  butcher's  cur  is  venom-mouth'd,  and  I 
Have  not  the  pow'r  to  muzzle  him  ;  therefore  beft 
Not  wake  him  in  his  (lumber.  A  beggar's  book 
Out- worths  a  noble's  blood. 

Nor.  What,  are  you  chaf 'd  ? 
Ask  God  for  temp'rance;  that's  th'appliance  only, 
Which  your  difeafe  requires. 

Buck.  I  read  in's  looks 
Matter  againft  me,  and  his  eye  revil'd 
Me  as  his  abject  object  *,  at  this  inftant 
He  bores  me  with  fome  trick,  he's  gone  to  th'  King : 
I'll  follow  and  out-flare  him. 

Nor.  Stay,  my  lord  ; 
And  let  your  reafon  with  your  choler  queftion 
What  'tis  you  go  about.    To  climb  fteep  hills, 
Requires  flow  pace  at  firft.    Anger  is  like 
A  full-hot  horfe,  who  being  allow'd  his  way, 
Self-mettle  tires  him :  not  a  man  in  England 
Can  advife  me,  like  you :  be  to  yourfelf, 
As  you  would  to  your  friend. 

Buck.  I'll  to  the  King, 
And  from  a  mouth  of  honour  quite  cry  down 
This  Ipfwich  fellow's  infoience;  or  proclaim, 
There's  difPrence  in  no  perfons. 

Nor.  Be  advis'd ; 
Heat  not  a  furnace  for  your  foe  fo  hot, 
That  it  do  fingc  yourfelf.    We  may  out-run 
By  violent  fwiftnefs,  that  which  we  run  at; 
And  lofe  by  over- running :  know  you  not, 
The  fire  that  mounts  the  liquor  'till't  run  o'er, 
Seeming  t'  augment  it,  waftcs  it  ?  be  advis'd : 
I  fay  again,  there  is  no  Englijh  Soul 
More  ftronger  to  direct  you  than  yourfelf ; 
If  with  the  fap  of  reafon  you  would  quench, 
Or  but  allay,  the  fire  of  paffion. 

Buck. 


King  Henry  VI IL 

Buck.  Sir, 
I'm  thankful  to  you,  and  PJ1  go  along 
By  your  Prefcription  •,  but  this  top-proud  fellow, 
Whom  from  the  flow  of  gall  I  name  not,  but 
6  From  fincere  motions ;  by  intelligence, 
And  proofs  as  clear  as  founts  in  July,  when 
We  fee  each  grain  of  gravel,  I  do  know 
To  be  corrupt  and  treafonous. 

Nor.  Say  not,  treafonous. 

Buck.  To  th'  King  Til  fay't,  and  make  my  vouch 
as  ftrong 

As  more  of  rock.'      'Attend,    This  holy  fox, 
Or  wolf,  or  both,  (for  he  is  equal  rav'nous, 
As  he  is  fubtle ;  and  as  prone  to  mifchief, 
As  able  to  perform't;)  7  his  mind  and  place 
Infe&ing  one  another,  yea,  recfprocally, 
Only  to  mew  his  pomp,  as  well  in  Fra7tce 
As  here  at  home,  8  fuggefts  the  King  our  mafter 
To  this  lad  coftly  treaty,  th'  enterview, 
That  fwallow'd  fo  much  treafure,  and  like  a  glafs 
Did  break  i'th*  rinfing. 
Nor.  Faith,  and  fo  it  did. 

Buck.  Pray,  give  me  favour,  Sir. — This  cunning 
Cardinal 

The  articles  o'th*  combination  drew, 

As  himfelf  pleas'd  ;  and  they  were  ratify'd, 

As  he  cry'd,  let  it  be  —  to  as  much  end, 

As  give  a  crutch  to  th*  dead.  But  our  Court-Cardinal 

Has  done  this,  and  'tis  well  for  worthy  JVolfey, 

Who  cannot  err,  he  did  it.    Now  this  follows, 
(Which,  as  I  take  it,  is  a  kind  of  puppy 

6  From  fincere  motions ;]  in  the  fenfe  of  fyncerus,  LafZ  legiti- 
mate, out  of  love  to  my  country,  and  from  no  private  prejudices. 

7  — —  his  mind  and  place 

Infeeling  one  another ;]  This  is  very  fatirical.  His  mind  he 
reprefents  as  highly  corrupt ;  and  yet  lie  fuppofes  the  contagion 
of  the  place  of  firft  minifter  as  adding  an  infection  to  it. 

3   fuggefts  the  King  our  mafter]  fuggefts,  for  excites. 
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To  th'  old  dam,  treafon  ;)  Charles  the  Emperor, 
Under  pretence  to  fee  the  Queen  his  aunt, 
(For  'twas  indeed  his  colour,  but  he  came 
To  whifper  Wolfey\)  here  makes  vifitation  : 
His  fears  were,  that  the  interview  betwixt 
England  and  France  might  through  their  amity 
Breed  him  fome  prejudice ;  for  from  this  league 
Peep'd  harms,  that  menac'd  him.    He  privily 
Deals  with  our  Cardinal,  and,  as  I  trow, 
Which  I  do  well — for,  I  am  fure,  the  Emperor 
Paid  ere  he  promis'd,  whereby  his  fuit  was  granted, 
Ere  it  was  ask'd.    But  when  the  way  was  made, 
And  pav'd  with  gold;  the  Emp'ror  thus  defir'd, 
That  he  would  pleafe  to  alter  the  King's  courfe, 
And  break  the  forefaid  peace.    Let  the  King  know, 
(As  foon  he  (hall  by  me)  that  thus  the  Cardinal 
Does  buy  and  fell  his  honour  as  he  pleafes, 
And  for  his  own  advantage. 

Nor.  I  am  forry 
To  hear  this  of  him ;  and  could  wifla,  you  were 
Something  miftaken  in't. 

Buck.  No,  not  a  fyllable  : 
I  do  pronounce  him  in  that  very  ftiape, 
He  fhall  appear  in  proof. 

SCENE  lit 

Enter  Brandon,  a  Serjeant  at  Arms  before  himy  and  two 
or  three  of  the  guard. 

Bran.  Your  office,  Serjeant  •,  execute  it. 
Serj.  Sir, 

My  lord  the  Duke  of  Buckingham^  and  Earl 
Of  Hertford^  Stafford^  and  Northampton^  I 
Arreft  thee  of  high  treafon,  in  the  name 
Of  our  mod  Sov'reign  King. 

Buck.  Lo  you,  my  lord, 
The  net  has  fall'n  upon  me  a  I  fhall  perifli 

Under 
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Under  device  and  practice. 

Bran.  I  am  forry 
To  fee  you  ta'en  from  liberty,  to  look  on 
The  bufinefs  prefent.    'Tis  his  Highnefs'  pleafure 
You  ftiall  to  th'  Tower. 

Buck.  It  will  help  me  nothing 
To  plead  mine  innocence   for  that  dye  is  on  me, 
Which  makes  my  whit'It  part  black.    The  will  of 
heav*n 

Be  done  in  this  and  all  things !  I  obey. 

0  my  lord  Abergcfny,  fare  ye  well. 

Bran.  Nay,  he  muft  bear  you  company.  The  King 
Is  pleas'd  you  fhall  to  th*  Tower ^  'till  you  know 
How  he  determines  further. 

Aber.  As  the  Duke  faid, 
The  will  of  heav'n  be  done,  and  the  Kings  pleafbrc 
By  me  obey'd ! 

Bran.  Here  is  a  warrant  from 
The  King,  t'attach  lord  Montague^  and  the  bodies 
Of  ttfb  Duke's  confefTor,  John  de  la  Court 
And  Gilbert  Peek,  his  chancellor. 

Buck.  So,  fo ; 
Thefe  are  the  limbs  o*th*  plot;  no  more,  I  hope? 

Bran.  A  monk  o'th*  Cbartreux. 

Buck.  Nicholas  Hopkins  ? 

Bran.  He. 

Buck.  My  furveyor  is  falfe,  the  o'er-great  Cardinal 
Hath  fhew'd  him  gold  ;  my  life  is  fpann'd  already : 

1  am  the  fhadow  of  poor  Buckingham, 
Whofe  figure  ev'n  this  inftant  cloud  puts  on, 
By  darkening  my  clear  fun.  My  lord,  fareweL 

\Exmmtl 
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SCENE  IV. 

Changes  to  the  Council-  Chamber. 

Cornet.    Enter  King  Henry,  leaning  on  the  Cardinal' % 
fljoulder ;  the  Nobles,  and  Sir  Thomas  Lovell  the 
Cardinal  places  himfelf  under  the  King's  feet,  on  his 
right  fide. 

King.  l\yr  Y  life  itfelf,  8  and  the  beft  heart  of  it, 
1V-L  Thanks  you  for  this  great  care :  I  flood 
i'th  level 

Of  a  full-charg'd  confed'racy,  and  give  thanks 
To  you  that  choak'd  it.    Let  be  call'd  before  us 
That  gentleman  of  Buckingham's  in  perfon  j 
I'll  hear  him  his  confefiions  juftifie, 
And  point  by  point  the  treafons  of  his  mailer 
He  (hall  again  relate. 

A  noife  within,  crying,  Room  for  the  Queen.  Enter 
the  Queen  ufoer'd  by  the  Dukes  0/*  Norfolk,  and  Suf- 
folk :  fhe  kneels.  The  King  rifeth  from  his  Jlate9 
takes  her  up,  kiffes  and  place th  her  by  him. 

Queen.  Nay,  we  mud  longer  kneel ;  lama  fuitor. 
King.  Arife,  and  take  your  place  by  us ;  half  your 
fuit 

Never  name  to  us;  you  have  half  our  power: 
The  other  moiety,  ere  you  ask,  is  given  ; 
Repeat  your  will,  and  take  it. 

Queen.  Thank  your  Majefty. 
That  you  would  love  yourfelf,  and  in  that  love 
Not  unconfider'd  leave  your  honour,  nor 

8  — —  and  the  beft  heart  of  //,]  The  expreflion  is  monftrous. 
The  heart  is  fuppofed  the  feat  ot  life:  But,  as  if  he  had  many 
lives,  and  to  each  of  them,  a  heart,  he  fays,  his  be  ft  heart.  A  way 
of  fpeakin^  that  would  have  become  a  cat  rather  tnan  a  Kine. 

Vol.  V,  A  a  -  The 
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The  dignity  of  your  office,  is  the  point 
Of  my  petition. 

King,  Lady  mine,  proceed. 

Queen.  I  am  follicited,  not  by  a  few, 
And  thofe  of  true  condition,  that  your  fubjects 
Are  in  great  grievance.   There  have  been  commifiions 
Sent  down  among  'em,  which  have  flaw'd  the  heart 
Of  all  their  loyalties;  wherein  although    \fo  Wolfey. 
(My  good  Lord  Cardinal)  they  vent  reproaches 
Moft  bitterly  on  you,  as  putter  on 
Of  thefe  exactions  ;  yet  the  King  our  matter 
(Whole  honour  heav'n  ftiield  from  foil)  ev'n  he  fcapes 
not 

Language  unmannerly ;  yea  fuch,  which  breaks 
The  fides  of  loyalty,  and  almoft  appears 
In  loud  rebellion. 

Nor.  Not  almoft  appears, 
It  doth  appear ;  for,  upon  thefe  taxations, 
The  clothiers  all,  not  able  to  maintain 
The  many  to  them  'longing,  have  put  off 
The  fpinfters,  carders,  fullers,  weavers ;  who, 
Unfit  for  other  life,  compell'd  by  hunger 
9  And  lack  of  other  means,  in  defp'rate  manner 
Daring  th'  event  to  th'  teeth,  are  all  in  uproar, 
1  And  Danger  ferves  among  them. 

9  And  lack  of  other  means,  ]  Means  does  not  fignify  me- 
thods of  livelihood,  for  that  was  faid  immediately  before — unfit 

for  other  life  ;  but  it  fignifies,  neceffaries  compelled^  fays  the 

Speaker,  for  want  of  bread  and  other  neceffaries.  But  the  poet 
ufmg,  for  the  thing,  [want  of  bread]  the  effect  of  it,  [hunger] 
the  pafTage  is  beccme  doubly  obfcure ;  firft,  by  ufing  a  term  in 
a  licentious  fenfe,  and  then  by  putting  it  to  a  vicious  conftrucli- 
on.  The  not  apprehending  that  this  is  one  of  the  diftinguilh- 
ing  peculiarities  in  Shake/pear's  flile,  has  been  the  occafion  of  fo 
much  ridiculous  correction  of  him. 

i  And  Danger  fer<ves  among  them  ]  Could  one  eafily  believe, 
that  a  writer,  who  had,  but  immediately  before,  funk  fo  low  in 
his  expreflion,  mould  here  rife  again  to  a  height  fo  truly  fub- 
lime?  where,  by  the  nobleft  ftretcb  of  fancy,  Danger  is  perfona- 
Ejzed  ab  ferving  in  the  rebel  army,  and  making  the  eilablilhed 
government. 

King. 
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King.  Taxation? 
Wherein?  and  what  taxation?  my  Lord  Cardinal, 
You,  that  are  blam'd  for  it  alike  with  us, 
Know  you  of  this  taxation  ? 

Wol  Pleafe  you,  Sir, 
I  know  but  of  a  fingle  part  in  aught 
Pertains  to  th'  (late,  and  front  but  in  that  file 
Where  others  tell  fteps  with  me. 

Queen.  No,  my  Lord, 
You  know  no  more  than  others :  but  you  frame, 
a  Things  that  are  known  alike,  which  are  not  whol- 
fome 

To  thofe  which  would  not  know  them,  and  yet  mull 
Perforce  be  their  acquaintance.    Thefe  exactions 
(Whereof  my  Sov'reign  would  have  note)  they  are 
Mod  peftileht  to  th'  hearing;  and,  to  bear  'em, 
The  back  is  facrifice  to  th'  load  ;  they  fay, 
They  are  devis'd  by  you,  or  elfe  you  fuffer 
Too  hard  an  exclamation. 

King.  Still,  exaction! 
The  nature  of  it,  in  what  kind  let's  know 
Is  this  exaction  ? 

Queen.  I  am  much  too  vent'rous 
In  tempting  of  your  patience,  but  am  bolden'd 
Under  your  promis'd  pardon.    The  fubjects'  grief 
Comes  through  commiffions,  which  compel  from  each 
The  fixth  part  of  his  fubftance,  to  be  levy'd 
Without  delay  *  and  the  pretence  for  this 
Is  nam'd,  your  wars  in  France.    This  makes  bold 
mouths ; 

Tongues  fpit  their  duties  out,  and  cold  hearts  freeze 

Allegiance  in  them  ;  All  their  curfes  now 

Live  where  their  pray'rs  did  $  and  it's  come  to  pafs, 

That  tractable  obedience  is  a  flave 

To  each  incenfed  will.    1  would,  your  Highnefs 

Would  give  it  quick  confideration,  for 

2  Things  that  are  known  alike— — ]  alike,  for  equally  to  a!!, 

A  a  %  There 
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3  There  is  no  primer  bufinefs. 

King.  By  my  life, 
This  is  again  ft  our  pleafure. 

WoL  And  for  me, 
I  have  no  further  gone  in  this,  than  by 
A  fingle  voice ;  and  that  not  pad  me,  but 
By  learned  approbation  of  the  judges. 
If  I'm  traduc'd  by  tougues,  which  neither  know 
My  faculties,  nor  perfon ;  yet  will  be 
The  chronicles  of  my  doing  ;  let  me  fay, 
'Tis  but  the  fate  of  place,  and  the  rough  brake 
That  virtue  muft  go  through :  we  muft  not  flint 
Our  neceflary  actions,  in  the  fear 
To  cops  malicious  cenfurers ;  which  ever, 
As  rav'nous  fifties  do  a  vefiel  follow 
That  is  new  trimm'd    but  benefit  no  further 
Than  vainly  longing.    What  we  oft  do  befr, 
*  By  fick  interpreters,  or  weak  ones,  is 
Not  ours,  or  not  allow'd :  what  word,  as  oft 
Hitting  a  groiTer  quality,  is  cry'd  up 
For  our  belt  act :  if  we  ftand  ftill,  in  fear 
Our  motion  will  be  mock'd  or  carped  ar, 
We  fhould  take  root  here  where  we  fit : 
Or  fit  ftate-ftatues  only. 

King.  Things  done  well, 
And  with  a  care,  exempt  themfelves  from  fear : 
Things  done  without  example,  in  their  ifTue 
Are  to  be  fear'd.    Have  you  a  precedent 

5  There  is  no  primer  baseness.]  The  Queen  is  here  com- 
plaining of  the  fufFcring  of"  the  Commons ;  which,  me  Alipeds, 
arofe  from  the  abufe  of  power  in  fome  great  men.  But  fhe  is 
very  reserved  in  fpeakiog  her  thoughts  concerning  the  quality  of 
it.  We  may  be  allured  then,  that  flie  did  not,  in  conclusion, 
call  it  the  higheft  bafenefs  ;  but  rather  made  ufe  of  a  word  that 
could  not  offend  the  Cardinal,  and  yet  would  incline  the  King  to 
give  it  a  fpeecy  hearing.    I  read  therefore, 

There  is  no  primer  business. 
i.  e.  no  matter  of  fiate  that  more  earnelrly  prefles  a  difpatch. 

4  By  iick  interpreters,  or  ivea&  ones, — J   Sick,  for  prejudiced. 

Of 
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Of  this  commifTion  ?  I  believe,  not  any. 
We  muft  not  rend  our  fubjccls  from  our  laws, 
And  flick  them  in  our  will.    Sixth  part  of  each ! 

A  trembling  contribution  !<  why,  we  take 

5  From  ev'ry  tree,  lop,  bark,  and  part  o'th'  timber : 
And  though  we  leave  it  with  a  root,  thus  hackt, 
The  air  will  drink  the  fap.    To  ev'ry  county, 
Where  this  is  queftion'd,  fend  our  letters,  with 
Free  pardon  to  each  man  that  has  deny'd 
The  force  of  this  commifllon  :  pray  look  to't; 
I  put  it  to  your  care. 

Wol.  A  word  with  you.  [To  the  Secretary. 

Let  there  be  letters  writ  to  ev'ry  mire, 
Of  the  King's  grace  and   pardon :   The  griev'd 
commons 

Hardly  conceive  of  me,  let  it  be  nois'd, 
That,  through  our  intercefllon,  this  revolvement 
And  pardon  comes  j  I  mall  anon  advife  you 
Further  in  the  proceeding.  [Exit  Secretary. 

S      C      E      N      E  V. 

Enter  Surveyor. 

Queen.  I'm  forry,  that  the  Duke  of  Buckingham 
Is  run  in  your  difpleafure. 

King.  It  grieves  many  ; 
The  gentleman  is  learn'd,  a  mofl  rare  fpeaker, 
To  nature  none  more  bound    his  training  fuch, 
That  he  may  furnim  and  inftruct  great  teachers. 
And  never  feek  for  aid  out  of  himfelf. 
Yet  fee,  when  6  noble  benefits  fhall  prove 
7  Not  well  difpos'd,  the  mind  grown  once  corrupt, 

5  From  every  tree,  lop,  bark,  and  part  o1 to  timber:"]   Lop  Is 
a  fub.ftantive,  and  fignifies  the  branches. 

6  - — noble  benefits  ]  benefits,  for  accomplifhments. 

7  Not  well  difpos'd,  ]  difpos'd,  for  placed,  fituate. 
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8  They  turn  to  vicious  forms,  ten  times  more  ugly 
Than  ever  they  were  fair.    This  man  fo  compleat, 
Who  was  enroll'd  'mongft  wonders,  and  when  we, 
Almoft  with  lift'ning  ravifh'd,  could  not  find 
His  hour  of  fpeech,  a  minute  j  he,  my  lady, 
Hath  into  monftrous  habits  put  the  graces 
That  once  were  his;  and  is  become  as  black, 
As  if  befmear'd  in  hell.    Sit,  you  fhall  hear 
(This  was  his  gentleman  in  truft)  of  him 
Things  to  ftrike  honour  fad.    Bid  him  recount 
The  fore-recited  practices,  whereof 
We  cannot  feel  too  little,  hear  too  much. 

WoL  Stand  forth,  and  with  bold  fpirit  relate,  what 
you, 

Moft  like  a  careful  fubject,  have  collected 
Out  of  the  Duke  of  Buckingham. 
King.  Speak  freely. 

Surv.  Firft,  it  was  ufual  with  him,  ev'ry  day 
It  would  infect  his  fpeech,  that  if  the  King 
Should  without  ifiue  die,  he'd  carry  it  fo 
To  make  the  fcepter  his.    Thefe  very  words 
I've  heard  him  utter  to  his  fon-in-law, 
Lord  AbergcCny^  to  whom  by  oath  he  menac'd 
Revenge  upon  the  Cardinal. 

WoL  Pleafe  your  Highnefs,  note 
His  dangerous  conception  in  this  point : 
Not  friended  by  his  wifh  to  your  high  perfon, 
His  will  is  moft  malignant,  and  it  ftretches 
Beyond  you  to  your  friends. 

Queen.  My  learn'd  Lord  Cardinal, 
Deliver  all  with  charity. 

King.  Speak  on ; 
How  grounded  he  his  title  to  the  crown, 
Upon  our  fail  ?  to  this  point  haft  thou  heard  him 
At  any  time  fpeak  aught  ? 

8  They  turn  to  vicious  forms,  ]  Forms,  for  habits,  which 

he  afterwards  calls  monjirous  habits. 

Surv. 
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Surv.  He  was  brought  to  this, 
By  a  vain  prophefy  of  Nicholas  Hopkins. 
King.  What  was  that  Hopkins? 
Surv.  Sir,  a  Chartreux  Friar, 
His  confefibr,  who  fed  him  ev'ry  minute 
With  words  of  Sov'reignty. 
King.  How  know'ft  thou  this  ? 
Surv.  Not  long  before  your  Highnefs  fped  to  France, 
The  Duke  being  at  the  Rofe,  within  the  parifrh 
St.  Lawrence  Poultney,  did  of  me  demand 
What  was  the  fpeech  among  the  Londoners 
Concerning  the  French  journey  ?  i  reply'd, 
Men  fear'd,  the  French  would  prove  perfidious, 
To  the  King's  danger:  prefently  the  Duke 
Said,  'twas  the  fear,  indeed;  and  that  he  doubted, 
'Twould  prove  the  verity  of  certain  words 
Spoke  by  a  holy  Monk  ;  that  oft,  fays  he, 
Hath  fent  to  me,  wifhing  me  to  permit 
John  de  la  Court,  my  Chaplain,  a  choice  hour 
To  hear  from  him  a  matter  of  fome  moment  : 
Whom  after  under  the  (a)  Confeffion's  feal 
He  folemnly  had  fworn,  that,  what  he  fpoke. 
My  Chaplain  to  no  creature  living,  but 
To  me,  fhou'd  utter    with  demure  confidence, 
Thus  paufingly  enfu'd ; — Neither  the  King,  nor's  heirs 
(Tell  you  the  Duke)  fhall  profper  \  bid  him  drive 
To  gain  the  love  o'th1  commonalty  5  the  Duke 

Shall  govern  England.  

Queen.  If  I  know  you  well, 
You  were  the  Duke's  furveyor,  and  loft  your  office 
On  the  complaint  o'th'  tenants ;  take  good  heed, 
You  charge  not  in  your  fpleen  a  noble  perfcn, 
And  fpoil  your  nobler  foul :  I  fay,  take  heed  9 
Yes,  heartily  I  befeech  you. 

King.  Let  him  on. 
Go  forward. 

[  (a)  ConfeJJjo?: — Mr.  Theobald— Vu\g.  Commijfion,  ] 

A  a  4  Surv. 
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Surv.  On  my  foul,  I'll  fpeak  but  truth. 
I  told  my  Lord  the  Duke,  by  th'  devil's  illufions 
The  Monk   might  be  deceiv'd;  and  that  'twas 

dang'rous 
For  him  to  ruminate  on  this,  until 
It  forg'd  him  fome  defign,  which,  being  believ'd, 
It  was  much  like  to  do :  he  anfwer'd,  Tufh, 
It  can  do  me  no  damage  :  adding  further, 
That  had  the  King  in  his  laft  ficknefs  faii'd, 
The  Cardinal's  and  Sir  Thomas  Lovell's  heads 
Should  have  gone  off. 

King.  Ha !  what  fo  rank  ?  ah  ha  

There's  mifchief  in  this  man ;  canft  thou  fay  further  ? 

Surv.  I  can,  my  Liege. 

King.  Proceed. 

Surv.  Being  at  Greenwich, 
After  your  Highnefs  had  reprov'd  the  Duke 
About  Sir  William  Blomer  — 

King.  I  remember 
Of  fuch  a  time,  he  being  my  fworn  fervanr, 
The  Duke  retain'd  him  his.    But  on  ;  what  hence  ? 

Surv.  If,  quoth  he,  I  for  this  had  been  committed, 
As  to  the  Tower,  I  thought ;  I  would  have  plaid 
The  part  my  father  meant  to  a£t  upon 
Th'  ufurper  Richard,  who,  being  at  Salisbury, 
Made  fuit  to  come  in's  prefence ;  which,  if  granted, 
(As  he  made  femblance  of  his  duty)  would 
Have  put  his  knife  into  him. 

King.  A  gianc  traitor ! 

IVoL  Now,  Madam,  may  his  Highnefs  live  in  free 
dom, 

And  this  man  out  of  prifon  ? 
Queen.  God  mend  all ! 

King.  There's  fomething  more  would  out  of  thee  $ 
what  fay'ft  ? 

Surv.  After  the  Duke  his  father  with  the  knife, — - 
fie  ftretch'd  him,  and  with  one  hand  on  his  dagger, 

Another 
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Another  fpread  on's  bread,  mounting  his  eyes, 
He  did  diicharge  a  horrible  oath,  whofe  tenour 
Was,  were  he  evil-us'd,  he  would  out-go  j 
His  father,  by  as  much  as  a  performance 
?  Does  an  irrefolute  purpofe. 

King.  There's  his  period, 
To  fheath  his  knife  in  us ;  he  is  attach'd, 
Call  him  to  prefent  tryal ;  if  he  may 
Find  mercy  in  the  law,  'tis  his    if  none, 
Let  him  not  feek't  of  us :  by  day  and  night, 
He's  traitor  to  the  height.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  VI. 

An  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain^  and  Lord  Sands. 

Cham.  'TS't  poffible,  the  fpells  of  France  mould 

A  juggle 
Men  into  fuch  ftrange  mockeries? 

[   9  Does  an  irrefolute  purpofe.']  Irrefolute,  for  unperformed  (imply- 

I  1st  pojjlble,  the  fpells  of  France  Jhould  juggle 

Men  into  fuch  f  range  mysteries  ?  ]  Tiiefe  myfterles  were 
the  fantaiiic  court-falhions.  He  fays  they  were  occafioned  by  the 
fpells  of  France.  Now  it  was  the  opinion  of  the  common  people, 
that  conjurers,  jugglers,  £57.  with  fpells  and  charms  could  force 
men  to  commie  idle  fantaftic  actions;  and  change  even  their 
lhapes  to  fomething  ridiculous  and  grotefque.  To  this  fuperftition 
the  poet  alludes,  who,  therefore,  we  mull  think,  wrote  the  fecond 
line  thus, 

Men  into  fuch  ftrange  mockeries: 
A  word  well  expreffive  of  the  whimfical  falhions  here  complained 
of.  Sir  Thomas  More,  fpeaking  of  this  very  matter  at  the  lame 

time,  fay?, 

Ut  more  simije  labor et  fingere 
Et  a>mulari  Gallicas  ineptias. 
But  the  Oxford  Editor,  without  regard  to  the  metaphor,  but 
in  order  to  improve  on  the  emendation,  reads  mimicliries ;  not 
confidering  neither  that  whatfoever  any  thing  is  changed  or 
fuggledttito  by  fpells,  muft  have  a  paff^ue  ngnification,  as  mocke- 
ries, [i.  e.  viable  figuresj  not  an  a6li-ve>  as  mimicKries, 

Sands, 
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Sands.  New  cuftoms, 
Though  they  be  never  fo  ridiculous, 
Nay,  let  'em  be  unmanly,  yet  are  foilow'd. 

Cham.  As  far  as  I  fee,  all  the  good  "our  EngUJb 
Have  got  by  the  laft  voyage,  is  but  merely 
A  fit  or  two  o'th'  face,  but  they  are  fhrewd  ones ; 
For  when  they  hold  'em,  you  would  fwear  directly 
Their  very  nofes  had  been  counfellors 
To  Pepin  or  Clothariusy  they  keep  ftate  fo. 

Sands.  They've  all  new  legs,  and  lame  ones ;  one 
would  take  it, 
(That  never  faw  'em  pace  before)  the  fpavin 
And  fpring-halt  reign'd  among  'em. 

Cham.  Death !  my  Lord. 
Their  cloaths  are  after  fuch  a  pagan  cut  too, 
That,  fure,  they've  worn  out  chriftendom:  how 
now? 

What  news?  Sir  Thomas  Lovell? 

Enter  Sir  Thomas  Lovell. 

Lov.  Faith,  my  Lord, 
I  hear  of  none,  but  the  new  proclamation 
That's  ciap'd  upon  the  court- gate. 

Cham.  What  is't  for. 

Lov.  The  reformation  of  our  travelled  gallants, 
That  fill  the  court  with  quarrels,  talk,  and  tailors. 
Cham.  Pm  glad,  'tis  there;  now  I  would  pray  our 
Monfieurs 

To  think  an  Englijh  courtier  may  be  wife, 
And  never  fee  the  Louvre. 

Lov.  They  muft  either 
(For  fo  run  the  conditions)  "  leave  thofe  remnants 
41  Of  fool  and  feather,  that  they  got  in  France  ; 
46  With  all  their  honourable  points  of  ignorance 
46  Pertaining  thereunto,  as  fights  and  fire- works  i 
*c  Abufing  better  men  than  they  can  be, 
"  Out  of  a  foreign  wifdom  \  clean  renouncing 

"  The 
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«  The  faith  they  have  in  tennis,  and  tall  (lockings, 

"  Short-bolfter'd  breeches,  1  and  thofe  types  of  travel; 

"  And  underftand  again  like  honed  men, 

Or  pack  to  their  old  play-fellows;  there,  I  take  it, 

They  may,  cum  privilegio,  wear  away 

The  lag-end  of  their  lewdnels,  and  be  laughed  at. 

Sands.  'Tis  time  to  give  them  phyfick,  their 
difeafes 
Are  grown  fo  catching. 

Cham,  What  a  lofs  our  ladies 
Will  have  of  thefe  trim  vanities  ? 

Lov.  Ay,  marry, 
There  will  be  woe  indeed,  Lords ;  the  fly  whorefons 
Have  got  a  fpeeding  trick  to  lay  down  Ladies : 
A  French  fong  and  a  fiddle  has  no  fellow. 

Sands.  The  devil  fiddle  'em!   I'm  glad,  they're 
going: 

For,  fure,  there's  no  converting  'em :  now,  Sirs, 
An  honeft  country  Lord,  as  I  am,  beaten 
A  long  time  out  of  play,  may  bring  his  plain  fong, 
And  have  an  hour  of  hearing,  and,  by'r  Lady, 
Held  current  mufick  too. 

Cham.  Well  faid,  Lord  Sands  \ 
Your  colt's  tooth  is  not  caft  yet? 

Sands.  No,  my  Lord, 
Nor  mall  not,  while  I  have  a  flump. 

Cham.  Sir  Thomas , 
Whither  are  you  going  ? 

Lov.  To  the  Cardinal's ; 
Your  Lordfliip  is  a  gueft  too. 

Cham.  O,  'tis  true ; 
This  night  he  makes  a  fupper,  and  a  great  one, 
To  many  Lords  and  Ladies ;  there  will  be 
The  beauty  of  this  kingdom,  I'll  aiTure  you. 

i  — and  thofe  types  of  travel;']  Very  finely  called  To;  as  the 
mark  of  that  vanity  of  mind,  which  was  all  our  youth  had 
gained  by  travel. 

Lov, 
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Lov.  That  churchman  bears  a  bounteous  mind, 
indeed ; 

A  hand  as  fruitful  as  the  land  that  feeds  us, 
His  dew  falls  ev'ry  where. 

Cham.  No  doubt,  he's  noble ; 
He  had  a  black  mouth,  that  faid  other  of  him. 

Sands.  He  may,  my  Lord,  h'as  wherewithal :  in. 
him, 

Sparing  would  mew  a  worfe  fin  than  ill  doctrine. 
Men  of  his  way  fhould  be  moll  liberal, 
They're  fet  here  for  examples. 

Cham.  True,  they  are  fo ; 
But  few  now  give  fo  great  ones :  my  barge  (lays ; 
Your  Lordmip  mall  along  :  come,  good  Sir  Thomas^ 
We  (hall  be  late  elfe,  which  I  would  not  be, 
For  I  was  fpoke  to,  with  Sir  Henry  Guilfordy 
This  night  to  be  comptrollers. 

Sands.  I'm  your  Lordfhip's.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VIL 

Changes  to  York-houfe. 

Hautboys.  A  fmall  talk  under  a  ft  ate  for  the  Cardinal^ 
a  longer  table  for  the  guefts.  'Then  enter  AnneBuIlen, 
and  divers  other  ladies  and  gentlewomen,  as  guefts,  at 
one  door\  at  another  door,  enter  Sir  Henry  Guilford. 

GuiL  T  ADIES,    a  gen'ral   welcome  from  his 
Grace 

Salutes  you  all :  this  night  he  dedicates) 

To  fair  content  and  you  :  none  here,  he  hopes, 

In  all  this  noble  bevy,  has  brought  with  her 

One  care  abroad :  he  would  have  all  as  merry, 

As,  firft-good  company,  good  wine,  good  welcome, 

Can  make  good  people* 

Enter 
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Enter  Lord  Chamberlain,  Lord  Sands  and  Love! I. 

0  my  Lord,  y'are  tardy  ; 

The  very  thoughts  of  this  fair  company 
ClapM  wings  to  me. 

Cham.  You're  young,  Sir  Harry  Guilford. 

Sands.  Sir  Thomas  Lcvell,  had  the  Cardinal 
But  half  my  lay-thoughts  in  him,  fome  of  thefe 
Should  find  a  running  banquet  ere  they  refted  : 

1  think,  would  better  pleale  'em :  by  my  life, 
They  are  a  fvveet  fociety  of  fair  ones. 

Lou.  O,  that  your  Lordfhip  were  but  now  confeflbr 
To  one  or  two  of  thefe. 

Sands.  I  would,  I  were ; 
They  mould  find  eafie  penance. 

Lov.  'Faith,  how  eafie? 

Sands.  As  eafie,  as  a  down-bed  would  afford  it. 

Cham.  Sweet  ladies,  will  it  pleafe  you  fit  ?  Sir  Harry^ 
Place  you  that  fide,  I'll  take  the  charge  of  this: 
His  Grace  is  entring;  nay,  you  muft  not  freeze; 
Two  women,  plac'd  together,  make  cold  weather  : 
My  Lord  Sands  ^  you  are  one  will  keep  'em  waking; 
Pray,  fit  between  thefe  ladies. 

Sands.  By  my  faith, 
And  thank  your  lordfhip.  By  your  leave,  fweet  ladies s 
If  I  chance  to  talk  a  little  wild,  forgive  me : 
I  had  it  from  my  father. 

Anne.  Was  he  mad,  Sir? 

Sands.  O,  very  mad,  exceeding  mad,  in  love  too  5 
But  he  would  bite  none-,  juft  as  I  do  now* 
He'd  kifs  you  twenty  with  a  breath. 

Cham.  Well  faid,  my  Lord  : 
So  now  y'are  fairly  feated  :  gentlemen, 
The  penance  lyes  on  you,  if  thefe  fair  ladies 
Pals  away  frowning. 

Sands.  For  my  little  cure, 
Let  me  alone. 

Hautboys 
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Hautboys.  Enter  Cardinal  Wolky,  and  takes  his fiate. 

Wol.  Y'are  welcome,  my  fair  gueftss  that  noble 
lady, 

Or  gentleman,  that  is  not  freely  merry, 

Is  not  my  friend.    This,  to  confirm  my  welcome; 

And  to  you  all  good  health.  {Drinks. 

Sands.  Your  Grace  is  noble  : 
Let  me  have  fuch  a  bowl  may  hold  my  thanks, 
And  fave  me  fo  much  talking. 

Wol.  MyLord«SWj, 
1  am  beholden  to  you ;  cheer  your  neighbour  ; 
Ladies,  you  are  not  merry  5  gentlemen, 
Whofe  fault  is  this  ? 

Sands.  The  red  wine  firffc  muft  rife 
In  their  fair  cheeks,  my  Lord,  then  we  mall  have  'em 
Talk  us  to  filence. 

Anne.  You're  a  merry  gamefter, 
My  Lord  Sands. 

Sands.  Yes,  if  I  make  my  play : 
Here's  to  your  Ladyfhip,  and  pledge  it,  Madam  :] 
For  'tis  to  fuch  a  thing 

Anne.  You  cannot  mew  me. 

Sands.  I  told  your  Grace,  that  they  would  talk  anon. 

[Drum  and  trumpets ,  chambers  difc barged. 

Wol.  What's  that? 

Cham.  Look  out  there,  fome  of  ye. 

Wol.  What  warlike  voice, 
And  to  what  end  is  this?  nay,  ladies,  fear  not; 
By  all  the  laws  of  war  y'are  privileged. 

Enter  a  Servant % 

Cham.  How  now,  whatis't? 

Serv.  A  noble  troop  of  ftrangers, 
For  fo  they  feem,  have  left  their  barge  and  landed  > 
And  hither  make,  as  great  ambaffadors 
From  foreign  Princes. 

Wot. 
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Wol.  Good  Lord  Chamberlain, 
Go,  give  'em  welcome  •,  you  can  fpeak  the  French 
tongue ; 

And,  pray,  receive  'em  nobly,  and  conduct  'em 
Into  our  prefence,  where  this  heav'n  of  beauty 
Shall  mine  at  full  upon  them.    Some  attend  him. 

[All  arife)  and  tables  removed. 
You've  now  a  broken  banquet,  but  we'll  mend  it. 
A  good  digeftion  to  you  all ;  and,  once  more, 
I  fhowre  a  welcome  on  ye:  welcome  all. 

Hautboys.  Enter  King  and  others  as  Maskers,  habited 
like  Shepherds,  ufher'd  by  the  Lord  Chamberlain. 
They  pafs  dircclly  before  the  Cardinal,  and  gracefully 
falute  him. 

A  noble  company  !  what  are  their  pleafures  ? 

Cham.   Becaufe  they  fpeak  no  Engli/hy  thus  they 
pray'd 

To  tell  your  Grace,  that  having  heard  by  fame 
Of  this  fo  noble  and  fo  fair  affembly, 
This  night  to  meet  here,  they  could  do  no  left, 
Out  of  the  great  refpect  they  bear  to  beauty, 
But  leave  their  flocks,  and  under  your  fair  conduct 
Crave  leave  to  view  thefe  ladies,  and  entreat 
An  hour  of  revels  with  'em. 

Wol.  Say,  Lord  Chamberlain, 
They've  done  my  poor  houfe  grace:  for  which  I 
pay  'em 

A  thouland  thanks,  and  pray  'em,  take  their  pleafures, 
[Chufe  ladies,  King  and  AnneBullen. 

King.  The  faired  hand  I  ever  touched  !  O  beauty, 
'Till  now  I  never  knew  thee.  [Mufick.  Dame* 

Wol  My  Lord.- — - 

Cham.  Your  Grace? 

Wol.  Pray  tell  'em  thus  much  from  me : 
There  fhould  be  one  amongft  'em  by  his  perfon 
More  worthy  this  place  than  myfelf,  to  whom, 
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If  I  but  knew  him,  with  my  love  and  duty 

I  would  furrender  it.  [Whifper. 

Cham.  I  will,  my  Lord. 

Wol  What  fay  they? 

Cham.  Such  a  one,  they  all  confefs, 
There  is,  indeed;  which  they  would  have  your  Grace 
Find  out,  and  he  will  take  it. 

WoL  Let  me  fee  then  : 
By  all  your  good  leaves,  gentlemen,  here  I'll  make 
My  royal  choice. 

King.  You've  found  him,  Cardinal  : 
You  hold  a  fair  aflfembly :  you  do  well,  Lord. 
You  are  a  churchman,  or,  I'll  tell  you,  Cardinal, 
I  mould  judge  now  unhappily. 

Wol.  I'm  glad, 
Your  Grace  is  grown  fo  pleafant. 

King.  My  Lord  Chamberlain, 
Pr'ythee,  come  hither,  what  fair  lady's  that  ? 

Cham.  An't  pleafe  your  Grace,  Sir  Thomas  EuIIen's 
daughter, 

(The  Vifcount  Rochfcrd,)  one  of  her  Highnefs'  women. 

King.  By  heaven,  fhe's  a  dainty  one:  fweet  heart, 
I  were  unmannerly  to  take  you  out, 

[To  Anne  Bullen. 
And  not  to  kifs  you.    A  health,  gentlemen, 
Let  it  go  round. 

Wol.  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  is  the  banquet  ready 
I'th*  privy  chamber  $ 

Lov.  Yes,  my  Lord. 

WoL  Your  Grace, 
I  fear,  with  dancing  is  a  little  heated. 

King.  I  fear,  too  much. 

Wol.  There's  frefher  air,  my  lord, 
In  the  next  chamber. 

King.  Lead  in  your  ladies  every  one:  fweet  partner, 
I  muft  not  yet  forfake  you ;  let's  be  merry. 
Good  my  lord  Cardinal,  I  have  half  a  dozen  healths 

To 
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To  drink  to  thefe  fair  ladies,  and  a  meafure 
To  lead  them  once  again    and  then  let's  dream 
Who's  belt  in  favour.    Let  the  mufick  knock  it. 

[Exeunt  with  Trumpets. 

A  C  T  II.    S  C  E  N  E  I. 

A  STREET. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen  at  fever al  Boors. 

1  Gentleman. 

WHITHER  away  fofaft? 
2  Gen.  O  Sir,  God  fave  ye  : 
Ev'n  to  the  hall,  to  hear  what  fhall  become 
Of  the  great  Duke  of  Buckingham. 

1  Gen.  I'll  fave  you 

That  labour,  Sir.  All's  now  done,  but  the  Ceremony 
Of  bringing  back  the  pris'ner. 

2  Gen.  Were  you  there  ? 

1  Gen.  Yes,  indeed,  was  I. 

2  Gen.  Pray,  fpeak,  what  has  happen'd  ? 

1  Gen.  You  may  guefs  quickly,  what. 

2  Gen.  Is  he  found  guilty  ? 

1  Gen.  Yes,  truly  is  he,  and  condemn'd  upon'c, 

2  Gen.  I'm  forry  for't. 

1  Gen.  So  are  a  number  more. 

2  Gen.  But,  pray,  how  pafs'd  it? 

1  Gen.  Til  tell  you  in  a  little.    The  great  Duke 
Came  to  the  Bar ;  where,  to  his  Accufations 
He  pleaded  ftill  not  guilty    and  alledg'd 
Many  (harp  reafons  to  defeat  the  law. 
The  King's  Attorney,  on  the  contrary, 
Urg'd  on  examinations,  proofs,  confeffions 
Of  divers  witneflfes,  which  the  Duke  defir'd 

Vo  l.  V.  B  b  To 
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To  have  brought  viva  voce  to  his  Face ; 
At  which  appear'd  againft  him,  his  furveyor, 
Sir  Gilbert  Pecke  his  chancellor,  and  John  Court 
ConfefTor  to  him,  with  that  devil-Monk 
Hopkins,  that  made  this  mifchief. 

2  Gen.  That  was  he, 
That  fed  him  with  his  prophecies. 

1  Gen.  The  fame. 

All  thefe  accus'd  him  ftrongly,  which  he  fain 
Would  have  flung  from  him  j  but,  indeed,  he  could 
not: 

And  fo  his  Peers  upon  this  evidence 
Have  found  him  guilty  of  high  treafon.  Much 
He  fpoke,  and  learnedly  for  life ;  but  all 
Was  either  pitied  in  him,  or  forgotten. 

2  Gen.  After  all  this,  how  did  he  bear  himfelf  ? 

1  Gen.  When  he  was  brought  again  to  th'  bar, 

to  hear 

His  knell  rung  out,  his  Judgment,  he  was  ftirr'd 
With  fuch  an  agony,  he  fweat  extremely ; 
And  fomething  fpoke  in  choler,  ill  and  hafty  j 
But  he  fell  to  himfelf  again,  and  fweetly 
In  all  the  reft  fhew'd  a  mod  noble  patience. 

2  Gen.  I  do  not  think,  he  fears  death. 

1  Gen.  Sure,  he  does  not, 

He  never  was  fo  womanifh ;  the  caufe 
He  may  a  little  grieve  at. 

2  Gen.  Certainly, 

The  Cardinal  is  the  end  of  this. 

1  Gen.  'Tis  likely, 

By  all  conjectures :  firft,  Kildare's  attainder, 
Then  Deputy  of  Ireland;  who  remov'd, 
Earl  Surrey  was  fent  thither,  and  in  hafte  too, 
Left  he  fhould  help  his  father. 

2  Gen.  That  trick  of  ftate 
Was  a  deep,  envious  one. 

i  Gen.  At  his  return, 

No 


King  Henry  VIII.  371 

No  doubt,  he  will  requite  it;  this  is  noted, 
And,  gen'rally,  who-ever  the  King  favours, 
The  Cardinal  inftantly  will  find  employment  for3 
And  far  enough  from  court  too. 

2  Gen.  All  the  commons 
Hate  him  pernicioufly  :  and,  o'  my  conference, 
Wifh  him  ten  fathom  deep :  this  Duke  as  much 
They  love  and  doat  on,  call  him  bounteous  Bucking* 
ham, 

The  Mirror  of  all  courtefie, 

SCENE  IL 

Enter  Buckingham  from  his  Arraignment,  (Tigftavcs 
before  him,  the  Axe  with  the  edge  towards  him.  Hal- 
berds on  each  fide)  accompanied  with  Sir  Thomas 
Lovell,  Sir  Nicholas  Vaux,  Sir  William  Sands, 
and  common  People,  &c. 

1  Gen.  Stay  there,  Sir, 

And  fee  the  noble  ruin'd  Man  you  fpeak  of, 

2  Gen.  Let's  ftand  clofe  and  behold  him. 
Buck.  All  good  People, 

You  that  thus  far  have  come  to  pity  me, 

Hear  what  I  fay,  and  then  go  home  and  lofe  me* 

I  have  this  day  receiv'd  a  traitor's  judgment, 

And  by  that  name  muft  die ;  yet,  heav'n  bear  witnefs, 

And  if  I  have  a  confeience,  let  it  fink  me 

Even  as  the  axe  falls,  if  I  be  not  faithful. 

To  th'  law  I  bear  no  malice  for  my  death, 

'Thasdone,  upon  the  Premifes,  butjuftice: 

But  thofe  that  fought  it,  I  could  wifh  more  Chriftians  j 

Be  what  they  will,  I  heartily  forgive  'em  ; 

Yet  let  'em  look,  they  glory  not  in  mifchief; 

Nor  build  their  evils  on  the  graves  of  great  men  ; 

For  then,  my  guiltlefs  blood  muft  cry  againd  'em, 

For  further  life  in  this  world  I  ne'er  hope, 

Nor  will  I  fue,  although  the  King  have  mercies 

B  b  z  More 
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More  than  I  dare  make  faults.    You  few  that  lov'd 
me, 

And  dare  be  bold  to  weep  for  Buckingham, 

His  noble  friends  and  fellows,  whom  to  leave 

Is  only  bitter  to  him,  only  dying; 

Go  with  me,  like  good  Angels,  to  my  end : 

And  as  the  long  divorce  of  iteel  falls  on  me, 

Make  of  your  prayers  one  fweet  facrifice, 

And  lift  my  foul  to  heav'n.  Lead  on,  o'  God's  name. 

Lov.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace  for  charity, 
If  ever  any  malice  in  your  heart 
Were  hid  againft  me,  now  forgive  me  frankly. 

Buck.  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  I  as  free  forgive  you, 
As  I  would  be  forgiven  :  I  forgive  all. 
There  cannot  be  thofc  numberlefs  offences 
'Gainft  me,  I  can't  take  peace  with:  \l  no  black  envy 
Shall  mark  my  grave. — Commend  me  to  his  Grace: 
And,  if  he  fpeak  of  Buckingham,  pray  tell  him, 
You  met  him  half  in  heaven :  my  vows  and  pray'rs 
Yet  are  the  King's;  and,  'till  my  foul  forfake  me, 
Shall  cry  for  bleflings  on  him.    May  he  live 
Longer  than  I  have  time  to  tell  his  years ! 
Ever  belov'd  and  loving  may  his  rule  be! 
And  when  old  time  fhall  lead  him  to  his  end, 
Goodnels,  and  he  fill  up  one  monument ! 

Lov.  To  th'  water-fide  I  mud  conduct  your  Grace, 
Then  give  my  charge  up  to  Sir  Nicholas  Faux, 

I-     no  black  envy 

Shall  make  my  grave.  ]   The  fenfe  of  this  i?,  that 

envy  mould  not  procure  or  advance  his  death.  But  this  is  not 
what  he  would  fay  ;  he  believed  the  Cardinal's  envy  did  procure 
Jiis  death.  He  is  fpeaking  not  of  another's  envy,  but  his  own. 
And  his  thought  is,  that  he  would  not  be  remembered  for  an  im- 
placable unforgiving  temper.    We  mould  read  therefore, 

■     no  black  envy 

Shall  mark  my  grave.-  

alluding  to  the  old  cultom  of  marking  good  or  ill,  by  a  white  or 

black  itone. 

Who 
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Who  undertakes  you  to  your  end. 

Van*.  Prepare  there, 
The  Duke  is  coming :  fee,  the  barge  be  ready  : 
And  tit  it  with  iuch  furniture  as  fuits 
The  greatnefs  of  his  Perfon. 

Buck.  Nay,  Sir  Nicholas, 
Let  it  alone-,  my  ftate  now  will  but  mock  me. 
When  I  came  hither,  I  was  Lord  high  Conftable, 
And  Duke  of  Buckingham;  now,  poor  Edward  Bohun: 
Yet  I  am  richer  than  my  bafe  accufers, 
That  never  knew  what  truth  meant.    1  now  feal  it ; 
And  with  that  blood,  will  make  'em  one  day  groan 
for't. 

My  noble  father,  Henry  of  Buckingham, 
Who  firll  rais'd  head  again!!  ufurping  Richard* 
Flying  for  iuccour  to  his  fervant  BanT/ler, 
Being  diftrefs'd,  was  by  that  wretch  betray'd, 
And  without  tryal  felh  God's  peace  be  with  him! 
Henry  the  Sev'nth  fucceeding,  truly  pitying 
My  father's  lofs,  like  a  moil  royal  Prince 
Reftor'd  to  me  my  honours    and,  from  ruins, 
Made  my  name  once  more  noble.    Now  his  fon, 
Henry  the  Eighth,  life,  honour,  name,  and  all 
That  made  me  happy,  at  one  ftroak  has  taken 
For  ever  from  the  world.    I  had  my  tryal, 

And  muft  needs  fay,  a  noble  one ;  which  makes  me 

A  little  happier  than  my  wretched  father: 

Yet  thus  far  we  are  one  in  fortune,  both 

Fell  by  our  fervants,  by  thofe  men  we  lov'd  moll. 

A  mod  unnatural  and  faithlefs  fervice! 

Heav'n  has  an  end  in  all :  yet,  you  that  hear  me, 

This  from  a  dying  man  receive  as  certain  : 

*  Where  you  are  lib'ral  of  your  loves  and  counfels, 

Be 

2  Where  you  are  UVral  &c]  The  poet,  fupported  by  the 
truth  of  hiilory,  has  very  judicially  made  this  Duke  of  Buck- 
ingham y  and  his  great  rival,  the  Cardinal,  in  their  fall,  complain 
that  their  misfortunes  were  owing  to  two  oppofite  caufes :  The 

B  b  3  one, 
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Be  fare,  you  be  not  loofe ;  thofe  you  make  friends, 
And  give  your  hearts  too,  when  they  once  perceive 
The  lead  rub  in  your  fortunes,  fall  away 
Like  water  from  ye,  never  found  again, 
But  where  they  mean  to  fink  ye.    All  good  people, 
Pray  for  me !  1  muft  leave  ye  j  the  laft  hour 
Of  my  long  weary  life  is  come  upon  me: 
Farewel ;  and  when  you  would  fay  fortieth  ing  fad, 
Speak,  how  1  fell—I've  done  ;  and  God  forgive  me! 

[Exeunt  Buckingham  and  train, 

1  Gen.  O,  this  is  full  of  pity ;  Sir,  it  calls, 
1  fear,  too  many  curies  on  their  heads, 

That  were  the  authors. 

2  Gen.  If  the  Duke  be  guiltlefi, 

sTis  full  of  woe  j  yet  I  can  give  you  inkling 
Of  an  enfuingevil,  if  it  fall, 
Greater  than  this. 

1  Gen.  Good  angels  keep  it  from  us! 

What  may  it  be  ?  you  do  not  doubt  my  faith,  Sir? 

2  Gen.  This  fecret  is  fo  weighty,  'twill  require 
A  ftrong  faith  to  conceal  it. 

i  Gen.  Let  me  have  it; 
I  do  not  talk  much. 

2,  Gen.  I  am  confident ; 
You  mall,  Sir*,  did  you  not  of  late  days  hear 
A  buzzing  of  a  feparation 
Between  the  King  and  Catherine  ? 

i  Gen.  Yes,  but  it  held  not ; 
For  when  the  King  once  heard  it,  out  of  anger 
He  fent  command  to  the  Lord  Mayor  ftrait 
To  flop  the  rumour;  and  allay  thofe  tongues, 
That  durft  difperfe  it. 

z  Gen.  But  that  flander,  Sir, 
|s  found  a  truth  now ;  for  it  grows  again 

one,  by  making  friends  indifcreetly :  The  other,  by  making  none 
at  all.  An  ufeful  leffon  to  men  of  their  rank  and  flation.  See 
i:o:s  to  A€l  III.  Scene  6, 

Frelher 
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Freflier  than  e'er  it  was:  and  held  for  certain, 
The  King  will  venture  at  it.    Either  the  Cardinal, 
Or  fome  about  him  near,  have  (out  of  malice 
To  the  good  Queen)  poflfefs'd  him  with  a  fcruple 
That  will  undo  her:  to  confirm  this  too, 
Cardinal  Campeius  is  arriv'd,  and  lately, 
As  all  think,  for  this  bufinefs. 

1  Gen.  'Tis  the  Cardinal  •, 

And  meerly  to  revenge  him  on  the  Emperor, 
For  not  bellowing  on  him,  at  his  asking, 
The  Arch-bimoprick  of  Toledo,  this  is  purpos'd. 

2  Gen.  I  think,  you've  hit  the  mark;  but  is' t  not 

cruel, 

That  me  fhould  feel  the  fmart  of  this  ?  the  Cardinal 
Will  have  his  will,  and  me  muft  fall. 

i  Gen.  'Tiswoful. 
We  are  too  open  here  to  argue  this : 
Let's  think  in  private  more.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  lit 

An  Antechamber  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain  reading  a  letter. 

MT  lord,  the  horfes  your  lord/hip  fent  for,  with  all 
the  care  I  had,  I  faw  well  chofen,  ridden ,  and 
furnijtid.  They  were  young  and  handfome,  and  of  the 
heft  breed  in  the  North.  When  they  were  ready  to  fet 
out  for  London,  a  man  of  my  lord  Cardinal's,  by  com- 
miffion  and  main  power  took  'em  from  me,  with  this 
reafon  his  mafter  would  be  ferv'd  before  a  fubjecl,  if 
not  before  the  King,  which  ftopp'd  our  mouths,  Sir. 

I  fear,  he  will,  indeed;  well,  let  him  have  them; 
He  will  have  all,  1  think. 
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Enter  to  the  Lord  Chamberlain,  the  Dukes  of  Norfolk 
and  Suffolk. 

Nor.  Well  met,  my  Lord  Chamberlain. 
Cham.  Good  day  to  both  your  Graces. 
Suf.  How  is  the  King  employ'd  ? 
Cham,  I  left  him  private, 
Full  of  fad  thoughts  and  troubles. 
Nor.  What's  the  caufe  ? 

Cham.  It  feems,  the  marriage  with  his  brother's 

wife 

Has  crept  too  near  his  confcience, 

Suf.  No,  his  confcience 
Has  crept  too  near  another  lady. 

Nor.  'Tisfo; 
This  is  the  Cardinal's  doing  ;  the  King-Cardinal : 
That  blind  prieft,  like  the  eldeft  fon  of  fortune, 
Turns  what  he  lifts.    The  King  will  know  him  one 
day. 

Suf.  Pray  God,  he  do!  he'll  never  know  himfelf 
elfe. 

Nor.  How  holily  he  works  in  all  his  bufinefs, 
And  with  what  zeal?  for  now  he  has  crackt  the 
league 

'Tween  us  and  the  Emperor,  the  Queen's  great 
nephew. 

He  dives  into  the  King's  foul,  and  there  fcatters 
Doubts,  dangers,  wringing  of  the  confcience, 
Fears,  and  defpair,  and  all  thefe  for  his  marriage ; 
And  out  of  all  thefe,  to  reftore  the  King, 
He  counfels  a  divorce ;  a  lofs  of  Her, 
That,  like  a  jewel,  has  hung  twenty  years 
About  his  neck,  yet  never  loft  her  luftre; 
Of  her,  that  loves  him  with  that  excellence, 
That  angels  love  good  men  with  ;  even  of  her, 
That,  when  the  greateft  ftroke  of  fortune  falls, 
Will  blefs  the  King-,  and  is  not  this  courfe  pious? 

Cham. 
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Cham.  Heav'n  keep  me  from  fuch  counfel !  'tis  moft 
true, 

Thefe  news  are  ev'ry  where ;  ev'ry  tongue  fpeaks  'em, 
And  ev'ry  true  heart  weeps  for't.    All,  that  dare 
Look  into  thefe  affairs,  fee  his  main  end, 
The  French  King's  filler.  Heav'n  will  one  day  open 
The  King's  eyes,  that  fo  long  have  flept  upon 
This  bold,  bad  man. 

Suf.  And  free  us  from  his  flavery. 

Nor.  We  had  need  pray,  and  heartily,  for  dc- 
liv'rance ; 

Or  this  imperious  man  will  work  us  all 
From  princes  into  pages  ;  all  men's  honours 
Lye  like  one  lump  before  him,  to  be  fafhion'd 
3  Into  what  pinch  he  pleale. 

Suf.  For  me,  my  lords, 
I  love  him  not,  nor  fear  him,  there's  my  Creed: 
As  I  am  made  without  him,  fo  I'll  ftand, 
If  the  King  pleale  :  his  curfes  and  his  blefiings 
Touch  me  alike;  they're  breath  I  not  believe  in. 
I  knew  him,  and  I  know  him  ;  fo  I  leave  him 
To  him,  that  made  him  proud,  the  Pope. 

Nor.  Let's  in. 
And  with  fome  other  bufinefs  put  the  King 
From  thefe  fad  thoughts,  that  work  too  much  upon 
him; 

M  y  lord,  you'll  bear  us  company  ? 

Cham.  Excufe  me. 
The  King  hath  fent  me  other-where  •,  befides, 
You'll  find  a  moft  unfit  time  to  difturb  him  : 
Health  to  your  lordfhips.      [Exit  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Nor.  Thanks,  my  good  Lord  Chamberlain. 

3  Into  what  pitch  he  pleafe."]  Here  is  a  ftrange  diffonance 
in  die  metaphor,  which  is  taken  from  unbaked  dough.    I  read, 

Into  what  pinch  he  pleafe. 

i.  e.  into  what  fhape  he  pleafe. 

SCENE 
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S    C     E    N    E  IV. 

The  Scene  draws^  and  difcovers  the  King  fitting  and 
reading  penjlvely. 

Suf.  How  fad  he  looks!  fure,  he  is  much  afflicted. 

King,  Who's  there  ?  ha  ? 

Nor.  Pray  God,  he  be  not  angry. 

King.  Who's  there,  I  fay?  how  dare  you  thruft 
yourfelves 
Into  my  private  meditations? 
Who  am  I  ?  ha  ? 

Nor.  A  gracious  King,  that  pardons  all  offences,' 
Malice  ne'er  meant:  our  breach  of  duty,  this  way, 
Is  bufinefs  of  eftate ;  in  which  we  come 
To  know  your  royal  pleafure. 

King.  Ye  are  too  bold  : 
Go  to ;  I'll  make  ye  know  your  times  of  bufinefs  : 
Is  this  an  hour  for  temporal  affairs  ?  ha  ? 

Enter  Wolfey,  and  Campeius  the  Pope's  Legat,  with 
a  Commiffion. 

Who's  there  ?  my  good  Lord  Cardinal  ?  O  my  Wolfey^ 
The  quiet  of  my  wounded  confcience! 
Thou  art  a  cure  fit  for  a  King.— You're  welcome, 
Moft  learned  rev'rend  Sir,  into  our  kingdom  ; 

[To  Campeius. 
Ufe  us,  and  it :  my  good  lord,  have  great  care 
I  be  not  found  a  talker. 

WoL  Sir,  you  cannot  : 
I  would  your  Grace  would  give  us  but  an  hour 
Of  private  Conf 'rence. 

King.  We  are  bufie;  go. 

[To  Norfolk  and  Suffolk. 

Nor.  This  pried  has  no  pride  in  him  ? 

Suf.  Not  to  fpeak  of: 
I  would  not  be  fo  fick  though,  for  his  place : 

But 
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But  this  cannot  continue. 

Nor.  If  it  do, 
I'll  venture  one  heave  at  him. 

Suf.  I  another.         [Exeunt  Norfolk  W  Suffolk. 

JVol.  Your  Grace  has  giv'n  a  precedent  of  wifdom 
Above  all  Princes,  in  committing  freely 
Your  fcruple  to  the  voice  of  Chriftendom  : 
Who  can  be  angry  now  ?  what  envy  reach  you  ? 
The  Spaniard^  ty'd  by  blood  and  favour  to  her, 
Mud  now  confefs,  if  they  have  any  goodnefs, 
The  tryal  juft:  and  noble.    All  the  clerks, 
I  mean  the  learned  ones,  in  chriftian  kingdoms, 
Have  their  free  voices.  Rome,  the  nurfe  of  Judgment, 
Invited  by  your  noble  felf,  hath  lent 
One  gen'ral  tongue  unto  us,  this  good  man, 
This  juft  and  learned  prieft,  Cardinal  Campeius 
Whom  once  more  I  prefent  unto  your  Highnels. 

King.  And  once  more  in  mine  arms  I  bid  him  wel- 
come, 

And  thank  the  holy  Conclave  for  their  loves; 
They've  fent  me  fuch  a  man  I  would  have  wifh'd  for. 
Cam.  Your  Grace  muft  needs  deferve  all  ft  rangers' 
loves, 

You  are  fo  noble :  to  your  Highnefs'  hand 
I  tender  my  commiffion  ;  by  whofe  virtue, 
(The  court  of  Rome  commanding)  you,  my  lord 
Cardinal  of  2~ork9  are  join'd  with  me,  their  fervant, 
In  the  impartial  judging  of  this  bufinefs. 

King.   Two  equal  men :  the  Queen  mall  be  ac- 
quainted 

Forthwith  for  what  you  come.    Where's  Gardiner? 

IVol.  I  know  your  Majefty  has  always  lov'd  her 
So  dear  in  heart,  not  to  deny  her  what 
A  woman  of  lefs  place  might  ask  by  law  ; 
Scholars,  allowed  freely  to  argue  for  her. 

King.  Ay,  and  the  beft,  flie  lhall  have;  and  my 
favour 

To 


King  Henry  VIII. 

To  him  that  does  beft,  God  forbid  elfe.  Cardinal, 
Pr'ythee,  call  Gardiner  tome,  my  new  Secretary, 
I  find  him  a  fit  fellow. 

Enter  Gardiner. 

Wol.  Give  me  your  hand-,  much  joy  and  favour  to 
you ; 

You  are  the  King's  now. 

Gard.  But  to  be  commanded 
For  ever  by  your  Grace,  whofe  hand  has  rais'd  me. 

King.  Come  hither,  Gardiner. 

[Walks  and  whifpers. 

Cam.  My  lord  of  Tork,  was  not  one  Doctor  Pace 
In  this  man's  place  before  him? 

Wol.  Yes,  he  was. 

Cam.  Was  he  not  held  a  learned  man  ? 

Wol.  Yes,  furely. 

Cam.  Believe  me,  there's  an  ill  opinion  fpread  then 
Ev'n  of  yourieif,  lord  Cardinal. 
Wol.  Howl  of  me  ? 

Cam.  They  will  not  (lick  to  fay,  you  envy'd  him  * 
And  fearing  he  would  rife,  he  was  fo  virtuous, 
Kept  him  a  foreign  man  ftill :  which  fo  griev'd  him, 
That  he  ran  mad  and  dy'd. 

Wol.  HeavVs  peace  be  with  him  ! 
That's  chriftian  care  enough  :  for  living  murmurers, 
There's  places  of  rebuke.   He  was  a  fool, 
For  he  would  needs  be  virtuous.    That  good  fellow, 
it  1  command  him,  follows  my  appointment; 
I  will  have  none  fo  near  elfe.   Learn  this,  brother, 
We  live  not  to  be  grip'd  by  meaner  perfons. 

King.  Deliver  this  with  modefly  to  th'  Queen. 

[Exit  Gardiner, 
The  mod  convenient  place  that  I  can  think  of, 
For  fuch  receit  of  learning,  is  B lack- Fryers : 
There  ye  (hall  meet  about  this  weighty  bufine/s. 
My  Wolf^  fee  it  furnifhU    O  my  lord, 

Would 
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Would  it  not  grieve  an  able  man  to  leave 

So  fweet  a  bedfellow?  but,  coniciencc,  confcience!— 

O,  'tis  a  tender  place,  and  I  mult  leave  her. 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

An  Antechamber  of  the  Queen'*  Apartments. 

Enter  Anne  Bullen,  and  an  old  Lady. 

Anne^^fOT  for  that  neither— — -here's  the  pang, 

"A^S        that  pinches. 
His  Highnefs  having  liv'd  fo  long  with  her,  and  flic 
So  good  a  lady,  that  no  tongue  could  ever 
Pronounce  difhonour  of  her;  by  my  life, 
She  never  knew  harm-doing :  oh,  now  after 

50  many  courfes  of  the  fun,  enthron'd, 
Still  growing  in  a  majefty  and  pomp, 

The  which  to  leave 's  a  thoufand-fold  more  bitter 
Than  fweet  at  firft  t'acquire;  after  this  procels, 
To  give  her  the  avaunt !  it  is  a  pity 
Would  move  a  monfter. 

Old  L.  Hearts  of  mofl  hard  temper 
Melt  and  lament  for  her. 

Anne.  In  God's  will,  better 
She  ne'er  had  known  pomp-,  thought  be  temporal, 
4  Yet  if  that  quarrel,  Fortune,  do  divorce 
It  from  the  bearer,  'tis  a  fuff'rance  panging 
As  foul  and  body's  fev'ring. 

Old  L.  Ah  !  poor  lady, 
She's  ftranger  now  again. 

Anne.  So  much  the  more 
Muft  pity  drop  upon  her ;  vei  ijy, 

4  Yet  if  that  quarrel,  Fortune^— -]  Recalls  Fortune  a  quarrel 
o:  arrow,  from  her  ftriking  fo  deep  and  fuddenly.    Quarrel  was 

51  large  arrow  fo  called.     Thus  Fairfax 

Twang  4  the  firings  mt-ftew  the  quarrel  long. 
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I  fwear,  'tis  better  to  be  Jowly  born, 
And  range  with  humble  livers  in  content ; 
Than  to  be  perk'd  up  in  a  glihVring  grief, 
And  wear  a  golden  forrow. 

Old  L.  Our  content 
Is  our  bed  Having. 

Anne.  By  my  troth  and  maidenhead, 
I  would  not  be  a  Queen. 

Old  L.  Belhrew  me,  I  would, 
And  venture  maidenhead  for't;  and  To  would  you, 
For  all  this  fpice  of  your  hypocrifie ; 
You,  that  have  fo  fair  parts  of  woman  on  you, 
Have  too  a  woman's  heart ;  which  ever  yet 
Affected  eminence,  wealth,  fovereignty; 
Which,  to  fay  footh,  are  blefllngs:  and  which  gifts 
(Saving  your  mincing)  the  capacity 
Of  your  foft  cheveril  confeience  would  receive, 
If  you  might  pleafe  to  (tretch  it. 

Anne.  Nay,  good  troth  

Old  L.  Yes,  troth  and  troth  :  you  would  not  be  a 
Queen  ? 

Anne.  No,  not  for  all  the  riches  under  heav'ri. 
Old  L.  'Tis  ft  range ;  a  three- pence  bow'd  would 
hire  me, 

Old  as  I  am,  to  queen  it;  but  I  pray  you, 
What  think  you  of  a  Dutchefs?  have  you  limbs 
To  bear  that  load  of  tide? 
Anne.  No,  in  truth. 

Old  L.  Then  you  are  weakly  made:  pluck  or?  a 
little  : 

I  would  not  be  a  young  Count  in  your  way, 
For  more  than  blufhing  comes  to:  if  your  back 
Cannot  vouchfafe  this  burthen,  'tis  coo  weak 
Ever  to  get  a  boy. 

Anne.  How  do  you  talk ! 
I  fwear  again,  I  would  not  be  a  Queen 
For  all  the  world. 

OtJL. 
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Old  L.  In  faith,  for  little  England 
You'd  venture  an  emballing  :  1  myfelf 
Would  for  Carnarvanjhire,  though  there  belong'd 
No  more  to  th*  Crown  but  that.    Lo,  who  comes 
here  ? 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Cham,  Good  morrow,  ladies;  what  were't  worth 

to  know 
The  fecret  of  your  conf 'rence  ? 

Anne.  My  good  lord, 
Not  your  demand  5  it  values  not  your  asking  : 
Our  miltrefs'  forrows  we  were  pitying. 

Cham.  It  was  a  gentle  bufinefs,  and  becoming 
The  action  of  good  women  :  there  is  hope, 
All  will  be  well. 

Anne.  Now  I  pray  God,  amen ! 

Cham.  You  bear  a  gentle  mind,  and  heav'nly  blef- 
fings 

Follow  fuch  creatures.    That  you  may,  fair  lady, 
Perceive  I  fpeak  fincerely,  and  high  note's 
Ta'en  of  your  many  virtues    the  King's  Majefty 
Commends  his  good  opinion  to  you,  and 
Does  purpofe  honour  to  you  no  lefs  flowing 
Than  Marchionefs  of  Pembroke ;  to  which  title 
A  thoufand  pounds  a  year,  annual  fupport, 
Out  of  his  grace  he  adds. 

Anne.  I  do  not  know 
What  kind  of  my  obedience  I  mould  tender; 
5  More  than  myall,  which  is  nothing :  Nor  my  prayers 
Are  not  words  duly  hallow'd,  nor  my  wilhes 
More  worth  than  vanities ;  yet  pray'rs  and  wifhes 
Are  all  I  can  return.    'Befeech  your  lordfhip, 

5  More  than  my  ally  is  nothing ;]  No  figure  can  free  this  cx 
predion  from  nonfenfe.    In  fpite  of  the  exactnefs  of  meafures 
we  ftnuld  read, 

Moe  than  my  all,  which  is  nothing,  i.  e.  which  all  is  no- 
thing. 

Vouchfafe 
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Vouchsafe  to  fpeak  my  thanks  and  my  obedience, 
As  from  a  blulhing  handma:d  to  his  Highnefsj 
Whole  health  and  royalty  I  pray  for. 

Cham.  Lady, 
I  fhail  not  fail  t'approve  the  fair  conceir, 
The  King  hath  of  you.  —  Pre  perus'd  her  well; 
Beauty  and  honour  in  her  are  fb  mingled,  [Ajidf. 
That  they  hive  caught  the  King  i  and  who  knows  yet, 
But  rrom  this  lady  may  proceed  a  Gem, 
To  lighten  all  this  ifle —  Pll  to  the  King, 
And  fay,  I  fpeke  with  you.    [Exi;  L;?\;  Cl^mhrlain. 

Ainu.  My  honour'd  iord. 

Old  L.  Why,  this  it  is:  fee,  fee! 
T  have  been  begging  fixteen  years  in  court, 
(Am  yet  a  courtier  beggarly)  nor  could 
Come  pat  betwixt  too  early  and  too  Iaie9 
For  any  iuit  of  pounds:  And  you,  oh  fate! 
(A  very  rreih  :Vdh  here;  fie,  fie  upon 
This  cornpeli'd  fortune)  have  your  mouth  nli'd  up, 
Before  yea  coen  it. 

Anr.;.  This  is  it  range  to  me. 

Old  L.  How  taltes  it :  is  it  bitter:  forty  pence,  no: 
There  wis  a  lady  once  1 'tis  an  eld  ftory 
That  would  not  oe  a  Queen,  that  would  fhe  nor, 
For  all  the  mud  in  Egypt  i  have  you  heard  it  ? 

A;-::-.  Come,  you  are  pleafanr. 

Old  L.  With  your  theme,  i  could 
O'ermount  the  lark.    The  Marchiocefs  of  Pembroke! 
A  thousand  pounds  a  year,  for  pure  refpecfc! 
No  other  Ooligation?  By  my  life, 
That  promifes  more  thoufands:  honour's  train 
Is  longer  than  his  fore-skirt.    By  this  time, 
1  know,  your  back  will  bear  a  Dutches.  Say, 
Are  you  not  ftror.ger  than  you  were? 

A:k£   G~:d  lady, 
Make  yourfelf  mirth  with  your  particular  fancy^ 
And  leave  me  out  on':.    'Would  1  hud  no  being, 

If 
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If  this  falute  my  blood  a  jot  j  it  faints  me 
To  think  what  follows. 
The  Queen  is  comfortlefs,  and  we  forgetful 
In  our  long  abfence  ;  pray,  do  not  deliver 
What  here  y'ave  heard,  to  her. 

Old L.  What  do  you  think  me?   [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Changes  to  Black- Fryers. 

Trumpets Sennet,  and  Cornets.  Enter  two  Vergers, 
with  fhort  filver  Wands ;  next  them,  two  Scribes  in 
the  habits  of  Doclors :  after  them,  the  Bijhop  of  Can- 
terbury alone  \  after  him,  the  Bi/hops  of  Lincoln, 
Ely,  Rochefter,  and  St.  Afaph;  next  them,  with 
fome  fmall  diftance,  follows  a  Gentleman  bearing  the 
purfe,  with  the  great  feal,  and  the  Cardinal's  hat ; 
then  two  Pr lefts,  bearing  each  a  filver  Crofs  ;  then 
a  gentleman- ufher  bare-headed,  accompanied  with  a 
ferjeant  at  arms,  bearing  a  mace ;  then  two  gentle* 
men,  bearing  two  great  filver  pilars  after  them, 
fide  by  fide,  the  two  Cardinals ;  two  noblemen  wiib 
the  fword  and  mace.  The  King  takes  place  under  the 
cloth  of  ftate  the  two  Cardinals  fit  under  him,  as 
judges.  The  Queen  takes  place,  fome  diftance  from 
the  King.  The  Bi/hops  place  themfelves  on  each  fide 
the  Court,  in  manner  of  a  Confi/lory :  below  thsm% 
the  fcribes.  The  Lords  fit  next  the  Bi/hops.  Th§  rfi 
of  the  attendants  ft  and  in  convenient  order  about  the 

//r<?/.V\7Hilft  our  commiflion  from  Rome  is  read, 
*  *    Let  filence  be  commanded. 

King.  What's  the  need  ? 
It  hath  already  publickly  been  read, 
And  on  all  fides  th'  authority  allow'd,; 
You  may  then  fpare  that  time. 

Vol.  V.  C  c  Wol 


King  Henry  VIII. 

Wot  Be'tfo;  proceed. 

Scribe,  Say,  Henry  King  of  England,  come  into  the 
Court. 

Cryer.  Henry  King  of  England,  &c. 
King,  Here. 

Scribe.  Say,  Catharine  Queen  of  England, 
Come  into  the  Court. 

Cryer.  Catharine,  Queen  of  England,  Sec. 
[The  Queen  makes  no  anfwer,  rifes  out  of  her  chair  ^ 

goes  about  the  Court,  comes  to  the  King,  and  kneels  at 

his  feet ;  then  [peaks  {] 

Queen.  Sir,  I  defire  you,  do  me  right  and  juftice  i 
And  to  beftow  your  pity  on  me ;  for 
I  am  a  moft  poor  Woman,  and  a  ftranger, 
Born  out  of  your  dominions    having  here 
No  judge  indifPrent,  and  no  more  affurance 
Of  equal  friendfhip  and  proceeding.   Alas,  Sir, 
In  what  have  I  offended  you  ?  what  caufe 
Hath  my  behaviour  giv'n  to  your  difpleafure, 
That  thus  you  mould  proceed  to  put  me  off, 
And  take  your  good  grace  from  me?  Heaven  wit- 
nefs, 

I've  been  to  you  a  true  and  humble  wife, 

At  all  times  to  your  will  conformable: 

Ever  in  fear  to  kindle  your  diflike, 

Yea,  fubjeclto  your  count'nance;  glad  or  lorry, 

As  I  faw  it  inclin'd :  when  was  the  hour, 

I  ever  contradicted  your  defire  ? 

Or  made  it  not  mine  too  ?  which  of  your  friends 

Have  I  not  {trove  to  love,  although  I  knew 

He  were  mine  enemy  ?  what  friend  of  mine, 

That  had  to  him  deriv'd  your  anger,  did  I 

Continue  in  my  liking?  nay,  gave  notice, 

He  was  from  thence  difcharg'd.    Sir,  call  to  mind, 

That  I  have  been  your  wife,  in  this  obedience, 

Upward  of  twenty  years  ;  and  have  been  bleft 

With  many  children  by  you.    If  in  the  courfe 

And 
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And  procefs  of  this  time  you  can  report, 
And  prove  it  too,  againft  mine  honour  aught, 
My  bond  of  wedlock,  or  my  love  and  duty, 
Againft  your  iacred  perfon ;  in  God's  name, 
Turn  me  away :  and  Jet  the  foui'ft  contempt 
Shut  door  upon  me,  and  fo  give  me  up 
To  th'  fharpeft  kind  of  juftice.    Pleale  you,  Sira 
The  King  your  father  was  reputed  for 
A  Prince  molt  prudent,  of  an  excellent 
And  unmatch'd  wit  and  judgment.  Ferdinand 
My  father,  King  of  Spain,  was  reckoned  one 
The  wifeft  Prince  that  there  had  reign'd,  by  many 
A  year  before.    It  is  not  to  be  queftion'd 
That  they  had  gathered  a  wife  Council  to  them 
Of  ev'ry  realm,  that  did  debate  this  bufinefs, 
Who  deem'd  our  marriage  lawful.    Wherefore  hum« 
bly, 

Sir,  I  befeech  you,  fpare  me,  'till  I  may 
Be  by  my  friends  in  Spain  advis'd  \  whofe  counfel 
I  will  implore.    If  not,  i'th'  name  of  God, 
Your  pleafure  be  fulfilled! 

Wol,  You  have  here,  lady* 
(And  of  your  choice)  thefe  rev'rend  fathers,  men 
Of  fingular  integrity  and  learning: 
Yea,  the  elect  o'th'land,  who  are  afTembled 
To  plead  your  caule.    It  mail  be  therefore  bootleg 
That  longer  you  defer  the  Court,  as  well 
For  your  own  quiet,  as  to  redfcifie 
What  is  imfettled  in  the  King. 

Cam.  His  Grace 
Hath  fpoken  well  and  juftly  j  therefore,  Madam* 
It's  fit  this  royal  Seffion  do  proceed 
And  that  without  delay  their  arguments 
Be  now  produc'd,  and  heard. 

Queen.  Lord  Cardinal, 
To  you  I  fpeak. 

Wol  Your  pleafure,  Madam? 

C  c  2  Queen, 
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Queen.  Sir, 
I  am  about  to  weep ;  but  thinking  that 
We  are  a  Queen,  or  long  have  dream'd  fo  •,  certain, 
The  daughter  of  a  King  ;  my  drops  of  tears 
I'll  turn  to  fparks  of  fire. 

Wol.  Be  patient  yet  

Queen.  I  will,  when  you  are  humble :  nay,  before  j 
Or  God  will  punifh  me.    I  do  believe, 
Induc'd  by  potent  circumftances,  that 
You  are  mine  enemy,  and  make  my  challenge; 
You  (hall  not  be  my  judge.    For  it  is  you 
Have  blown  this  coal  betwixt  my  lord  and  me; 
"Which  God's  dew  quench  !  therefore,  I  fay  again, 
I  utterly  abhor,  yea,  from  my  foul 
Refufe  you  for  my  judge  ;  whom  yet  once  more 
I  hold  my  molt  malicious  foe,  and  think  not 
At  all  a  friend  to  truth. 

Wol.  I  do  profefs, 
You  fpeak  not  like  yourfelf ;  who  ever  yet 
Have  flood  to  charity,  and  difplay'd  th'  effects 
Of  difpofition  gentle,  and  of  wifdom 
O'er- topping  woman's  power.    Madam,  you  wrong 
me. 

I  have  no  fpleen  again  ft  you,  nor  injuftice 
For  you,  or  any ;  how  far  I've  proceeded, 
Or  how  far  furcher  (hall,  is  warranted 
By  a  commifiion  from  the  Conliftory, 
Yea,  the  whole  Confift'ry  of  Rome.  You  charge  me, 
That  I  have  blown  this  coal  \  I  do  deny  it. 
The  King  is  prefent ;  if 't  be  known  to  him 
That  I  gainfay  my  deed,  how  may  he  wound, 
And  worthily,  my  falfhood?  yea,  as  much 
As  you  have  done  my  truth.    But  if  he  know 
That  I  am  free  of  your  report,  he  knows, 
I  am  not  of  your  wrong.    Therefore  in  him 
It  lyes  to  cure  me,  and  the  cure  is  to 
Remove  thefe  thoughts  from  you.  The  which  before 

His 
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His  Highnefs  fhall  fpeak  in,  I  do  befeech 

You,  gracious  Madam,  to  unthink  your  fpeaking  ; 

And  to  fay  fo  no  more. 

Queen.  My  lord,  my  lord, 
I  am  a  fimple  woman,  much  too  weak 
T'oppofe  your  cunning.   You  are  meek,  and  humble- 
mouth 'd  ; 

6  You  fign  your  place  and  calling,  in  full  feeming, 
With  meeknefs  and  humility ;  but  your  heart 
Is  cramm'd  with  arrogancy,  fpleen,  and  pride. 
You  have  by  fortune,  and  his  Highnefs'  favours, 
Gone  (lightly  o'er  low  fteps ;  and  now  are  mounted, 
Where  Pow'rs  are  your  retainers;  and  your  words, 
Domefticks  to  you,  ferve  your  will,  as't  pleafe 
Yourfelf  pronounce  their  office.    I  mud  tell  you, 
You  tender  more  your  perfon's  honour,  than 
Your  high  profeliion  fpiritual :  That  again 
I  do  refufe  you  for  my  judge  •,  and  here, 
Before  you  all,  appeal  unto  the  Pope, 
To  bring  my  whole  caufe  'fore  his  Holinefs; 
And  to  be  judg'd  by  him. 

[She  cur t fie s  to  the  King,  and  offers  to  depart. 

Cam.  The  Queen  is  obftinate, 
Stubborn  to  juftice,  apt  t'accufe  it,  and 
Difdainful  to  be  try'd  by't;  'tis  not  well, 
She's  going  away. 

King.  Call  her  again. 

Cryer.  Catharine,  Queen  of  England,  come  into  the 
Court. 

Ufher.  Madam,  you  are  call'd  back. 
Queen,  What  need  you  note  it?  pray  you,  keep 
your  way. 

When  you  are  call'd,  return,  Now  the  Lord  help, 
They  vex  me  pad  my  patience !  —  pray  yon,  pafs  on  ; 
1  will  not  tarry  %  no,  nor  ever  more 


6  You  fign  your  place  and  calling,  ]  Sign,  for  anfwer. 

C  c  §  Upon 
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Upon  this  bufinefs  my  appearance  make 
In  any  of  their  Courts. 

[ExeUHt  Queen  and  her  Attendants. 

SCENE  VII. 

King,  Go  thy  ways,  Kate  ; 
That  man  i'th'  world  who  fhall  report  he  has 
A  better  wife,  let  him  in  nought  be  trufted ; 
For  fpeaking  falfe  in  that.    Thou  art  alone, 
(If  thy  rare  qualities,  fweet  gentlenefs, 
Thy  meeknels  faint-like,  wife-like  government, 
Obeying  in  commanding,  and  thy  parts 
Sovereign  and  p:ous  elfe,  could  fpeak  thee  out) 
The  Queen  of  earthly  Queens.    She's  noble  born  i 
And,  like  her  true  nobility,  me  has 
Carried  her felf  tow'rds  me. 

Wot,  Mod  gracious  Sir, 
In  humble  manner  I  require  your  Highnefs, 
That  it  (hall  pleafe  you  to  declare,  in  hearing 
Of  all  thefe  ears  (for  where  I'm  robbM  and  bound, 
There  muft  I  beunloos'd;  7  although  not  there 
Aton'd,  and  fully  fatisfy'd  ;)  if  I 
Did  broach  this  bufinefs  to  your  Highnefs,  or 
Laid  any  fcruple  in  your  way,  which  might 
Induce  you  to  the  queftion  on't:  or  ever 
Have  to  you,  but  with  thanks  to  God  for  fuch 
A  royal  lady,  fpake  one  the  leaft  word. 
That  might  be  prejudice  of  her  prefent  ftate, 
Or  touch  of  her  good  perfon  ? 

j  ■  although  not  there 

At  once,  and  fully  fati.ffd\  ]   What  he  aims  at  is 

this ;  where  I  am  robbed  and  bound,  there  muft  I  be  unloofed, 
tho'  the  injurers  be  not  there  to  make  me  fatisfaction :  as  much 
as  to  fay,  I  owe  fo  much  to  my  own  innocence,  as  to  clear  up 
my  character,  tho'  I  do  not  expect  my  wrongers  will  do  me 
juilice.    It  feems  then  that  Shake fpear  wrote, 

Aton'p,  and  fully  fatisfyd.  — — 

King. 


King  Henry  VIII. 

King.  My  lord  Cardinal, 
I  do  excufe  you    yea,  upon  mine  honour, 
I  free  you  from't :  you  are  not  to  be  taught, 
That  you  have  many  enemies,  that  know  not 
Why  they  are  fo  *,  but,  like  the  village  curs, 
Bark  when  their  fellows  do.    By  fome  of  thefc 
The  Queen  is  put  in  anger;  y'are  excus'd : 
But  will  you  be  more  juftify'd  ?  you  ever 
Have  wifh'd  the  fleeping  of  this  bufinefs,  never 
DehYd  it  to  be  ftirr'd ;  but  oft  have  hindred 
The  paflages  made  tow'rds  it :  —  On  my  honour, 
I  fpeak  my  good  lord  Cardinal  to  this  point ; 
And  thus  far  clear  him.    Now,  what  mov'd  me  to't, 
I  will  be  bold  with  time  and  your  attention  : 
Then  mark  tW  inducement.    Thus  it  c^me;  give 
heed  to't. 

My  confcience  firft.  receiv'd  a  tendernefs, 

Scruple,  and  prick,  on  certain  fpeeches  utter'd 

By  th'  bifhop  of  Bay  on  9  then  French  ambaflfador  5 

Who  had  been  hither  fent  on  the  debating 

A  marriage  'twixt  the  Duke  of  Orleans  and 

Our  daughter  Mary :  Pth'  progrefs  of  this  bufinefs, 

Ere  a  determinate  refolution,  he 

(I  mean  the  bifhop)  did  require  a  refpite  ; 

Wherein  he  might  the  King  his  lord  advertife, 

Whether  our  daughter  were  legitimate, 

Refpecling  this  our  marriage  with  the  Dowager, 

Sometime  our  brother's  wife.    This  refpite  fhook 

The  Bofom  of  my  confcience,  enter'd  me, 

Yea,  with  a  fplitting  power  ;  and  made  to  tremble 

The  region  of  my  breaft ;  which  forc'd  fuch  way, 

That  many  maz'd  confiderings  did  throng, 

And  preft  in  with  this  caution.    Firft,  methought, 

I  flood  not  in  the  fmile  of  heav'n,  which  had 

Commanded  nature,  that  my  lady's  womb 

(If  it  conceiv'd  a  male-child  by  me)  mould 

Do  no  more  Offices  of  life  to't,  than 

C  c  4  The 


King  Henry  VIII. 

The  grave  does  to  the  dead  •,  for  her  male-ifiue 
Or  died  where  they  were  made,  or  fhortly  after 
This  world  had  air'd  them.  Hence  I  took  a  thought, 
This  was  a  judgment  on  me,  that  my  kingdom 
(Well  worthy  the  bed  heir  o'  th'  world)  mould  not 
Be  gladded  in't  by  me.    Then  follows,  that 
I  weigh'd  the  danger  which  my  realms  flood  in 
By  this  my  iffue's  fail ;  and  that  gave  to  me 
Many  a  groaning  throe:  thus  hulling  in 
The  wild  fea  of  my  conference,  I  did  fleer 
Towards  this  remedy,  whereupon  we  are 
Now  prefent  here  together ;  that's  to  fay, 
1  mean  to  reclifie  my  confeience,  (which 
I  then  did  feel  full-fick,  and  yet  not  well  ;) 
By  all  the  rev'rend  fathers  of  the  land 
And  doctors  learn'd.    Firft,  I  began  in  private 
With  you,  my  lord  of  Lincoln ;  you  remember, 
How  under  my  oppreflion  I  did  reek, 
When  I  firft  mov'd  you. 
Lin,  Very  well,  my  liege. 

King.  I  have  fpoke  long ;  be  pleas'd  yourfelf  to  fay 
How  far  you  fatisfy'd  me. 

Lin.  Pieafe  your  Highnefs, 
The  queftion  did  at  firft  fo  ftagger  me, 
Bearing  a  ftate  of  mighty  moment  in't, 
And  cenfequence  of  dread;  that  I  committed 
The  daring'ft  counfel,  which  I  had,  to  doubt: 
And  did  intreat  your  Highnefs  to  this  courfe, 
Which  you  are  running  here. 

King.  I  then  mov'd  you, 
My  lord  of  Canterbury  •,  and  got  your  leave 
To  make  this  prefent  fu mm ons:  Unfollicited 
1  left  no  rev'rend  perfon  in  this  Court, 
But  by  particular  confent  proceeded 
Under  your  hands  and  ieals.    Therefore  go  on  ; 
For  no  difiike  i'  th'  world  againft  the  perfon 
Of  our  good  Queen,  but  the  fharp  thorny  points 
Of  my  alledged  reafons  drive  this  forward, 

Prove 
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Prove  but  our  marriage  lawful,  by  my  life 
And  kingly  dignity,  we  are  contented 
To  wear  our  mortal  ftate  to  come,  with  her, 
(Catharine  our  Queen)  before  the  primeft  creature 
That's  paragon'd  i*  th*  world. 

Cam.  So  pleafe  your  Highnefs, 
The  Queen  being  ablent,  'tis  a  needful  fitnefs 
That  we  adjourn  this  Court  to  further  day  5 
Mean  while  muft  be  an  earned  motion 
Made  to  the  Queen,  to  call  back  her  appeal 
She  intends  to  his  Holinefs. 

King.  I  may  perceive, 
Thefe  Cardinals  trifle  with  me :  I  abhor 
This  dilatory  floth,  and  tricks  of  Rome. 
My  learn'd  and  well-beloved  fervant  Cranmer, 
Pr'ythee,  return  !  with  thy  approach,  I  know, 
My  comfort  comes  along.   Break  up  the  Court; 
I  fay,  fet  on.         [Exeunt,  in  manner  as  they  enter*  d. 


ACT  III.     SCENE  L 

The  Queen'*  Apartment. 
The  Queen  and  her  Women^  as  at  Work. 

QjJ  E  E  N. 

'Hp  AKE  thy  lute,  wench,  my  foul  grows  fad  with 
*        troubles : 

Sing,  and  difperfe  'em,  if  thou  canft :  leave  working. 

SONG. 

ORpheus  with  his  lute  made  trees , 
And  the  mountain- tops ,  .that freeze  ^ 
Bow  them/elves  when  he  did  Jing. 
To  his  muficky  plants  and  flowers 
Ever  fprung,  as  fun  and  fhowers 
%'here  had  made  a  lofting  fpring9 

Ev'ry 
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Evry  thing  that  heard  him  pldfc 
Ev'n  the  billows  of  the  feay 

Hung  their  Heads,  and  then  lay  by. 
In  fweet  mufick  is  fuch  art^ 
Killing-care,  and  grief  of  heart 

Fall  afleep,  or  hearing  die. 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 
Queen.  How  now? 

Gen  An'tpleafe your  Grace,  thetwogreat  Cardinals 

"Wait  in  the  prefence. 

Queen.  Would  they  fpeak  with  me  ? 

Gen.  They  will'd  me  fay  fo,  Madam. 

Queen.  Pray  their  Graces 
To  come  near ;  what  can  be  their  bufinefs 
With  me,  a  poor  weak  woman,  fall'n  from  favour? 
I  do  not  like  their  coming.    Now  I  think  on't, 
'They  (hould  be  good  men,  their  affairs  are  righteous, 
But  all  hoods  make  not  monks. 

Enter  the  Cardinals  Wolfey  and  Campeius. 

WoL  Peace  to  your  Highnefs ! 

Queen.  Your  Graces  find  me  here  part  of  a  houfe- 

wife, 

(I  would  be  all)  againft  the  worft  may  happen  : 
What  are  your  pleafures  with  me,  rev'rend  Lords  ? 

Wol.  May't  pleafe  you,  noble  Madam,  to  withdraw 
Into  your  private  chamber  \  we  fhall  give  you 
The  full  caufe  of  our  coming. 

Queen.  Speak  it  here. 
There's  nothing  I  have  done  yet,  o'  my  conference, 
Deierves  a  corner  ;  'would,  all  other  women 

i  The*;  Jkculd  be  good  men,  their  affairs  art  righteous,]  Affairs, 
for  pro/ ejjions',  and  then  the  fen!e     clear  and  pertinent.  The  pro 
pofition  is,  they  are  priefts.    The  illation,  therefore   they  are 
good  men  ;  for  being  underftood  :  Bat  if  affairs  be  interpreted 
in  its  common  fignihcation,  the  lenience  is  abiurd. 

Could 
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Could  fpeak  this  with  as  free  a  foul  as  I  do! 
My  Lords,  I  care  not  (fo  much  I  am  happy 
Above  a  number)  if  my  actions 
Were  try'd  by  ev'ry  tongue,  ev'ry  eye  faw  'em  ; 
Envy  and  bafe  opinion  fet  againft  'em  ; 
I  know  my  life  fo  even.    If  your  bufinefs 
Do  feek  me  out,  and  that  way  I  am  wife  in, 
Out  with  it  boldly  :  truth  loves  open  dealing. 

Wol.  Tanta  eft  erga  te  mentis  integritas^  Regina  Sere- 
nijjima^  

Queen.  O,  good  my  lord,  no  latin  \ 
I  am  not  fuch  a  truant,  fince  my  coming, 
As  not  to  know  the  language  I  have  liv'd  in. 
A  ftrange  tongue  makes  my  caufe  more  ftrange,  fufpi- 
cious : 

Pray,  fpeak  in  Englifij\  here  are  fome  will  thank  you, 
If  you  fpeak  truth,  for  their  poor  miftrefs*  fake. 
Believe  me,  fhe  has  had  much  wrong.  Lord  Cardinal, 
The  willing'ft  fin  I  ever  yet  committed, 
May  be  abfolv'd  in  Englijh. 

Wol.  Noble  lady, 
I'm  forry  my  Integrity  fhould  breed 
(And  fervice  to  his  Majefty  and  you) 
So  deep  fufpicion,  where  all  faith  was  meant. 
We  come  not  by  the  way  of  accufation 
To  taint  that  honour,  every  good  tongue  blefles ; 
Nor  to  betray  you  any  way  to  forrow ; 
You  have  too  much,  good  lady  :  but  to  know 
How  you  (land  minded  in  the  weighty  diff'rence 
Between  the  King  and  you :  and  to  deliver, 
Like  free  and  honeft  men,  our  juft  opinions 
And  comforts  to  your  caufe. 

Cam-  Moft  honour'd  Madam, 
My  lord  of  Tork,  out  of  his  noble  nature, 
Zeal  and  obedience  he  ftill  bore  your  Grace, 
Forgetting,  like  a  good  man,  your  late  cenfure 
Both  of  his  truth  and  him  5  (which  was  too  far) 

Offers, 
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Ofrers,  as  I  do,  in  a  fign  of  peace 
His  fervicc  and  his  counfel.—— 

Queen.  To  betray  me. 
My  lords,  I  thank  you  both  for  your  good  Wilis, 
Yefpeak  like  honefl  men;  pray  God,  ye  prove  lb! 
But  how  to  make  ye  fuddenly  an  anlwer 
In  fuch  a  point  of  weight,  fo  near  mine  honour, 
(More  near  my  life,  I  fear,)  with  my  weak  wit, 
And  to  fuch  men  of  gravity  and  learning, 
In  truth,  I  know  not.    I  was  fet  at  work 
Among  my  maids ;  full  little,  God  knows,  looking 
Lither  for  fuch  men,  or  fuch  bufinefs. 
For  her  fake  that  I  have  been,  (for  I  feel 
The  laft  fit  of  my  greatnefs)  good  your  Graces, 
Let  me  have  time  and  counfel  for  my  caufe: 
Alas !  I  am  a  woman,  friendlefs,  hopelefs. 

Wol.  Madam,  you  wrong  the  King's  love  with  thole 
fears. 

Your  hopes  and  friends  are  infinite. 

Queen.  In  England, 
But  little  for  my  profit:  can  you  think,  lords, 
That  any  Englijh  man  dare  give  me  counfel  ? 
Or  be  a  known  friend  'gainft  his  Highnels'  pleafure, 
rt  (Though  he  be  grown  fo  defp'rate  to  be  honeftj 
And  live  a  fubjeel  ?  1  They,  forfooth,  my  friends 
They,  that  muft  weigh  out  my  afflictions, 
They,  that  my  truft  muft  grow  to,  live  not  here  y 
They  are,  as  all  my  comforts  are,  far  hence, 
In  my  own  country,  Lords. 

Cam.  I  would,  your  Grace 
Would  leave  your  griefs,  and  take  my  counfel. 

Queen.  How,  Sir  ? 

Cam.  Put  your  main  caufe  into  the  King's  protec- 
tion i 

He's  loving  and  moft  gracious,    'Twill  be  much 
Both  for  your  honour  better,  and  your  caufe  : 

a  Nay,  forfiiik/^  We  fhculd  read,  T iey ,/orjht?>. 

For 
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For  if  the  tryal  of  the  law  o'er-take  ye, 
You' 11  part  away  difgrac'd. 
JVol.  He  tells  you  rightly. 

Queen.  Ye  tell  me  what  ye  wifh  for  Both,  my 
ruin : 

Is  this  your  chriftian  counfel  ?  out  upon  ye! 
Heav'n  is  above  all  yet ;  there  fits  a  judge, 
That  no  King  can  corrupt. 

Cam.  Your  rage  mi  (takes  us. 

Queen.  The  more  fhame  for  ye ;  holy  men  I  thought 

ye, 

Upon  my  foul,  two  rev'rend  Cardinal  virtues ; 
But  Cardinal  fins,  and  hollow  hearts,  I  fear  ye : 
Mend  'em  for  fhame,  my  Jords :  is  this  your  comfort? 
The  cordial,  that  ye  bring  a  wretched  lady? 
A  woman  loft  among  ye,  laugh'd  at,  fcorn'd? 
I  will  not  wifti  ye  half  my  miferies, 
I  have  more  charity.     But  fay,  I  warn'd  ye; 
Take  heed,  take  heed,  for  heaven's  fake,  left  at  once, 
The  burthen  of  my  forrows  fall  upon  ye. 

JVol.  Madam,  this  is  a  meer  diftraclion; 
3  You  turn  the  good  we  offer  into  envy. 

Queen.  Ye  turn  me  into  nothing.    Wo  upon  ye, 
And  all  fuch  falfe  profeflors!  Would  you  have  me 
(If  you  have  anyjuftice,  any  pity, 
"  4  If  ye  be  any  thing,  but  churchmens'  habits) 
Put  my  fick  caufe  into  his  hands  that  hates  me? 
Alas!  h'as  banifh'd  me  his  bed  already; 
His  love,  too  long  ago.    I'm  old,  my  lords; 
And  all  the  fellowmip  I  hold  now  with  him 

3  Tou  turn  the  good  we  offer  into  envy.]  Envy,  for  evil. 

4  If ye  be  any  thing,  but  church?nen\  habits]  This  is  finely  ex* 
prefled.  Our  great  modern  poet  ufes  the  fame  thought : 

—     ■  If  the  Monarch  plays  the  Monk, 

If  Cobler-like  the  Parfon  uoill  be  drunk, 

Worth  makes  the  man,  and  Want  of  it,  the  Fellow ; 

The  reft  is  all  but  Leather  or  Prunello. 

Is 
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Is  only  my  obedience.    What  can  happen 

To  me,  above  this  wretchednefs  ?  all  your  dudies 

Make  me  a  curfe,  like  this! 

Cam.  Your  fears  are  worfe— • 

Queen.  Have  I  liv'd  thus  long  (let  me  fpeak  myfelf, 
Since  virtue  finds  no  friends J  a  wife,  a  true  one? 
A  woman  (I  dare  fay,  without  vain-glory  \  ) 
Never  yet  branded  with  fufpicion? 
Have  I,  with  all  my  full  affections 
Still  met  the  King?  lov'd  him  next  heav'n,  obey'd 
him  ? 

Been,  out  of  fondnefs,  fuperftitious  to  him  ? 
Almoft  forgot  my  prayers  to  content  him  ? 
And  am  I  thus  rewarded  ?  'tis  not  well,  lords. 
Bring  me  a  conftant  woman  to  her  husband, 
One,  that  ne'er  drearn'd  a  joy  beyond  his  pleafure; 
And  to  that  woman,  when  fhe  has  done  mod, 
Yet  will  I  add  an  honour  •,  a  great  patience. 

Wol.  Madam,  you  wander  from  the  good  we  aim  at. 

Queen.  My  lord,  I  dare  not  make  myfelf  fb  guilty, 
To  give  up  willingly  that  noble  title 
Your  matter  wed  me  to:  nothing  but  death 
Shall  e'er  divorce  my  dignities. 

Wol.  Pray,  hear  me  

Queen.  'Would  I  had  never  trod  this  Englijh  earth, 
Or  felt  the  flatteries  that  grow  upon  it ! 
Ye've  angels'  faces,  but  heav'n  knows  your  hearts. 
What  mall  become  of  me  now !  wretched  lady ! 
I  am  the  mod  unhappy  woman  living. 
Alas!  poor  wenches,  where  are  now  your  fortunes? 

\Jt i  her  women, 
Ship-wreck'd  upon  a  kingdom,  where  no  pity, 
No  friends,  no  hope!  no  kindred  weep  forme! 
Almoft,  no  grave  allow'd  me!  like  the  lilly, 
That  once  was  miftrefs  of  the  field  and  flourifh'd, 
I'll  hang  my  head,  and  perilh. 

Wol.  If  your  Grace 

Could 
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Could  but  be  brought  to  know,  our  ends  are  honeft  ; 
You'd  feel  more  comfort.  Why  mould  we,  good 
lady, 

Upon  what  caufe,  wrong  you  ?  alas !  our  places. 
The  way  of  our  profefiion  is  againft  it : 
We  are  to  cure  fuch  forrows,  not  to  fow  'em. 
For  goodnefs'  fake,  confider  what  you  do; 
How  you  may  hurt  yourfelf  nay,  utterly 
Grow  from  the  King's  acquaintance,  by  this  carriage. 
The  hearts  of  Princes  kiis  obedience, 
So  much  they  love  it:  but  to  ftubborn  fpirits, 
They  fwell  and  grow  as  terrible  as  ftorms. 
I  know,  you  have  a  gentle,  noble,  temper, 
A  foul  as  even  as  a  calm  •,  pray,  think  us 
Thofe  we  profefs,  peace-makers,  friends  and  fervants. 
Cam.  Madam,  you'll  find  it  fo :  you  wrong  your 
virtues 

With  thefe  weak  womens'  fears.    A  noble  fpirit, 
As  yours  was  put  into  you,  ever  cafts 
Such  doubts,  as  falfe  coin,  from  it.    The  King  loves 
you; 

Beware,  you  lofe  it  not-,  for  us  (if  you  pleafe 
To  truft  us  in  your  bufinefs)  we  are  ready 
To  ufe  our  utmoft  ftudies  in  your  fervice. 

Queen.  Do  what  you  will,  my  lords ;  and,  pray, 
forgive  me, 
If  T  have  us'd  myfelf  unmannerly. 
You  know,  I  am  a  woman,  lacking  v/it 
To  make  a  feemly  anfwer  to  fuch  perfons. 
Pray,  do  my  fervice  to  his  Majefty. 
He  has  my  heart  yet ;  and  mail  have  my  prayers, 
While  I  mall  have  my  life.    Come,  rev'rend  fathers ; 
Beftow  your  counfels  on  me.    She  now  begs, 
That  little  thought,  when  me  fet  footing  here, 
She  mould  have  bough:  her  dignities  fo  dear.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  II. 

Antechamber  to  the  King's  Apartments. 

Enter  Duke  o/Norfolk,  Duke  of  Suffolk,  Lord  Surrrey, 
and  Lord  Chamberlain. 

jVSr.TF  you  will  now  unite  in  your  complaints, 
A    And  force  them  with  a  conftancy,  the  Car- 
dinal 

Cannot  ftand  under  them.    If  you  omit 
The  offer  of  this  time,  I  cannot  promife, 
But  that  you  fhall  fuftain  more  new  difgraces, 
With  thefe  you  bear  already. 

Sur.  I  am  joyful 
To  meet  the  leaft  occafion  that  may  give  me 
Remembrance  of  my  father-in-law,  the  Duke, 
To  be  reveng'd  on  him. 

Suf.  Which  of  the  peers 
Have  uncontemn'd  gone  by  him,  5  or  at  lead: 
Stood  not  neglected  ?  6  when  did  he  regard 
The  ftamp  of  noblenefs  in  any  perfon 
Out  oft  himfelf? 

Cham.  My  lords,  you  fpeak  your  pleafures : 

£  ■   —  or  at  leaft 

Strangely  ntgU&ted  1  ]  The  plain  fenfe  requires  U5 

to  read,  stood  not  neglected, 

6   ■    ■  1       '  voben  did  he  regard 

The  ftamp  cf  noblenefs  in  any  perfon 

Out  of  himfelf?]  The  exprelnon  is  bsd,  and  the  thought 
falfe.  For  it  fappofes  IVolfej  to  be  nolle  %  which  was  not  f o  ;  v.e 
Ihoald  read  and  point, 

 ivhen  did  he  regard 

The  ftamp  of  nobUnefs  in  any  per  Jon  %, 
Out  of't  himfelf? 

i.  e.  when  did  he  regard  noblenefs  of  blocd  in  another ;  having 
r.oae  of  his  own  to  value  himfelf  upon. 

What 
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What  he  deferves  of  you  and  me,  I  know: 
What  we  can  do  to  him,  (though  now  the  time 
Give  way  to  us)  I  much  fear.    If  you  cannot 
Bar  his  acceis  to  the  King,  never  attempt 
Any  thing  on  him  ;  for  he  hath  a  witchcraft 


Nor.  O,  fear  him  not, 
His  fpell  in  that  is  out  j  the  King  hath  found 
Matter  againft  him,  that  for  ever  mars 
The  honey  of  his  language.    No,  he's  fettled, 
Not  to  come  off,  in  his  mod  high  difpleafure. 

Sur.  I  fhould  be  glad  to  hear  fuch  news  as  this 
Once  every  ho  jr. 

Nor.  Believe  it,  this  is  true. 
In  the  Divorce,  his  contrary  proceedings 
Are  all  unfolded  *,  wherein  he  appears, 
As  I  would  wifh  mine  enemy. 

Sur.  How  came 
His  practices  to  light? 
Suf.  Mod  ftrangely. 
Sur.  How  ? 

Suf.  The  Cardinal's  letters  to  the  Pope  mifcarried, 
And  came  to  th'eye  o'  th'  King  •,  wherein  was  read, 
How  that  the  Cardinal  did  intreat  his  Holinefs 
To  (lay  the  Judgment  o'  th*  Divorce ;  for  if 
It  did  take  place,  J  do,  quoth  he,  perceive 
My  King  is  tangled  in  affection  to 
A  creature  of  the  Qjeen's,  lady  Anne  Bulkn* 

Sur.  Has  the  King  this-? 

Suf.  Believe  it. 

Sur.  Will  this  work  ? 

Cham.  The  King  in  this  perceives  him,  how  hecoafo 
7  And  edges  his  own  way.    But  in  this  point 

7  And  hedgls  bii    UM "Uiay.  ]  It  is  not  (aid,  that  the  King 

perceives  how  he  obftrusis  his  own  way  ;  but  bow  obliquely  he 
purfues  it :  we  Qiould  read  therefore, 


Over  the  King  in's  tongue. 
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All  his  tricks  founder ;  and  he  brings  his  phyfick 
After  his  patient's  death  ;  the  King  already 
Hath  married  the  fair  lady. 
Sur.  'Would  he  had! 

Suf.  May  you  be  happy  in  your  wifli,  my  lord, 
For,  I  profefs,  you  have  it. 

Sur.  Now  all  joy 
Trace  the  conjunction  I 

Suf.  My  Amen  to't! 

Nor.  All  mens' ! 

Suf.  There's  order  given  for  her  Coronotion  : 
Marry,  this  is  yet  but  young  •,  and  may  be  left 
To  fome  ears  unrecounted.    But,  my  lords, 
She  is  a  gallant  creature,  and  compleat 
In  mind  and  feature.    I  perfuade  me,  from  her 
Will  fall  fome  blefling  to  this  land,  which  mall 
In  it  be  memorized. 

Sur.  But  will  the  King 
Digeft  this  letter  of  the  Cardinal's? 
The  lord  forbid ! 

Nor.  Marry,  Amen! 

Suf.  No,  no: 
There  be  more  wafps,  that  buz  about  his  noie. 
Will  make  this  (ling  the  fooner.    Cardinal  Campeius 
Is  (torn  away  to  Rome,  has  ta'en  no  leave, 
Hath  left  the  caufe  o'th'  King  unhandled  ;  and 
Is  pofted,  as  the  agent  of  our  Cardinal, 
To  fecond  all  his  plot.    I  do  allure  you, 
The  King cry'd,  ha!  at  this. 

Cham.  Now,  God  incenfe  him; 
And  let  him  cry,  ha,  louder! 

Nor.  But,  my  lord, 
When  returns  Cranmer* 

Suf.  He  is  return'd  with  his  opinions,  which 
Have'fatisfy'd  the  King  for  his  Divorce, 
Gathered  from  all  the  famous  colleges 
Almuit  in  Chriftendom  \  fhortly,  1  believe, 
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His  fecond  marriage  fhall  be  publifh'd,  and 
Her  Coronation.    Catharine  no  more 
Shall  be  call'd  Queen  ;  but  Princefs  dowager, 
And  widow  to  Prince  Arthur. 

Ndr.  This  fame  Cranmer's 
A  worthy  fellow,  aYid  hath  ta'en  much  pain 
In  the  King's  bufmefs. 

Suf.  He  has,  and  we  fhall  fee  him 
For  it  an  Archbifhop. 

Nor.  So  I  hear. 

Suf.  'Tisfo. 

Enter  Wolfey  and  Cromwell, 

The  Cardinal- 

Nor.  Obferve,  obferve,  he's  moody. 

Wol.  The  packet,  Cromwell^ 
Gave  it  you  the  King? 

Crom.  To  his  own  hand,  in's  bed-chamber.  • 

Wol.  Look'd  he  o'th'  infide  of  the  paper  ? 

Crcm.  Prefently 
Fie  did  unfeal  them,  and  the  firft  he  view'd, 
He  did  it  with  a  ferious  mind  •,  a  heed 
Was  in  his  countenance.    You  he  bad 
Attend  him  here  this  morning. 

Wol.  Is  he  ready  to  come  abroad? 

Crom.  I  think,  by  this  he  is. 

Wol.  Leave  me  a  while.  [Exit  Cromwell, 

It  fhall  be  to  the  Dutchefs  of  Alanfon^  [Afide* 
The  French  King's  filler;  he  fhall  marry  her. 

Anne  Bullen!  no,  Pil  no  Anne  Bullens  for  him,  

There's  more  in't  than  fair  vifage — Bullen!  

No,  we'll  no  Bullens! — fpeedily,  I  wifh 

To  hear  from  Rome  the  march ionefs  of  Pern* 

broke!.  

Nor.  He's  difcontented. 

Suf  May  be,  he  hears  the  King 
Does  whet  his  anger  to  him. 

D  d  2  Sur. 
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Sur.  Sharp  enough, 
Lord,  for  thyjuftice! 

Wol.  [4fide.~\  The  late  Queen's  gentlewoman!  a 
Knight's  daughter ! 
To  be  her  miftrefs'  miftrefs!  the  Queen's  Queen!  — 
This  candle  burns  not  clear :  'tis  I  muft  fnurf  it. 
Then  out  it  goes — what  though  I  know  her  virtuous, 
And  well  deferving  ?  yet  I  know  her  for 
A  fpleeny  Lutheran ;  and  not  wholefome  to 
Our  caufe,  that  me  mould  lye  i'th*  bofome  of 
Our  hard-rul'd  King.    Again,  there  is  fprung  up 
An  heretick,  an  arch  one,  Cranmer  ;  one, 
Hath  crawl'd  into  the  favour  of  the  King, 
And  is  his  oracle. 

Nor.  He's  vex'd  at  fomething. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  King,  reading  of  a  fchedule  ;  and  Lovel. 

Sur.  I  would,  'twere  fomething  'that  would  fret  the 
firing, 

The  mafter-cord  of's  heart! 

Suf.  The  King,  the  King,"  •«  

King.  What  piles  of  wealth  hath  he  accumulated 
To  his  own  portion  !  what  expence  by  th*  hour 
Seems  to  flow  from  him !  how,  i'th'  name  of  thrift, 
Does  he  rake  this  together!  Now,  my  lords; 
-Saw  you  the  Cardinal  ? 

Nor.  My  lord,  we  have 
Stood  here  obferving  him.    Some  ftrange  Commo- 
tion 

Is  in  his  brain;  he  bites  his  lip,  and  ftarts ; 
*  Stops  on  a  fuddtn,  looks  upon  the  ground, 

8  Stops  on  a  fudden,  &c]  How  well  the  poet  copies  nature 
here,  we  may  fee  by  Sallujfs  defcription  of  Catiline\  agitations, 
Citus  modo,  ?nodo  tardus  incejfus  prorfus  in  facie  *vecordia  ine- 
rat. 

Then 
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Then  lays  his  finger  on  his  temple;  ftrair, 
Springs  out  into  tad  gate,  then  flops  again  ; 
Strikes  His  bread  hard,  and  then  anon  he  cafts 
His  eye    againft  the  moon     in  moft  ftrange  po- 
dges 

We've  feen  him  fet  himfelf. 

King.  It  may  well  be, 
There  is  a  mutiny  in's  mind.    This  morning 
Papers  of  ftate  he  lent  me  to  perufe, 
As  I  requir'd  •,  and,  wot  you,  what  I  found 
There,  on  my  confeience  put  unwittingly? 
Forfooth,  an  inventory,  thus  importing; 
The  fevcral  parcels  of  his  plate,  his  trealure, 
Rich  (luffs  and  ornaments  of  houfhold,  which 
1  find  at  fuch  proud  rate,  that  it  out-fpeaks 
PofTeflion  of  a  ilibjecTt. 

Nor.  It's  heavVs  will; 
Some  fpirit  put  this  paper  in  the  packet, 
To  bleis  your  eye  withal. 

King.  If  we  did  think, 
His  contemplations  were  above  the  earth, 
And  nVd  on  fpiritual  objects,  he  fhould  dill 
Dwell  in  his  mufings;  but,  I  am  afraid, 
His  thinkings  are  below  the  moon,  nor  worth 
His  ferious  confidering. 

[He  takes  his  feat,  wbifpers  Love],  who  goes  to 
Wolfcy. 

IVol.  Heav'n  forgive  me  

Ever  God  blefs  your  Highnefs!  ■■ 

King.  Good  my  Lord, 
You  are  full  of  heav'nly  fluff,  and  bear  the  inventory 
Of  your  bed  graces  in  your  mind    the  which 
You  were  now  running  o'er  \  you  have  fcarce  time 
To  Heal  from  fpiritual  leiiure  a  brief  fpan, 
To  keep  your  earthly  audit  \  lure,  in  that 
I  deem  you  an  ill  husband,  and  am  glad 
To  have  you  therein  my  companion. 

D  d  3  Wol 
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Wol  Sir, 
For  holy  offices  I  have  a  time ; 
A  time,  to  think  upon  the  part  of  bufmefs 
I  bear  i'th'  flate    and  nature  does  require 
Her  times  of  prefervation,  which,  perforce, 
1  her  frail  fon,  among!!:  my  brethren  mortal, 
Mud  give  my  tendance  to. 

King.  You  have  faid  well. 

Wol.  And  ever  may  your  Highnefs  yoke  together, 
As  I  will  lend  you  caufe,  my  doing  well 
With  my  well  faying! 

King.  'Tis  well  faid  again; 
And  'tis  a  kind  of  good  deed  to  fay  well. 
And  yet  words  are  no  deeds.    My  father  lov'd 

He  faid,  he  did:  and  with  his  deed  did  crown 
His  word  upon  you.    Since  I  had  my  office, 
I've  kept  you  next  my  heart;  have  not  alone 
Imploy'd  you  where  high  profits  might  come  home  ; 
But  par' d  my  prefent  havings,  to  bellow 
My  bounties  upon  you. 

Wol.  What  ffiould  this  mean  ?  [Jfide. 

Sur.  The  lord  increafe  this  bufmefs!  \Aftde% 

King.  Have  I  not  made  you 
The  prime  man  of  the  ftate?  I  pray  you,  tell  me, 
If  what  1  now  pronounce,  you  have  found  true  : 
And,  if  you  may  confefs  it,  fay  withal, 
If  you  are  bound  to  us,  or  no?  what  fay  you  ? 

Wol.  My  Sovereign,  I  confefs  your  royal  graces 
Showr'd  on  me  daily  have  been  more  than  could 
My  ftudied  purpofes  requite,  which  went 
9  Beyond  all  man's  endeavours.    My  endeavours 
Have  ever  come  too  more  of  my  defires, 
Yet,  fili'd  with  my  abilities,  mine  own  Ends 

9  Beyond  all  man*s  endeavours.  ]  Endeavours  for  deferts, 

But  the  Oxford  Editor,  not  knowing  the  fen  fie  in  which  th*  word 
is  here  ultd,  alters  it  to  ambition. 

Have 


King  Henry  VIII.  40 

1  Live  been  mine  fo,  that  evermore  they  pointed 
To  th'  good  of  your  mod  facred  perfon,  and 
The  profit  of  the  ftate :  For  your  great  graces 
Heap' J  upon  me,  poor  undeferver,  I 
Can  nothing  render  but  allegiant  thanks, 
My  pray'rs  to  heav'n  for  you-,  my  loyalty, 
Which  ever  has,  and  ever  fhall  be  growing, 
'Till  death,  that  winter,  kill  it. 

King,  Fairly  anfwer'd  : 
A  loyal  and  obedient  lubject  is 
Therein  illuftrated;  the  honour  of  it 
Does  pay  the  ad  of  it,  as  i'th'  contrary 
The  foulnefs  is  the  punifhment.    I  preiume, 
That  as  my  hand  has  open'd  bounty  to  you, 
My  heart  dropp'd  love*  my  pow'r  rain'd  honour 
more 

On  you,  than  any  ;  fo  your  hand  and  heart, 
Your  brain,  and  ev'ry  function  of  your  power, 
Should  notwithstanding  that  your  bond  of  Duty, 
As  'twere  in  love's  particular,  be  more 
To  me,  your  friend,  than  any. 

Wol.  I  profefs, 
That  for  your  Highnefs'  good  I  ever  labour'd, 
More  than  mine  own ;  that  am  I,  have  been,  will 
be : 

Though  all  the  world  mould  crack  their  duty  to 
you. 

And  throw  it  from  their  foul ;  though  perils  did 
Abound  as  thick  as  thought  could  make  'em,  and 
Appear  in  forms  more  horrid    yet  my  duty, 
As  doth  a  rock  againft  the  chiding  flood, 
Should  the  approach  of  this  wild  river  break, 
And  ftand  unfhaken  yours. 

King.  'Tis  nobly  fpoken ; 
Take  notice,  lords,  he  has  a  loyal  bread, 
For  you  have  feen  him  open't.    Read  o'er  this, 

[Giving  him  papers. 
D  d  4  And, 
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And,  after,  this;  and  then  to  breakfaft,  with 
What  appetite  you  may. 

[Exit  King,  frowning  upon  Cardinal  Wolfey ;  the 
Nobles  throng  after  him,  whifpering  and  failing* 

SCENE  IV. 

WoL  What  mould  this  mean? 
:  What  fudden  anger's  this?  how  have  I  reap* J  it  ? 
4  He  parted  frowning  from  me,  as  if  ruin 
8  Leap'd  from  his  eyes.    So  looks  the  chafed  lion 
4  Upon  the  daring  huntfman,  that  has  gaii'd  him; 
1  Then  makes  him  nothing.    I  mull  read  this  paper: 

I  fear,  the  (lory  of  his  anger— 'tis  fo  

This  paper  has  undone  me — 'tis  th*  account 
Of  all  that  world  of  wealth  I've  drawn  together 
For  mine  own  ends ;  indeed,  to  gain  the  Popedom, 
And  fee  my  friends  in  Rome.    O  negligence, 
Fit  for  a  fool  to  fall  by  !  What  crols  devil 
Made  me  put  this  main  fecret  in  the  packet 
I  fent  the  King?  is  there  no  way  to  cure  this? 
No  new  device  to  beat  this  from  his  brains  ? 
I  know,  'twill  ftir  him  ftrongly  ;  yet  I  know 
A  way,  if  it  take  right,  in  fpight  of  fortune 

Will  bring  me  off  again.    What's  this-  To  the 

Pope? 

The  letter,  as  I  live,  with  all  the  bufinefs 

I  writ  to's  Holinefs.    Nay,  thenfarewel; 

I've  touch'd  the  highefl  point  of  all  my  Greatoeis; 

And  from  that  full  meridian  of  my  glory 

I  hafte  now  to  my  fetting.    *  I  fhall  fall, 

*  Like  a  bright  exhalation  in  the  evening ; 

c  And  no  man  fee  me  more. 


S  C  £  N  £ 
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SCENE  V. 

Enter  to  Wolfey,  the  Dukes  of  Norfolk  and  Suffolk, 
the  Earl  of  Surrey,  and  the  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Nor.  Hear  the  King's  pleafure,  Cardinal,  who 
commands  you 
To  render  up  the  Great  Seal  prefently 
Into  our  hands,  and  to  confine  yourfeif 
To  Afher-houfe^  my  lord  of  Wincbefter\ 
•Till  you  hear  further  from  his  Highnefs. 

Wol.  Stay: 

Where's  your  ccmmiflion,  lords?  words  cannot  carry 

Authority  fo  mighty. 

Suf.  Who  dare  crofs  *em5 
Bearing  the  King's  will  from  his  mouth  exprefly  ? 

Wol.  1  'Till  I  find  more  than  will,  or  words  to 
do  it, 

(I  mean,  your  malice ;)  know,  officious  lords, 

I  dare,  and  muft  deny  it.    Now  I  feel 

Of  what  coarfe  metal  ye  are  molded,— Envy : 

How  eagerly  ye  follow  my  difgrace, 

As  if  it  fed  ye;  and  how  fieek,  and  wanton, 

Y'appear  in  ev'ry  thing  may  bring  my  ruin. 

1  v77// 1  find  more  than  will,  or  words  to  do  it, 

( 1  mean  your  malice ;)  know  1  dare—  deny  it.]  They  bid 

him  render  up  his  feal.  He  anfwers,  wbere's  your  commijjiont 
They  fay,  we  bear  the  King's  will from  bis  mouth.  He  replies, 
yTiil  I  find,  Sec.  i.  e.  all  the  will  or  words  I  yet  difcover  pro- 
ceed from  your  malice ;  and,  'till  I  find  more  than  that,  I  mall 
not  comply  with  your  demand.  One  would  think  this  plain 
enough  ;  yet  the  Oxford  Editor,  in  the  rage  of  emendation, 
alters  the  line  thus, 

Whilji  I  find  more  than  bis  will,  or  words  to  it, 
I  mean  your  ?nalice,  Sec. 

which  bears  this  noble  fenfe,  worthy  a  wife  Lord  Chancellor: 
Whilft  I  find  your  malice  joined  to  the  King's  will  and  pleafure, 
I  fhall  not  obey  that  will  and  pleafure. 

Follow 
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Follow  your  envious  courfes,  men  of  malice; 
You've  chriftian  warrant  for  'em,  and,  no  doubt, 
In  time  will  find  their  fit  rewards.    That  Seal, 
You  ask  with  luch  violence,  the  King 
(Mine  and  your  mafter)  with  his  own  hand  gave 
me  •, 

Bad  me  enjoy  it,  with  the  place  and  honours, 
During  my  life;  and,  to  confirm  his  goodnefs, 
Ty'd  it  by  letters  patents.    Now,  who'll  take  it? 

Sur.  The  King,  that  gave  it. 

Wol.  It  muft  be  himfelf  then. 

Sur.  Thou'rt  a  proud  traitor,  priefl. 

Wol.  Proud  lord,  thou  lied; 
Within  thefe  forty  hours  Surrey  dui  ft  better 
Have  burnt  that  tongue,  than  laid  fo. 

Sur.  Thy  ambition, 
Thou  fcarlet  fin,  robb  d  this  bewailing  land 
Of  noble  Buckingham ,  my  father- in-law  : 
The  heads  of  all  thy  brother  Cardinals, 
(With  thee,  and  all  thy  bell  parts  bound  together,) 
Weigh'd  not  a  hair  of  his.    Plague  of  your  policy ! 
You  fent  me  Deputy  for  Ireland^ ' 
Far  from  his  fuccour ;  from  the  King ;  from  all, 
That  might  have  mercy  on  the  fault,  thou  gav^ft 
him: 

Whilft  your  great  goodnefs,  out  of  holy  pity, 
Abfolv'd  him  with  an  axe. 

Wcl.  This,  and  ail  elfe 
This  talking  lord  can  lay  upon  my  credit, 
I  anfwer,  is  mod  faife.    The  Duke  by  law 
Found  his  deferts.    How  innocent  I  was 
From  any  private  malice  in  his  end, 
His  noble  jury  and  foul  caufe  can  witnefs. 
]f  I  lov'd  many  words,  lord,  I  mould  tell  you, 
You  have  as  little  honefty  as  honour; 
That  I,  i'th'  way  of  loyalty  and  truth 
Toward  the  King,  my  ever-royal  mailer, 

Dare 
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Dare  mate  a  founder  man  than  Surrey  can  be, 
And  all  that  love  his  follies. 

Sur.  By  my  foul, 
Your  long  coat,  pried,  protects  you ;  thou  mould'ft 
feel 

My  fword  i'th'  life-blood  of  thee  elfe.    My  lords, 
Can  ye  endure  to  hear  this  arrogance? 
And  from  this  fellow  P  if  we  live  thus  tamely, 
To  he  thus  jaded  by  a  piece  of  fcarlet, 
Farewel,  nobility  •,  let  his  Grace  go  forward, 
And  dare  us  with  his  cap,  like  larks. 

Wol.  All  goodnefs 
Is  poifon  to  thy  ftomach. 

Sur.  Yes,  that  goodnefs 
Of  gleaning  all  the  land's  wealth  into  one, 
Into  your  own  hands,  Card'nal,  by  extortion  : 
The  goodnefs  of  your  intercepted  packets 
You  writ  to  th'  Pope,  againft  the  King ;  your  good- 
nefs, 

Since  you  provoke  me,  mail  be  moft  notorious. 

My  lord  of  Norfolk^  as  you're  truly  noble, 

As  you  refpecl  the  common  good,  the  ftate 

Of  our  defpis'd  nobility;  our  ifliies, 

Who,  if  he  live,  wiil  fcarce  be  gentlemen; 

Produce  the  grand  fum  of  his  fins,  the  articles 

Collected  from  his  life.    I'll  ftarde  you, 

Worfe  than  the  facring  bell,  when  the  brown  wench 

Lay  kitting  in  your  arms,  lord  Cardinal. 

Wol.  How  much,  methinks,  I  could  defpife  this 
man, 

But  that  I'm  bound  in  charity  againft  it! 

Nor.  Thofe  articles,  my  lord,  are  in  th*  King's 
hand : 

But  thus  much,  they  are  foul  ones. 

Wol.  So  much  fairer, 
And  fpotlefs,  mail  mine  innocence  arife; 
When  the  King  knows  my  truth, 

Sur. 
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,?#r.  This  cannot  fave  you : 
I  thank  my  memory,  I  yet  remember 
Some  of  thefe  articles,  and  out  they  mall. 
Now,  if  you  can,  blufh,  and  cry  guilty,  Cardinal  5 
You'll  mew  a  little  honeity. 

Wol.  Speak  on,  Sir, 
I  dare  your  word  objections:  if  I  blum, 
It  is  to  fee  a  nobleman  want  manners. 

Sur.  I'd  rather  want  thofe,  than  my  head ;  have  at 
you. 

Firft,  that  without  the  King's  aflent,  or  knowledge, 
You  wrought  to  be  a  legatj  by  which  power 
You  maim'd  the  jurifdiction  of  ail  bifhops. 

Nor.  Then,  that  in  all  you  writ  to  Rome^  or  elfe 
To  foreign  Princes,  Ego  &  Rex  mem 
Was  ftill  inferib'd  j  in  which  you  brought  the  King 
To  be  your  fervant. 

Suf.  That  without  the  knowledge 
Either  of  King  or  Council,  when  you  went 
Ambaflidor  to  th'  Emperor,  you  made  bold 
To  carry  into  Flanders  the  great  Seal. 

Sur.  Item.  You  fent  a  large  commifuon 
To  Gregory  de  CaJJado,  to  conclude, 
Without  the  King's  will  or  the  date's  allowance, 
A  league  between  his  Highnefs  and  Ferrara. 

Suf.  That  out  of  meer  ambition,  you  have  made 
Your  holy  hat  be  (lam pt  on  the  King's  coin. 

Sur.  Then,  that  you  have  fent  innumerable  fur> 
ftance 

(By  what  means  got,  I  leave  to  your  own  confeience) 
To  furnilli  Rome\  and  to  prepare  the  ways 
You  have  for  dignities;  to  th*  meer  undoing 
Of  all  the  kingdom.    Many  more  th?re  are, 
1  Which  fince  they  are  of  you,  and  odious, 

2  Which  fince  they  are  of  yoa--]  r.  e.  regard  your  perlba. 
Oue  was  that  knowing  himfeif  to  be  po^'d  Ke  ;'er  came  near  tke 
j£fcfc*s  perion. 
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I  will  not  taint  my  mouth  with. 

Cham.  O,  my  lord, 
Prefs  not  a  falling  man  too  far;  'tis  virtue: 
His  faults  lye  open  to  the  Jaws;  Jet  them, 
Not  you,  correct  him.    My  heart  weeps  to  fee  him 
So  little  of  his  great  felf. 

Sur.  I  forgive  him. 

Suf.  Lord  Cardinal,  the  King's  further  pleafure  is, 
(Becaufe  all  thofe  things  you  have  done  of  late, 
By  your  pow'r  legatine  within  this  kingdom, 
Fall  in  the  corn  pals  of  a  Praemunire) 
That  therefore  liich  a  writ  be  fu'd  againft  you, 
To  forfeit  all  your  goods,  lands,  tenement?, 
Caftles,  and  whatfoever,  and  to  be 
Out  of  the  King's  protection.    This  is  my  charge. 

Nor.  And  fo  we'll  leave  you  to  your  meditations 
How  to  live  better.    For  your  ftubborn  anfwer, 
About  the  giving  back  the  great  Seal  to  us, 
The  King  (hall  know  it ;  and,  no  doubt,  fhalJ  thank 
you. 

So  fare  you  well,  my  litde  good  lord  Cardinal. 

{Exeunt  all  but  Wolfe  jr> 

SCENE  VI. 

Woh  So  farcwel  to  the  little  good  you  bear  me. 
Farewel,  a  long  farewel  to  all  my  greatnels! 
This  is  the  ftate  of  man ;  to  day  he  puts  forth 
The  tender  leaves  of  hopes,  to  morrow  blolToms, 
And  bears  his  blufhing  honours  thick  upon  him; 
The  third  day  comes  a  froft:,  a  killing  froft  ; 
And  when  he  thinks,  good  eafie  man,  full  furely 
His  greatnefs  is  a  ripening,  J  nips  his  root  j 

And 

3  —  Nips  his  root{]  As  fpring  frofts  are  not  injurious  to  the 
roots  of  fruit  tree?,  I  ihould  imagine  the  Poet  wrote  shoot,  /.  e. 
that  tender  Jboot  on  which  are  the  young  leaves  and  bkjfoms. 

The 
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And  then  he  falls,  as  I  do.    I  have  venfur'd, 
Like  little  wanton  boys,  that  fwim  on  bladders, 
Thefe  many  fummers  in  a  Tea  of  glory : 
Bat  far  beyond  my  depth:  my  high-blown  pride 
At  length  broke  under  me* ;  and  now  has  left  me, 
Weary,  and  old  with  fervice,  to  the  mercy 
Of  a  rude  itream,  that  muft  for  ever  hide  me. 
Vain  pomp  and  glory  of  this  world,  I  hate  ye ; 
I  feel  my  heart  new  open'd.    Oh,  how  wretched 
Is  that  pdctt  man,  that  hangs  on  Princes'  favours! 
There  is,  betwixt  that  fmile  we  would  afpire  to, 
That  fweet  afpedt  of  Princes,  and  our  ruin, 
More  pangs  and  fears  than  war  or  women  have  ; 
And,  when  he  fills,  he  falls  like  Lucifer •, 
Never  to  hope  again. 

Enter  Cromwell,  ftanding  amaz'd. 

"Why,  how  now,  Cromwell? 

Crom.  I  have  no  power  to  fpeak,  Sir. 

Wol.  What,  amaz'd 
At  my  misfortunes  ?  can  thy  fpirit  wonder-, 
A  great  man  mould  decline  ?  nay,  if  you  weep, 
Pm  fallen  indeed. 

Crom.  How  does  your  Grace? 

JVdL  Why,  well; 
Never  fo  truly  happy,  my  good  Cromwell. 
1  know  myfelf  now,  and  I  feel  within  me 
A  peace  above  all  earthly  dignities ; 
A  ftill  and  quiet  conscience.    The  King  has  cur'd  me, 
I  humbly  thank  his  Grace;  and,  from  thefe  moulders, 

The  comparifon,  as  well  as  expreffion  of  nips,  is  j utter  too  in 
this  reading.   He  has  the  fame  thcughrin  Loves  Labour  Loji. 
Byron  is  like  an  envious  /neaping  froft 
That  bites  the  firft-born  infants  of  the  fpring. 
So  Milton  in  Sampfcn  Agonifles, 

Abortive  as  the  fi.  U-born  bloom  of  fpring, 
Nip'd  vjith  the  lagging  rear  of  winter  s  froft. 
which  feems  to  be  taken  fiom  the  place  in  queftion. 

Thefe 
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Thefe  ruin'd  pillars,  out  of  pity  taken 
A  load  would  fink  a  navy,  too  much  honour. 
O,  'tis  a  burden,  Cromwell^  'tis  a  burden, 
Too  heavy  for  a  man  that  hopes  for  heav'n. 

Crom.  I'm  glad,  your  Grace  has  made  that  right 
ufe  of  it. 

Wol.  I  hope,  I  have :  I'm  able  now,  methinksj 
Out  of  a  fortitude  of  foul  I  feel, 
T'  endure  more  miferics,  and  greater  far, 
Than  my  weak-hearted  enemies  dare  offer. 
What  news  abroad  ? 

Crom.  The  heaviefr,  and  the  worft, 
Is  your  difpleafure  with  the  King. 

Wol  God  blefs  him  ! 

Crom.  The  next  is,  that  Sir  Thomas  More  is  chofen 
Lord  Chancellor  in  your  place. 

WoL  That's  fomevvhat  fudden  

But  he's  a  learned  man.    May  he  continue 
Long  in  his  Highnefs'  favour,  and  do  juftice 
For  truth's  fake  and  his  confeience;  that  his  bones, 
When  he  has  run  his  courfe,  and  fleeps  in  bleflings, 
May  have  a  tomb  of  orphans'  tears  wept  on  him ! 
What  more? 

Crom.  That  Cranmer  is  return'd  with  welcome; 
Inftall'd  Lord  Archbifhop  of  Canterbury. 
Wol.  That's  news,  indeed. 
Crom.  Laft,  that  the  lady  Anne^ 
Whom  the  King  hath  in  fecrecy  long  married, 
This  day  was  view'd  in  open,  as  his  Queen, 
Going  to  chapel ;  and  the  voice  is  now 
Only  about  her  Coronation. 

WoL  There  was  the  weight  that  pull'd  me  down, 
\    O  Cromwell, 
The  King  has  gone  beyond  me :  all  my  glories 
In  that  one  woman  I  have  loft  for  ever. 
No  fun  mall  ever  ufher  forth  my  honours, 
Or  gild  again  the  noble  troops,  that  waited 

Upon 
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Upon  my  fmi!es.    Go,  get  thee  from  me,  Cromwell 

I  am  a  poor  fall'n  man,  unworthy  now 

To  be  thy  lord  and  mafter.    Seek  the  King; 

(That  fun,  I  pray,  may  never  fer)  I've  told  him 

What  and  how  true  thou  art :  he  will  advance  diee : 

Some  little  memory  of  me  will  ftir  him, 

I  know  his  noble  nature,  not  tc  let 

Thy  hopeful  fer  vice  perifh  too.    Good  Cromwell, 

Neglect  him  not;  make  ufe  now,  and  provide 

For  thine  own  future  fafety. 

Crcm.  O  my  lord, 
Mud  I  then  leave  you?  muft  I  needs  forego 
So  good,  fo  noble,  and  fo  true  a  mafter? 
Bear  witnefs,  all  that  have  not  hearts  of  iron, 
With  what  a  iorrovv  Cromwell leaves  his  lord. 
The  King  fhall  have  my  fer  vice  ;  but  my  prayerj 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  fhall  be  yours. 

V/ol.  Cromwell  I  did  not  think  to  Hied  a  tear 
In  all  my  miferies;  but  thou  haft  fore'd  me, 
Out  cf  thy  honeft  truth,  to  play  the  woman  — 
Let's  dry  our  eyes :  and  thus  far  hear  me,  Cromwell*, 
And  when  I  am  forgotten,  as  I  fhall  be, 
And  deep  in  dull  coid  marble,  where  no  mention 
Of  me  muft  more  be  heard  :  fay  then,  I  taught  thee; 
Say,  4  IVolfey,  that  once  trod  the  ways  of  glory, 
And  founded  ail  the  deptlis  and  fhoals  of  honour, 
Found  thee  a  way,  cut  of  his  wreck,  to  rife  in: 
A  fure  and  fafe  one,  though  thy  mafter  mifs'd  it. 
Mark  but  my  fail,  and  that  which  ruin'd  me: 
Cromwell,  I  charge  thee,  fling  away  ambition ; 
By  that  fin  fell  the  angeis  ;  how  can  man  then 
(i'he  image  of  his  maker)  hope  to  win  by't? 

4  Wclfey,  that  once  trod  the  ways  of  gt.y  ]  Afi  the 

words,  funded,  depths,  Jhoals,  wreck,  follow  ;  the  uniformity  of 
metaphor  would  dil'pofe  isbukefpear  methir.ks  to  write  here, 

  rode  the  waves  of  gfo'-y. 

S  )  in  Troilus  and  CrcJJida.  As  if  the  po.ffagi  and  whole  carriage 
cf  this  aclion  rode  on  his  tide. 

Love 
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Love  thyfelf  lad  j  5  cherilh  thofe  hearts,  that  hate 
thee  : 

Corruption  wins  not  more  than  honefty. 
Scill  in  thy  right  hand  carry  gentle  peace, 
To  fiance  envious  tongues.    Be  julr,  and  fear  not. 
Let  all  the  ends,  thpu  aim'ft  at,  be  thy  country's, 
Thy  God's,  and  truth's;  then  if  thou  fall'ft,  O 
Cromwell, 

Thou  fill  I'll  a  blcfTed  martyr.    Serve  the  King  ; 

And,  pr'ythee,  lead  me  in  

There,  take  an  inventory  of  all  I  have ; 

To  the  laft  penny,  'tis  the  King's.    My  robe, 

And  my  integrity  to  heav'n,  is  all 

I  dare  now  call  mine  own.    O  Cromwell^  Cromwell^ 

Had  I  but  ferv'd  my  God  with  half  the  zeal 

I  ferv'd  my  King,  he  would  not  in  mine  age 

Have  left  me  naked  to  mine  enemies. 

Crom.  Good  Sir,  have  patience, 

Wol.  So  I  have.  Farewei 
The  hopes  of  Court!  my  hopes  in  heav'n  do  dwell. 

[Exeunt. 

5  ■  cherijb  thofe  hearts,  that  hate  thee:]  Though  this 
be  good  divinity ;  and  an  admirable  precept  for  our  conduct  in 
private  life  ;  it  was  never  calculated  or  defigned  for  the  magiitrate 
or  pubiick  miniiter.  Nor  could  this  be  the  direction  of  a  man 
experienced  in  affairs  to  his  pupil.  It  would  make  a  good 
chrittian  but  a  very  ill  and  very  unjuft  ftatefman.  And  we  have 
nothing  fo  infamous  in  tradition,  as  the  fuppofed  advice  given  to 
one  of  our  kings,  to  cherijb  his  enemies  and  be  in  no  pain  for  his 
friends.    I  am  of  opinion  the  Poet  wrote 

—  cherijb  thofe  hearts  that  wait  thee, 
i.  e.  thy  dependents.    For  the  contrary  practice  had  contributed 
to  Wolfe? &  ruin.    He  was  not  careful  enough  in  making  depen- 
dents by  his  bounty,  while  intent  in  amamng  wealth  io  himielf. 
The  following  line  feems  to  confirm  this  correction, 

Corruption  nvins  not  more  than  henepy. 
i.  e.  You  will  never  find  men  won  over  to  your  temporary  oc- 
cafions  by  bribery  fo  ufeful  to  you  as  friends  made  by  a  juitand 
generous  munificence. 

Vol.  V.  E  c  ACT 
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A  C  T   IV.    S  C  E  N  E  I. 

A  Street  in  Weftminfter. 
Enter  two  Gentlemen^  meeting  one  another. 

i  Gentleman. 

YOU'RE  well  met  once  again. 
2  Gen.  And  fo  are  you. 

1  Gen.  You  come  to  take  your  (land  here,  and 

behold 

The  lady  Anne  pafs  from  her  Coronation. 

2  Gen.  'Tis  all  my  bufinefs.  At  our  laft  encounter, 
The  Duke  of  Bitfkingbam  came  from  his  tryal. 

i  Gen.  'Tis  very  true.  But  that  time  offer'd  forrow : 
This,  general  joy. 

z  Gen.  'Tis  well ;  the  citizens, 
I'm  fure,  have  (hewn  at  full  their  loyal  minds, 
And,  let  'em  have  their  rights,  they're  ever  forward 
In  celebration  of  this  day  with  mews, 
Pageants,  and  fights  of  honour. 

1  Gen.  Never  greater, 

Nor,  Til  affure  you,  better  taken,  Sir. 

2  Gen.  May  I  be  bold  to  task  what  That  contains, 
That  paper  in  your  hand  ? 

1  Gen.  Yes,  'tis  the  lift 

Of  thofe  that  claim  their  offices  this  day, 

By  cuftom  of  the  Coronation. 

The  Duke  of  Suffolk  is  the  firft,  and  claims 

To  be  High  Steward ;  next,  the  Duke  of  Norfolk^ 

To  be  Earl  Marfhal  \  you  may  read  the  reft. 

2  Gen.  I  thank  you,  Sir :  had  I  not  known  thofe 

cuftoms, 

I  mould  have  been  beholden  to  your  paper. 
But,  I  befeech  you,  what's  become  of  Catharine^ 

The 
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The  Princefs  Dowager?  how  goes  her  bufinefs? 

i  Gen.  That  I  can  tell  you  too  j  the  Archbifhop 
Of  Canterbury,  accompanied  with  other 
Learned  and  rev'rend  fathers  of  his  order, 
Held  a  late  Court  at  Dunftable,  fix  miles 
From  Amptbil,  where  the  Princefs  lay  ;  to  which 
She  ofc  was  cited  by  them,  but  appeared  not: 
And,  to  be  fliort,  for  not  appearance  and 
The  King's  late  fcruple,  by  the  main  afient 
Of  all  thefe  learned  men  fhe  was  divorc'd, 
And  the  late  marriage  made  of  none  effect: : 
Since  which,  flie  was  remov'd  to  Kimbolton, 
Where  fhe  remains  now  fick. 

2  Gen.  Alas,  good  lady  ? 
The  trumpets  found ;  (land  clofe,  the  Queen  is  coming. 

{Hautboys* 

The  Order  of  the  Coronation. 

I.  A  lively  flour ijh  of  trumpets. 
Z.  Tben>  two  Judges. 

3.  Lord  Chancellory  with  the  pur fe  and  mace  before 
him. 

4.  Chorifter  finging.  [Mufick. 

5.  Mayor  of  London,  bearing  the  mace.  "Then  Gar- 
ter in  his  coat  of  arms,  and  on  his  head  a  giU 
copper  crown. 

6.  Marquefs  of  Dorfet,  bearing  a  fcepter  of  gold,  on 
his  head  a  demi-coronal  of  gold.  With  hm9  the 
Earl  of  Surrey,  bearing  the  rod  of  filver  with 
the  dove,  crown'd  with  an  Earl's  coronet.  Collars 
of  SS. 

7.  Duke  of  Suffolk,  in  his  robe  of  eft  ate,  his  coron:t 
on  his  head,  bearing  a  long  white  wand,  as  High 
Steward.  With  him  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  with 
the  rod  of  marjhalfhipl  a  coronet  on  his  head.  Col- 
lars  of  SS. 

E  e  2  S, 
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8.  A  canopy  born  by  four  of  the  Cinque- ports,  under 
it  the  Queen  in  her  robe  9  in  her  hair  richly  adorned 
with  pearl,  crowned.  On  each fide  her^  the  bifhops 
of  London  and  Winchefter. 

9.  The  old  Dut chefs  of  Norfolk,  in  a  coronal  of 
gold,  wrought  with  flowers,  bearing  the.  Que  en's 
train. 

10.  Certain  ladies  or  Count effeSy  with  plain  circlets  of 
gold  without  flowers. 

They  pafs  over  the  ftage  in  order  and  Jlate,  and  then 
Exeunt,  with  a  great  flour ifh  of  trumpets. 

2  Gen.  A  royal  train,  believe  mej  thefe  I  know  \ 
Who's  that,  who  bears  the  Scepter  ? 

1  Gen.  Marquefs  Borfet. 

And  that  the  Earl  of  Surrey,  with  the  rod. 

2  Gen.  A  bold  brave  gentleman.  That  fhould  be 
The  Duke  of  Suffolk. 

1  Gen.  'Tis  the  fame:  High  Steward. 

2  Gen.  And  that  my  lord  of  Norfolk. 

1  Gen.  Yes. 

2  Gen.  Heav'n  blefs  thee! 

Thou  hail:  the  fweeteft  face  I  ever  look'd  on. 
Sir,  as  I  have  a  foul,  me  is  an  angel ; 
Our  King  has  all  the  Indies  in  his  arms, 
And  more  and  richer,  when  he  (trains  that  lady  : 
I  cannot  blame  his  confcience. 

1  Gen.  They,  that  bear 

The  cloth  of  ftate  above  her,  are  four  barons 
Of  the  Cinque- Ports. 

2  Gen.  Thofe  men  are  happy  9  fo  are  all,  are  near 

her. 

I  take  it,  (he  that  carries  up  the  train, 

Is  that  old  noble  lady,  the  dutchefs  of  Norfolk. 

1  Gen.  It  is,  and  all  the  reft  are  counters. 

2  Gen.  Their  coronets  fay  fb.  Thefe  are  ftars,  in- 

deed : 

And 
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And  fometimes  falling  ones. 

1  Gen.  No  more  of'  that. 

Enter  a  third  Gentleman. 

God  fave  you,  Sir!  Where  have  you  been  broiling? 
3  Gen.  'Among  the  crowd  i'th'  Abbey,  where  a 
finger 

Could  not  be  wedg'd  in  more;  I  am  ftifled, 
With  the  meer  ranknefs  of  their  joy. 

2  Gen.  You  law  the  ceremony  ? 

3  Gen.  I  did. 

1  Gen.  How  was  it? 

3  Gen.  Well  worth  the  feeing. 

2  Gen^  Good  Sir,  fpeak  it  to  us. 

3  Gen.  As  well  as  I  am  able.    The  rich  ftream 
Of  lords  and  ladies,-  having  brought  the  Queen 
To  a  prepar'd  place  in  the  choir,  fell  off 

A  diftance  from  her  ;  while  her  Grace  fat  down 
To  reft  a  while,  fome  half  an  hour,  or  fo, 
In  a  rich  chair  of  ftate ;  oppofmg  freely 
The  beauty  of  her  perfon  to  the  people : 
(Believe  me,  Sir,  fhe  is  the  goodlieft  woman, 
That  ever  lay  by  man ;)  which  when  the  people 
Had  the  full  view  of,  fuch  a  noife  arofe 
As  the  fhrouds  make  at  fea  in  a  ftiff  temped, 
As  loud,  and  to  as  many  tunes.    Hats,  cloaks, 
Doublets,  I  think,  flew  up ;  and  had  their  faces 
Been  loofe,  this  day  they  had  been  loft.    Such  joy 
I  never  faw  before.    Great  belly'd  women, 
That  had  not  half  a  week  to  go,  like  rams 
In  the  old  time  of  war,  would  make  the  prefs, 
And  make  'em  reel  before  'em.    No  man  living 
Could  fay,  this  is  my  wife  there,  all  were  woven 
So  ftrangely  in  one  piece. 

2  Gen.  But,  pray,  what  follow'd  ? 

3  Gen.  At  length  her  Grace  rofe,  and  with  modeft 

paces 
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Came  to  the  altar,  where  flie  kneel'd  *,  and,  faint-like, 
Ca(t  her  fair  eyes  to  heav'n,  and  pray'd  devoutly. 
Then  rofe  again,  and  bow'd  her  to  the  people  : 
When  by  the  Archbifhop  of  Canterbury , 
Sh'  had  all  the  royal  makings  of  a  Queen ; 
As  holy  oil,  Edward  ConfefTor's  Crown, 
The  rod,  and  bird  of  peace,  and  all  fuch  emblems 
Laid  nobly  on  her:  which  perform'd,  the  choir, 
With  all  the  choiceft  mufick  of  the  kingdom, 
Together  fling  Te  Deum.    So  fhe  parted, 
And  with  the  fame  full  ftate  pae'd  back  again 
To  York-Place,  where  the  feaft  is  held. 

1  Gen.  You  rnuft  no  more  call  it  York- Place  ^  that's 

pad. 

For  fince  the  Cardinal  Fell,  that  title's  loft, 
Tis  now  the  King's,  and  calPd  Whitehall. 

3  Gen.  I  know  it : 
But  'tis  fo  lately  alter'd,  that  the  old  name 

Is  frefh  about  me. 

2  Gen.  What  two  reverend  bifhops 

Were  thofe,  that  went  on  each  fide  of  the  Queen  ? 

3  Gen.  Stokejly  and  Gardiner ;  the  one  of  JVinchciler^ 
Newly  preferr'd  from  the  King's  Secretary  : 

The  other,  London. 

2  Gen.  He  of  Winchefier 

Is  held  no  great  good  lover  of  th'  Archbifhop, 
The  virtuous  Cramner. 

3  Gen.  All  the  land  knows  that : 

However,  yet  there's  no  great  breach  ;  when't  comes, 
Cranmer  will  find  a  friend  will  not  Jfhrink  from  him. 

2  Gen.  Who  may  that  be,  I  pray  you  ? 

3  Gen.  'Thomas  Cromwell, 

A  man  in  much  efteem  with  th'  King,  and,  truly, 
A  worthy  friend.    The  King  has  made  him 
Mafter  o'th*  jewel-houfe, 
And  one,  already,  of  the  privy-council 
2  Gen*  He  will  deferve  more, 

3  Gen. 
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%  Cert.  Yes,  without  all  doubt. 
Comr,  gentlemen,  you  mail  go  my  way, 
Which  is  to  th*  Court,  and  there  mall  be  my  guefts : 
Something  I  can  command    as  1  walk  thither, 
1*11  tell  ye  more. 

Both.  You  may  command  us,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 
Changes  to  Kimbolton. 

Enter  Catharine  Dowager ',  fick,  led  between  Griffith 
her  gentleman  ujhery  and  Patience  her  woman. 

Cn/.TT  O  W  does  your  Grace  ? 

n    Cath.  O  Griffith,  Tick  to  death  : 
My  legs,  like  loaded  branches,  bow  to  th'  earth, 
Willing  to  leave  their  burthen  :  reach  a  chair  — 
So  ■     -  now,  methinks,  I  feel  a  little  eafe. 

[Sitting  down. 
Didft  thou  not  tell  me,  Griffith,  as  thou  led'ft  me, 
That  the  great  child  of  honour,  Cardinal  fVolfey, 
Was  dead  ? 

Grif.  Yes,  Madam ;  but  I  think,  your  Grace, 
Out  of  the  pain  you  fuffer'd,  gave  no  ear  to't. 

Cath.  Pr'ythee,  good  Griffith,  tell  me  how  he  dy'd. 
If  well,  he  ftept  before  me  happily, 
For  my  example. 

Grief.  Well,  the  voice  goes,  Madam. 
For  after  the  llout  Earl  of  Northumberland 
Arretted  him  at  York,  and  brought  him  forward 
(As  a  man  forely  tainted)  to  his  anfwer, 
He  fell  fick  fuddenly,  and  grew  fo  ill 
He  could  not  fit  his  mule. 

Cath.  Alas,  poor  man  ! 

Grif.  At  laft,  with  eafie  roads  he  came  to  Leicefier ; 
Lodg'd  in  the  Abbey  *  where  the  rev'rend  Abbot, 

E  e  4  With 
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With  all  his  Convent,  honourably  recti v'd  him  ; 
To  whom  he  gave  thefe  words,  '  O  father  Abbot, 
'  An  old  man,  broken  with  the  ftorms  of  ftate, 
c  Is  come  to  lay  his  weary  bones  among  ye; 
4  Give  him  a  little  earth  for  charity ! ' 
So  went  to  bed ;  where  eagerly  his  ficknefs 
Purfu'd  him  ftill,  and  three  nights  after  this, 
About  the  hour  of  eight,  (which  he  himfelf 
Foretold,  fhould  be  his  laft)  full  of  repentance, 
Continual  meditations,  tears  and  forrows, 
He  gave  his  honours  to  the  world  again, 
His  blefTed  part  to  heav'n,  and  flept  in  peace. 

Cath.  "  So  may  he  reft,  his  faults  lie  gently  on  him  ! 
"  Yet  thus  far,  Griffith,  give  me  leave  to  fpeak  him, 
"  And  yet  with  charity ;  he  was  a  man 
<c  Of  an  unbounded  ftomach,  ever  ranking 
"  Himfelf  with  Princes:  1  one,  that  by  fuggeftion 
"  Ty'd  all  the  kingdom;  fimony  was  fair  play  : 
cc  His  own  opinion  was  his  law.    Pth*  frcfence 
"  He  would  fay  untruths,  and  be  ever  double 
"  Both  in  his  words  and  meaning.    He  was  never, 
"  But  where  he  meant  to  ruin,  pitiful. 
"  His  promifes  were,  as  he  then  was,  mighty  \ 
"  But  his  performance,  as  he  now  is,  nothing. 
"  2  Of  his  own  body  he  was  ill,  and  gave 

1   ove\  that  by  fuggeftion 

TyM  all  the  kingdom  ;]  i.  e.  by  giving  the  King  pernicious 
couniel,  he  ty'd  or  enflaved  the  kingdom.  He  ufes  the  word 
here  with  great  propriety,  and  ieeming  knowledge  of  the  Latin 
tongue.  Fcr  the  late  Roman  writers,  and  their  gioffers,  agree 
to  give  this  fenfe  to  it :  suggest  io  efl  cum  magiflratus  quilibet 
principi  falubre  conjilium  fuggerit.  So  that  nothing  could  be  fe- 
verer  than  this  reflexion,  that  that  who] fern  couniel,  which  it 
i>  the  minifter's  duty  to  give  his  prince,  was  fo  empoifoncd  by 
him,  as  to  produce  flavery  to  his  country.  Yet  all  this  fine  fenfe 
vanilhes  inftantaneoully  before  the  touch  of  the  Oxford  Editor, 
\>y  his  happy  thought  of  changing  Tyd  into  Tyth'd. 

2  Of  his  even  hody  he  was     — ]  i.e.  he  abufed  his  body  by 
intemperance  and  luxury. 

"  The 
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"  The  clergy  ill  example." 

Grif.  Noble  madam, 
Men's  evil  manners  live  in  brafs,  their  virtues 
We  write  in  water.    May  it  pleafe  your  Highnefs 
To  hear  me  ipeak  his  good  now  ? 

Cath.  Yes,  good  Griffith^ 
I  were  malicious  elfe. 

Grif.  This  Cardinal, 
Though  from  an  humble  (lock,  undoubtedly 
Was  fafhion'd  to  much  honour,  from  his  cradle  $ 
Fie  was  a  fcholar,  and  a  ripe  and  good  one; 
Exceeding  wife,  fair  fpoken,  and  perfuading ; 
Lofty  and  four  to  them,  that  lov'd  him  not : 
But  to  thofe  men,  that  fought  him,  fweet  as  fum 
mer. 

And  though  he  were  unfatisfy'd  in  getting, 
(Which  was  a  fin)  yet  in  bellowing,  Madam, 
He  was  mod  princely  :  Ever  witnefs  for  him 
Thofe  twins  of  learning  that  he  rais'd  in  you, 
Ipfwich  and  Oxford!  one  of  which  fell  with  him, 
Unwilling  to  out- live  the  good  he  did  it: 
The  other,  though  unfinim'd,  yet  fo  famous, 
So  excellent  in  art,  and  dill  fo  rifing, 
That  Chriftendom  mall  ever  fpeak  his  virtue. 
His  overthrow  heap'd  happinefs  upon  him  ; 
For  then,  and  not  till  then,  he  felt  himfelf, 
And  found  the  blefiednefs  of  being  little : 
And  to  add  greater  honours  to  his  age 
Than  man  could  give  him,  he  dy'd,  fearing  God. 

Cath.  After  my  death  I  wifh  no  other  herald, 
No  pther  fpeaker  of  my  living  actions, 
To  keep  mine  honour  from  corruption, 
But  fuch  an  honed  chronicler  as  Griffith. 
Whom  I  mod  hated  living,  thou  had  made  me, 
W  ith  thy  religious  truth  and  modedy, 
Now  in  his  afh.es  honour.    Peace  be  with  him  i 
Patience,  be  near  me  dill,  and  fet  me  lower. 
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I  have  not  long  to  double  rhee.    Good  Griffith, 
Caufe  the  muficians  play  me  that  fad  note, 
I  nam'd  my  knell;  wh:ii:  I  Gi  meditating 
On  that  celeftial  harmony  I  go  to. 

Sad  and  folemn  mufick. 

Gnf.  She  is  aQeep  :  good  wench,  let's  He  down 
quiet, 

For  fear  we  wake  her.    Softly,  gentle  Paitence. 

*fhe  vifion.  Enter  fokmnly  one  af:er  another,  fix  per- 
fonages,  clad  in  white  robes,  wearing  on  their  I 
garlands  of  bays,  and  golden  vizards  on  their  faces  \ 
branches  of  bays,  or  palm  m  their  hands.  They  firfl 
congee  unto  her,  then  dance  \  and,  at  certain  change J, 
the  firft  turn  bold  a  ft  are  garland  over  her  hcad\  at 
which,  the  ether  four  make  reverend  curtfies.  Then 
the  two,  thai  held  the  garland,  deliver  the  fame  to 
the  other  next  two-,  who  chferve  the  fame  order  in 
their  changes,  and  holding  the  garland  ever  her  head : 
Which  done,  they  deliver  the  fame  garland  to  the  lafi 
two,  who  hkewife  chferve  the  fame  order :  (At  which, 
as  it  were  by  m/piration,  floe  makes  in  her  fieep  figns  of 
rejoicing,  and  holdcth  up  bet  hands  t  heaven  \  And 
fo  m  thar  dancing  van:,  h,  carrying  the  garland  wUb 
them.  The  mitfeck  continues. 

Ca:h.  Sprits  cf  peace ;  where  are  ye  ?  are  ye  gone  -3 
And  leave  me  here  m  wrrettrbednefi  behind  ye: 

Gr.f.  Madam,  we're  hoc. 

Cath.  It  is  not  you  I  cai:  for j 
Saw  ye  none  enter,  Gnce  I  Qept  ? 

Gnf.  None,  Madam* 

Cath.  Nor  few  you  oof  e'en  now  a  blefled  troop 
Invite  me  to  a  banquet,  whole  bright  faces 
Caft  thoufand  beams  upon  me,  like  the  :un? 
Tney  pranis'd  me  eternal  happir.efs 
And  brought  me  ga'iands,  G-nfff.'.b,  which  I  feel 
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I  am  not  worthy  yet  to  wear  :  I  (hall  afliiredly. 

Grif.  I  am  moft  joyful,  Madam,  fuch  good  dreams 
Poffrfs  your  fancy. 

Gith.  Bid  the  mufick  leave, 
'Tis  harm  and  heavy  to  me.  [Mufick  ceafes. 

Pat.  Do  you  note, 
How  much  her  Grace  is  alterYl  on  the  Hidden  ? 
How  long  her  face  is  drawn  ?  how  pale  (he  looks, 
And  of  an  earthly  cold  ?  ohferve  her  eyes. 

Grif.  She  is  going,  wench.  Pray,  pray,  

Pat,  Heav'n  comfort  her ! 

Enter  a  Meffenger, 

Mef.  An't  like  your  Grace  • 

Catb.  You  are  a  foucy  fellow, 
Deferve  we  no  more  rev'rence  ? 

Grif.  You're  to  blame. 
Knowing  fhe  will  not  Jofe  her  wonted  greatnefs, 
To  ufe  fo  rude  behaviour.    Go  to,  kneel. 

Mef*  I  humbly  do  intreat  your  Highnefs  pardon: 
My  hafte  made  me  unmannerly.    There  is  flaying 
A  gentleman,  fent  from  the  King,  to  fee  you. 

Cath.  Admit  him  entrance,  Griffith,    But  this  fel- 
low 

Let  me  ne'er  fee  again.  [Exit  Meffenger. 

Enter  Lord  Capucius. 
If  my  fight  fail  not, 

You  mould  be  lord  ambaflador  from  the  Emperor, 
My  royal  nephew  \  and  your  name  Capucius, 

Cap.  Madam,  the  fame,  your  fervant. 

Catb.  O  my  lord, 
The  times  and  titles  are  now  alter'd  ftrangely 
With  me,  fince  firft  you  knew  me.    But,  I  pray  you, 
What  is  your  pleafure  with  me? 

Cap.  Noble  lady, 
Firft,  mine  own  fervice  to  your  Grace  5  the  next, 

The 
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The  King's  requeft  that  I  would  vifit  you ; 
Who  grieves  much  for  your  weaknefs,  and  by  me 
Sends  you  his  princely  commendations, 
And  heartily  intreats  you  take  good  comfort. 

Cath.  O  my  good  lord,  that  comfort  comes  too 
late  5 

'Tis  like  a  pardon  after  execution  •, 
That  gentle  phyfick,  giv'n  in  time,  had  cur'd  me  -3 
But  now  I'm  pad  all  comforts  here,  but  prayers. 
How  does  his  Highnefs  ? 

Cap.  Madam  in  good  health. 

Cath.  So  may  he  ever  do,  and  ever  flourifli, 
When  I  mail  dwell  with  worms,  and  my  poor  name 
Banim'd  the  Kingdom !  Patience^  is  that  letter, 
I  caus'd  you  write,  yet  fent  away  ? 

Pat.  No,  Madam. 

Cath.  Sir,  I  muft  humbly  pray  you  to  deliver 
This  to  my  lord  the  King. 
Cap.  Moft  willing,  Madam. 
Cath.  In  which  1  have  commended  to  his  good- 
nefs 

The  model  of  our  chafte  loves,  his  young  daughter ; 

(The  dews  of  heav'n  fall  thick  in  bleffings  on  her!) 

Befeeching  him  to  give  her  virtuous  Breeding, 

(She's  young,  and  of  a  noble  modeft  nature  j 

I  hope,  fhe  will  deferve  well)  and  a  little 

To  love  her  for  her  mother's  fake,  that  lov'd  him, 

Heav'n  knows,  how  dearly  !  my  next  poor  petition 

Is,  that  his  noble  Grace  would  have  fome  pity 

Upon  my  wretched  women,  that  fo  long 

Have  follow 'd  both  my  fortunes  faithfully  ; 

Of  which  there  is  not  one,  I  dare  avow, 

(And  now  I  mould  not  lye)  but  well  deferve, 

For  virtue  and  true  beauty  of  the  foul, 

tor  honefty  and  decent  carriage, 

A  right  good  husband,  let  him  be  a  noble  :. 

And, 
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And,  fure,  thofe  men  are  happy,  that  fhall  have  'em. 

The  Jaft  is  for  my  men  \  they  are  the  pooreft, 

But  poverty  could  never  draw  'em  from  me 

That  they  may  have  their  wages  duly  paid  'em, 

And  fomething  over  to  remember  me. 

If  heav'n  had  pleas'd  to've  giv'n  me  longer  life 

And  able  means,  we  had  not  parted  thus. 

Thefe  are  the  whole  contents.    And,  good  my  lord, 

By  that  you  love  the  deareft  in  this  world, 

As  you  wifh  chritlian  peace  to  fouls  departed, 

Stand  thefe  poor  people's  friend,  and  urge  the  King 

To  do  me  this  Jaft  right. 
Cap.  By  heav'n,  1  will  5 

Or  let  me  lofe  the  falhion  of  a  man ! 

Catb.  I  thank  you,  honeft  lord.  Remember  me 
In  all  humility  unto  his  Highnefs ; 
And  tell  him,  his  long  trouble  now  is  palling 
Out  of  this  world.    Tell  him,  in  death  I  bled  him; 
For  fo  I  will  —  mine  eyes  grow  dim.  Farewel, 
My  lord  —  Griffith^  farewel  —  nay,  Patience^ 
You  mufl  not  leave  me  yet.    I  muft  to  bed 
Call  in  more  women  —  When  I'm  dead,  good  wench, 
Let  me  be  us'd  with  honour  ;  ftrew  me  over 
With  maiden  flow'rs,  that  all  the  world  may  know 
I  was  a  chafte  wife  to  my  grave  :  embalm  me, 
Then  lay  me  forth ;  although  un-queen'd,  yet  like 
A  Queen,  and  daughter  to  a  King,  interr  me. 
I  can  no  more—  \Exsunty  leading  Catharine, 
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ACTV.    SCENE  I. 

Before  the  P  A  L  A  C  E. 

Enter  Gardiner  Bijhop  of  Winchefter,  a  Page  uiih  a 
torch  before  himy  met  by  Sir  Thomas  Loveli. 

Gardiner. 

IT's  one  o'clock,  boy,  is't  not? 
Boy.  It  hath  (truck. 
Gar  J,  Thefe  ihould  be  hours  for  neceffi  ties, 
Not  for  delights;  times,  to  repair  our  nature 
With  comforting  repofe,  and  not  for  us 
To  wade  thefe  times.    Good  hour  of  night,  Sir 

Thomas  j 
Whither  fo  late? 
Lov.  Came  you  from  the  King,  my  lord : 
Gar  J.  I  did,  Sir  Thomas  ^  and  left  him  at  Primer  a 
With  the  Duke  of  Suffolk. 

I  muft  to  him  too, 
Before  he  go  to  bed.    I'll  take  my  leave. 

Gard.   Not  yet,  Sir  Thomas  Lovell\  what**  the 
matter  ? 

It  feems,  you  are  in  hade:  And  if  there  be 
No  great  offence  belongs  to't,  give  your  friend 
Some  touch  of  your  late  bufinels.    Affairs,  that  walk 
(As  they  fay,  fpirits  do,)  at  midnight,  have 
1  In  them  a  wilder  nature,  than  the  bufmefs 
That  feeks  difpatch  by  day. 

Lav.  My  lord,  I  love  you  : 
And  durft  commend  a  fecret  to  your  ear 
Much  weightier  than  this  work.    The  Queen's  in 
labour, 

They  fay,  in  great  extremity ;  'tis  fearM, 

i  In  then  a  vWfaz  nature—]  Wild,  for  uncommon. 

She'll 
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She'll  with  the  labour  end. 

Gard.  The  fruit  me  goes  with 
I  pray  for  heartily,  that  it  may  find 
Good  time,  and  live;  but  for  the  (lock,  Sir  Thomas, 
I  wifh  it  grubb'd  up  now. 

Lov.  Methinks,  I  could 
Cry  the  Amen ;  and  yet  my  confeience  fays, 
She's  a  good  creature,  and  (fweet  lady)  does 
Deferve  our  better  wifhes. 

Gard.  But,  Sir,  Sir  

Hear  me,  Sir  Thomas  -You're  a  gentleman 

Of  mine  own  way  j  I  know  you  wife,  religious; 
And  let  me  tell  you,  it  will  ne'er  be  well, 
'Twill  not,  Sir  Thomas  Lovely  take't  of  me, 
'Till  Cranmer,  Cromwell,  her  two  hands,  and  flic, 
Sleep  in  their  graves. 

Lov.  Now,  Sir,  you  fpeak  of  two 
The  mod  remark'd  i'th'  kingdom ;  as  for  Cromwell, 
Befide  that  of  the  jewel- houfe,  he's  made  mailer 
O'  th'  Rolls,  and  the  King's  Secretary  :  Further, 
4  Stands  in  the  gap  and  tread  for  more  preferments, 
With  which  the  time  will  load  him.    Th*  Arch- 
biftiop 

Is  the  King's  hand,  and  tongue;  and  who  dare  fpeak 
One  fyllable  againft  him? 

Gard.  Yes,  Sir  Thomas \ 
There  are  that  dare ;  and  I  myfelf  have  ventur'd 
To  fpeak  my  mind  of  him ;  indeed,  this  day, 
(Sir,  I  may  tell  it  you,)  I  think,  I  have 
Incens'd  the  lords  o'  th'  Council,  that  he  is 
(For  fo  I  know  he  is,  tlrey  know  he  is) 
A  mod  arch  heretick,  a  peftilence 
That  does  infect  the  land ;  with  which  they  mov'd, 
Have  broken  with  the  King ;  who  hath  fo  far 
Giv'n  ear  to  our  complaint,  of  his  great  Grace 

2  Stands  in  the  gap  and  trade  for  more  preferments  ]  We 
ihould  read  triad,  i«  #.  road. 

And 
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And  princely  care,  forefeeing  thofe  fell  mifchiefs 
Oar  reafons  laid  before  him  ;  he  hath  commanded, 
To  morrow  morning  to  the  council-board 
He  be  con  vented.    He's  a  rank  weed,  Sir  'Thomas ', 
And  we  muft  root  him  out.    From  your  affairs 
I  hinder  you  too  long:  good  night,  Sir  Thomas. 

[Exeunt  Gardiner  and  Page. 
Lov.  Many  good  nights,  my  lord}  I  reft  your 
Servant.  [  Lovell. 

SCENE  II. 
Changes  to  an  Jpartment  in  the  PALACE. 

Enter  King  and  Suffolk. 

King.      HA RLES,  I  will  play  no  more  to  night; 
V>    My  mind's  not  on't,  you  are  too  hard 

for  me. 

Suf.  Sir,  I  did  never  win  of  you  before. 
King.  But  little,  Charles  ; 
Nor  mall  not,  when  my  fancy's  on  my  play. 

Re- enter  Lovell. 

Now,  Lovell,  from  the  Queen  what  is  the  news? 

Lov.  I  could  not  perfonally  deliver  to  her 
What  you  commanded  me,  but  by  her  woman 
I  fent  your  meffage  5  who  return'd  her  thanks 
In  greatefl:  humblenefs,  and  begg'd  your  Highhefs 
Mod  heartily  to  pray  for  her. 

King.  Whatfay'ft  thou!  ha! 
To  pray  for  her !  what !  is  flie  crying  out ! 
.  Lov.  So  faid  her  woman,  and  that  her  fuff'rance 
made 

Almoft  each  pang  a  death. 
King.  Alas,  good  lady! 
Suf.  God  fafely  quit  her  of  her  burthen,  and 

With 
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With  gentle  travel,  to  the  gladding  of 
Your  Highnefs  with  an  heir! 

King.  'Tis  midnight,  Charles ; 
Pi'ythee,  to  bed ;  and  in  thy  prayers  remember 
Th'  eltate  of  my  poor  Queen.    Leave  me  alone  j 
For  1  muft  think  of  that,  which  company 
Would  not  be  friendly  to. 

Suf.  I  vvifh  your  Highnefs 
A  quiet  night,  and  my  good  miftrels  will 
Remember  in  my  prayers. 

King.  Charles,  a  good  night:  [Exit  Suffolk. 

Well,  Sir,  what  follows? 

Enter  Sir  Anthony  Denny. 

Denny.  Sir,  I  have  brought  my  lord  the  Arcfc 
bimop, 
As  you  commanded  me. 

King.  Ha!  Canterbury!  - 

Denny.  Yea,  my  good  lord. 

King.  'Tis  true — where  is  he,  Denny? 

Denny.  He  attends  your  Highnefs'  pleafure. 

King.  Bring  him  to  us.  [Exit  Denny. 

Lov.  This  is  about  that,  which  the  Bifhop  fpake ; 
I  am  happily  come  hither. 

Enter  Crantner  and  Denny. 

King.  Avoid  the  Gallery.    [Lovell  feemetb  to fiay. 

Ha !— I  have  faid  be  gone. 

What !—  [Exeunt  Lovell  and  Denny. 

SCENE  III. 

Cran.  I  am  fearful :  wherefore  frowns  he  thus  ? 
'Tis  his  afpedt  of  terror.    All's  not  well. 

King.  How  now,  my  lord  ?  you  do  defire  to  know, 
Vo  l.  V.  F  f  Where 
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Wherefore  I  fent  for  you. 

Cran.  It  is  my  duty 
T'  attend  your  Highnefs'  pleafure. 

King.  Pray  you,  rife  ; 
My  good  and  gracious  lord  of  Canterbury  : 
Come,  you  and  I  muft  walk  a  turn  together: 
I've  news  to  tell  you.    Come,  give  me  your  hand. 
Ah,  my  good  lord,  I  grieve  at  what  I  fpeak  j 
And  am  right  forry  to  repeat  what  follows. 

I  have,  and  moft  unwillingly,  of  late 
Heard  many  grievous,  I  do  fay,  my  lord, 
Grievous  complaints  of  you;  which  being  confider'd, 
Have  mov'd  us  and  our  Council,  that  you  mall 
This  morning  come  before  us •,  where  I  know, 
You  cannot  with  fuch  freedom  purge  yourfelf, 

But  that,  till  further  trial,  in  thofe  charges 
Which  will  require  your  anfwer,  you  muft  take 
Your  patience  to  you,  and  be  well  contented 
To  make  your  houfe  our  'Tower:  You  a  brother 
of  us, 

It  fits  we  thus  proceed ;  or  elfe  no  witnefs 
Would  come  againft  you. 

Cran.  I  humbly  thank  your  Highnefs, 
And  am  right  glad  to  catch  this  good  occafion 
Moft  thoroughly  to  be  winnow'd,  where  my  chaff 
And  corn  (hall  fly  afunder.    For,  I  know, 
There's  none  (lands  under  more  calumnious  tongues 
Than  I  myfelf,  poor  man. 

King.  Stand  up,  good  Canterbury ; 
Thy  truth  and  thy  integrity  is  rooted 
In  us,  thy  friend.    Give  me  thy  hand,  (land  up  5 
Pr'ythee,  let's  walk.    Now,  by  my  holy  dame, 
What  manner  of  man  are  you  ?  my  lord,  I  Jook*d, 
You  would  have  given  me  your  petition,  that 

I I  mould  have  ta'en  fome  pains  to  bring  together 
Yourfelf  and  your  accufers,  and  have  heard  you 

With- 
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Without  indurance  further. 

Cran.  Moil  dread  Liege, 
The  good  I  (land  on  is  my  truth  and  honefty : 
If  they  fhall  fall,  I  with  mine  enemies 
Will  triumph  o'er  my  peribn  ;  which  I  weigh  not, 
Being  of  thofe  virtues  vacant.    I  fear  nothing 
What  can  be  faid  againft  me. 

King.  Know  you  not 
How  your  (late  Hands  i'th'  world,  with  the  whole  world? 
Your  foes  are  many,  and  not  fmall;  their  practices 
Mull  bear  the  fame  proportion  ;  and  not  ever 
The  juftice  and  the  truth  o'  th'  queftion  carries 
The  due  o'  th'  verdict  with  it.    At  what  eafe 
Might  corrupt  minds  procure  knaves  as  corrupt 
To  fwear  againft  you  ?  liich  things  have  been  done. 
You're  potently  oppos'd   and  with  a  malice 
Of  as  great  fize.    Ween  you  of  better  luck, 
I  mean,  in  perjured  witnefs,  than  your  matter, 
Whofe  minifter  you  are,  while  here  he  Jiv'd 
Upon  this  naughty  earth  ?  go  to,  go  to, 
You  take  a  precipice  for  no  leap  of  danger, 
And  woo  your  own  deftrudtion. 

Cran.  God  and  your  Majefry 
Protect  mine  innocence,  or  L  fall  into 
The  trap  is  laid  for  me ! 

King.  Be  of  good  cheer ; 
They  fhall  no  more  prevail,  than  we  give  way  to: 
Keep  comfort  to  you,  and  this  morning  fee 
You  do  appear  before  them.    If  they  chance 
In  charging  you  with  matters,  to  commit  you  ; 
The  beft  perfuafions  to  the  contrary, 
Fail  not  to  ufe;  and  with  what  vehemency 
Th'  occafion  fhall  inftruct  you.    If  intreaties 
Will  render  you  no  remedy,  this  Ring 
Deliver  them,  and  your  appeal  to  us 
There  make  before  them.  Look,  the  good  man  weeps ! 

F  f  2  He's 
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He's  honed:,  on  mine  honour.    God's  bleft  mother! 
I  fwear,  he  is  true-hearted    and  a  foul 
None  better  in  my  kingdom.  Get  you  gone, 
And  do  as  I  have  bid  you.  {Exit  Cranmer. 

H'as  ftrangled  all  his  language  in  his  tears. 

Enter  an  old  Lady, 

Gen.  [Within.']    Comeback;  what  mean  you  ? 
Lady,   I'll  not  come  back :  the  tidings  that  I 
bring 

Will  make  my  boldnefs  manners.    Now  good  angeli 
Fly  o'er  thy  royal  head,  and  made  thy  perfon 
Under  their  blefled  wings! 

King.  Now,  by  thy  looks 
I  guefs  thy  meflage.    Is  the  Queen  deliver'd  ? 
Say,  ay  ;  and  of  a  boy. 

Lady.  Ay,  ay,  my  Liege  5 
And  of  a  lovely  boy ;  the  God  of  heav'n 
Both  now  and  ever  blefs  her ! — 'tis  a  girl, 
Promifes  boys  hereafter.    Sir,  your  Queen 
Defires  your  vifitation  •,  and  to  be 
Acquainted  with  this  ftranger  \  'tis  as  like  you, 
As  cherry  is  to  cherry. 

King.  Lovell  • 

Lov.  Sir, 

King,  Give  her  an  hundred  marks.  Til  to  the 
Queen.  [Exit  King, 

Lady,  An  hundred  marks!  by  this  light,  1*11  ha' 
more. 

An  ordinary  groom  is  for  fuch  payment. 
I  will  have  more,  or  fcold  it  out  of  him. 
Said  I  for  this,  the  girl  was  like  him  ?  I'll 
Have  more,  or  elfe  unfay't:  now,  while 'tis  hot, 
I'll  put  it  to  the  iffue,  [Exit  Laay. 
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Before  the  Council- chamber. 

Enter  Cranmcr. 

Cran.  T  Hope,  I'm  not  too  late  •,  and  yet  the  gentle- 
A  man, 

That  was  fent  to  me  from  the  Council,  pray'd  me 
To  make  great  hade.    All  fall?  what  means  this? 
hoa  ? 

Who  waits  there  ?  fure,  you  know  me  ? 

Enter  Door --Keeper, 

D.  Keep.  Yes,  my  lord  i 
But  yet  1  cannot  help  you. 
Cran.  Why? 

J).  Keep,  Your  Grace  muft  wait,  'till  you  be  call'4 
for. 

Enter  Dofior  Butts. 
Cran.  So-  

Butts.  This  is  a  piece  of  malice  i  lam  glad, 
I  came  this  way  fo  happily.    The  King 
Shall  underftand  it  prefently.  [Exit  BtlttS. 

Cran.  'Tis  Butts, 
The  King's  phyfician  j  as  he  pad  along, 
How  earneftly  he  call  his  eyes  upon  me! 
Pray  heav'n,  he  found  not  my  difgrace !  for  certain, 
This  is  of  purpofe  laid  by  fome  that  hate  me, 
(God  turn  their  hearts!  1  never  fought  their  malice,) 
To  quench  mine  honour:  they  would  fhamc  to 
make  me 

Wait  elfe  at  door :  a  fellow-counfellor^ 

F  f  3  *Mong 
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'Mong  boys  and  grooms  and  lackeys!  but  their  plea- 
flires 

Mud  be  fulfill'd,  and  I  attend  with  patience. 

Enter  the  King  and  Butts,  at  a  window  above. 

Butts.  I'll  Ihew  your  Grace  the  ftrangeft  fight— 

King.  What's  that,  Butts? 

Butts.  I  think,  your  Highnels  faw  this  many  a 
day.  9 

King.  Body  o'  me:  where  is  it? 

Butts.  There,  my  lord  : 
The  high  promotion  of  his  Grace  of  Canterbury^ 
AY  ho  holds  his  ftate  at  door  'mongft  purfuivants, 
Pages,  and  foot-boys. 

King.  Ha!  'tis  he,  indeed. 
Is  this  the  honour  they  do  one  another? 
'Tis  well,  there's  one  above  'em  yet.    I  thought, 
They'd  parted  fo  much  Honefty  among  'em, 
At  teaft,  good  manners ;  as  not  thus  to  fufFer 
A  man  of  his  place,  and  fo  near  our  favour, 
To  dance  attendance  on  their  lordfliips'  pleafures; 
And  at  the  door  too,  like  a  poft  with  packets. 
By  holy  Ma;y,  Butts,  there's  knavery; 
Let  'em  alone,  and  draw  the  curtain  clofe, 
We  fhall  hear  mere  anon.—— 
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SCENE  V. 
Tie  COUNCIL. 

A  council-table  brought  in  with  chairs  and ftooh,  and 
placed  under  the  fate.  Enter  Lord  Chancellor \  places 
himfelf  at  the  upper  end  of  the  table  on  the  left  hand: 
A  feat  being  left  void  above  him,  as  for  the  Arch- 
bifhop  of  Canterbury.  Bake  of  Suffolk,  Duke  of 
Norfolk,  Surrey,  Lord  Chamberlain,  and  Gardiner, 
feat  themfelves  in  order  on  each  fide,  Cromwell  at 
the  lower  end^  as  Secretary. 

Chan.  C  P  E  A  K  to  the  bufinefs,  Mr.  Secretary  ; 
^    Why  are  we  met  in  Council  ? 

Crom.  Pleafe  your  Honours, 
The  caufe  concerns  his  Grace  of  Canterbury. 

Gard.  Has  he  had  knowledge  of  it? 

Crom.  Yes. 

Nor.  Who  waits  there  ? 

D.  Keep.  Without,  my  noble  lords? 

Gard.  Yes. 

D.  Keep.  My  lord  Archbifhop; 
And  has  done  half  an  hour,  to  know  your  plea- 
fures. 

Chan.  Let  him  come  in. 

D.  Keep.  Your  Grace  may  enter  now. 

[Cranmer  approaches  the  council-table, 

Chan.  My  good  lord  Arch-bilhop,  I'm  very  forry 
To  fit  here  at  this  prefent,  and  behold 
That  chair  ftand  empty  :  but  3  we  are  all  men 

In 

3     —  —  woe  are  all  men 

In  our  own  natures  frail,  and  capable 

Of  frailty  i—'  ]    If  all  men  were  aftually  frail, 

F  t  4  they 
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Tn  our  own  natures  frail,  and  capable 
Of  frailty,  few  are  angels  •,  from  which  frailty 
And  want  of  wifdom,  you,  that  bed  fhould  teach  us, 
Have  mifdemean'd  yourfelf,  and  not  a  little: 
Toward  the  King  firft,  then  his  Laws,  in  filling 
The  whole  realm,  by  your  teaching  a.nd  your  chap- 
lains, 

(For  fo  we  are  inform'd)  with  new  opinions 
Divers  and  dang'rous,  which  are  herefies •, 
And,  not  refornVd,  may  prove  pernicious. 

Gard.  Which  reformation  muft  be  fudden  too, 
My  noble  lords ;   for  thofe,   that  tame  wild  horfes. 
Pace  'em  not  in  their  hands  to  make  'em  gentle  ; 
But  flop  their  mouths  with  ftubborn  bits,  and  fpur 
'em, 

'Till  they  obey  the  manage.    If  we  fufTer 

(Out  of  our  eafinefs  and  childifh  pity 

To  one  man's  honour)  this  contagious  ficknels, 

Farewel  all  phyfick :  and  what  follows  then  ? 

Commotions,  uproars,  with  a  gen'ral  taint 

Of  the  whole  ftate :  as  of  late  days  our  neighbours 

The  upper  Germany  can  dearly  witnefs, 

Yet  frefhly  pitied  in  our  memories. 

Cran.  My  good  lords,  hitherto,  in  all  the  pro- 
grefs 

Both  of  my  life  and  office,  I  have  labour'd 
(And  with  no  little  ftudy)  that  my  teaching, 
And  the  ftrong  courfe  of  my  Authority, 
Might  go  one  way,  and  fafely  ;  and  the  end 

they  were  more  than  capable  of  frailty  ;  to  under/land  this  there- 
fore, as  only  faid  of  the  natural  weaknefs  of  humanity,  it  is  ab- 
furdly  expreflfed;  but  this  was  not  our  author's  fenfe:  By,  in 
9ur  oivtt  natures  frail,  he  alludes  to  the  do&rine  of  original  fin: 
So  that  the  fentiment  is  this,  We  are  finners  by  imputation,  and 
liable  to  Ucome  attually  fo. 

Was 
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Was  ever  to  do  well :  nor  is  there  living 
(I  fpeak  it  with  a  Tingle  heart,  my  lords) 
A  man  that  more  detefts,  more  ftirs  againft, 
CBoth  in  his  private  confcience  and  his  place) 
Defacers  of  the  publick  peace,  than  I  do. 
Pray  heav'n,  the  King  may  never  find  a  heart 
With  lefs  allegiance  in  it !  Men  that  make 
Envy  and  crooked  malice  nourifliment, 
Dare  bite  the  beft.    I  do  befeech  your  lordftiips, 
That,  in  this  cafe  of  juftice,  my  accufers, 
Be  what  they  will,  may  ftand  forth  face  to  face, 
And  freely  urge  againft  me. 

Suf.  Nay,  my  lord, 
That  cannot  be;  you  are  a  counfellor, 
And  by  that  virtue  no  man  dare  accufe  you. 

Gard.  My  lord,  becaufe  we've  bufinefs  of  more 
moment, 

We  will  be  fhort  wi'you.    'Tis  his  Highnefs'  pleafure, 

And  our  confent,  for  better  tryal  of  you, 

From  hence  you  be  committed  to  the  Tower  % 

Where,  being  but  a  private  man  again, 

You  fhall  know,  many  dare  accufe  you  boldly, 

More  than,  I  fear,  you  are  provided  for. 

Cran.  Ay,  my  good  lord  of  Winchefter^  I  thank 
you, 

You're  always  my  good  friend  ;  if  your  will  pals„ 
I  (hall  both  find  your  lordfhip  judge  and  juror. 
You  are  fo  merciful.    I  fee  your  end, 
'Tis  my  undoing.    Love  and  meeknefs,  lord, 
Become  a  churchman  better  than  ambition  : 
Win  ftraying  fouls  with  modefty  again, 
Caft  none  away.    That  1  (hall  clear  myfelf, 
(Lay  all  the  weight  ye  can  upon  my  patience) 
I  make  as  little  doubt,  as  you  do  confcience 
In  doing  daily  wrongs.    I  could  fay  more. 

But 
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But  rev'rer.ce  to  your  Calling  makes  me  modtft. 

Go.  d.  My  lor  J,  my  lord,  you  are  a  fecury, 
Thai's  the  plain  truth;  your  painted  glofs  difcovers, 
To  men  that  underftand  you,  words  and  weakncfs. 

Crcri.  My  lord  of  fFincbejlery  you  are  a  litde, 
By  your  good  favour,  too  (harp;  men  ib  noble, 
However  f-ulty,  yet  mould  rind  reipect 
For  what  they  have  been  :  'tis  a  cruelty 
To  load  a  falling  man. 

Gard.  Good  Mr.  Secretary, 
I  cry  your  honour  mercy  ;  you  may,  word 
Of  all  this  table,  fay  ib. 

Crcm.  Why,  my  lord  ? 

Gard.  Do  not  1  know  you  for  a  favourer 
Or  this  new  feci  r  ye  are  not  found. 

Oam.  Not  found  ? 

Gard.  Not  found,  I  fay. 

Crcm.  'Would  you  were  half  fo  honed! 
Mens'  prayers  then  would  feek  you,  not  their  fears. 

Gard.  I  fhali  remember  this  bold  language. 

Crcm.  Do. 
Remember  your  bold  lire  too. 

Cham.  This  is  too  much  ; 
Forbear  for  fhame,  my  lords. 

Gard.  I've  done. 

Crcra.  And  I. 

Cham.  Then  thus  for  you,  my  lord:  it  (lands 

agreed, 

I  take  it,  by  all  voices,  that  forthwith 
You  be  convey'd  to  th'  Tower  a  prifoner ; 
There  to  remain,  'tili  the  King's  further  pleafure 
Be  known  unto  us.    Are  you  all  agreed,  lords  ? 
AIL  We  are. 

Cran.  Is  there  no  other  way  of  mercy, 
But  1  mutt  needs  to  th'  Sfour,  my  lords? 
Gard.  What  other 

Would 


King  Henry  VIII. 

Would  you  expect  ?  you're  ftrangely  troublefome: 
Let  fome  o*  th'  Guard  be  ready  there. 

Enter  Guard. 

Cran.  For  me  ? 
Muft  I  go  like  a  traitor  then  ? 

Gard.  Receive  him, 
And  fee  him  fafe  i'  th'  Tower. 

Cran.  Stay,  good  my  lords, 
I  have  a  little  yet  to  fay.    Look  there,  lords ; 
By  virtue  of  that  Ring,  I  take  my  caufe 
Out  of  the  gripes  of  cruel  men,  and  give  it 
To  a  moft  noble  judge,  the  King  my  mafter. 

Cham.  This  is  the  King's  Ring. 

Sur.  'Tis  no  counterfeit. 

Suf.  'Tis  his  right  Ring,  by  heav'n.    I  told  ye 
all, 

When  we  firft  put  this  dang'rous  ftone  a  rowling, 
'Twould  fall  upon  ourfelves. 

Nor.  D'you  think,  my  lords, 
The  King  will  fuffer  but  the  little  finger 
Of  this  man  to  be  vex'd  ? 

Cham.  'Tis  now  too  certain. 
How  much  more  is  his  life  in  value  with  him  ? 
'Would  I  were  fairly  out  on't. 

Crom.  My  mind  gave  me, 
In  feeking  tales  and  informations 
Againft  this  man,  whofe  honefty  the  devil 
And  his  difciples  only  envy  at, 
Ye  blew  the  fire  that  burns  ye-,  now  have  at  ye* 
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Enter  Kingy  frowning  on  them;  takes  his  feat. 

Gard.  Dread  Sov'reign,  how  much  are  wc  bound 
to  heav'n 

In  daily  thanks,  that  gave  us  fuch  a  Prince ; 
Not  only  good  and  wife,  but  mod  religious: 
Cne  that  in  all  obedience  makes  the  Church 
The  chief  aim  of  his  honour    and  to  strengthen 
That  holy  duty,  out  of  dear  refpecl:, 
His  royal  felf  in  judgment  comes  to  hear 
The  caufe  betwixt  her  and  this  great  offender. 

King.  You're  ever  good  at  fudden  commenda- 
tions, 

Bimop  of  Winchefter.    But  know,  I  come  not 
To  hear  fuch  flatteries  now  :  and  in  my  prefence 
They  are  too  thin  and  bafe  to  hide  offences. 
To  me  you  cannot  reach :  you  play  the  fpaniel, 
And  think  with  wagging  of  your  tongue  to  win  me  : 
But  whatfoe'er  thou  tak'it  me  for,  I'm  fure, 
Thou  haft  a  cruel  nature,  and  a  bloody. 
Good  man,  fit  down  :  now  let  me  fee  the  proudeft 

[To  Cran, 

He,  that  dares  moft,  but  wag  his  finger  at  thee. 

By  all  that's  holy,  he  had  better  ftarve, 

Than  but  once  think,  this  place  becomes  thee  not, 

Sur.  May't  pleafe  your  Grace 

King.  No,  Sir,  it  does  not  pleafe  me. 
I  thought,  I  had  had  men  of  fome  understanding 
And  wifdom,  of  my  Council ;  but  I  find  none. 
Was  it  difcretion,  lords,  to  let  this  man, 
This  good  man,  (few  of  you  deferve  that  title) 
This  honeft  man,  wait  like  a  lowfic  foot-boy 
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At  chamber-door,  and  one  as  great  as  you  are  ? 
Why,  what  a  fhame  was  this?  did  my  commifiion 
Bid  ye  fo  far  forget  yourfeJves  ?  I  gave  ye 
Pow'r,  as  he  was  a  counfellor  to  try  him ; 
Not  as  a  groom.    There's  fome  of  ye,  I  fee, 
More  out  of  malice  than  integrity, 
Would  try  him  to  the  utmoft,  had  ye  means ; 
Which  ye  mall  never  have,  while  I  do  live. 

Cham,  My  moft  dread  Sovereign,  may  it  like  your 
Grace 

To  let  my  tongue  excufe  all.    What  was  purpos'd 
Concerning  his  imprifonment,  was  rather, 
If  there  be  faith  in  men,  meant  for  his  tryal, 
And  fair  purgation  to  the  world,  than  malice ; 
I'm  fure,  in  me. 

King.  Well,  well,  my  lords,  refpecT:  him  s 
Take  him,  and  ufe  him  well  ;  he's  worthy  of  it. 
I  will  fay  thus  much  for  him,  if  a  Prince 
May  be  beholden  to  a  fubje£b,  I 
Am,  for  his  love  and  fervice,  fo  to  him. 
Make  me  no  more  ado,  but  all  embrace  him  : 
Be  friends  for  fhame,  my  lords.   My  lord  of  Can- 
terbury^ 

I  have  a  fuit  which  you  mull  not  deny  me, 

There  is  a  fair  young  maid,  that  yet  wants  baptifm : 

You  mud  be  godfather,  and  anfwer  for  her. 

Cran.  The  greateft  monarch  now  alive  may 
glory 

In  fuch  an  honour ;  how  may  I  defer ve  ir, 
That  am  a  poor  and  humble  fubjeel:  to  you  ? 

King.  Come,  come,  my  lord,  you'd  fpare  your 
fpoons :  you  (hall  have 
Two  noble  partners  with  you :  the  old  Dutchefs 

Of  Norfolk,  and  the  lady  Marquefs  Dorfet  * 

Once  more,  my  lord  of  Winchefter,  I  charge  you 
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Embrace  and  love  this  man, 

Gard.  With  a  true  heart 
And  brother's  love  I  do  it. 

Cran.  And  let  heaven 
Witnefs,"  how  dear  I  hold  this  confirmation. 

King.  Good  man,  thofe  joyful  tears  Ihew  thy  true 
heart : 

The  common  voice,  I  fee,  is  verify'd 
Of  thee,  which  fays  thus :  do  my  lord  of  Canterbury 
But  one  lhrewd  turn,  and  he's  your  friend  for 
ever. 

Come,  lords,  we  trifle  time  away :  I  long 

To  have  this  young  one  made  a  chriftian. 

As  I  have  made  ye  one,  lords,  one  remain : 

So  I  grow  ftronger,  you  more  honour  gain.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII. 
ttbe  Palace-yard. 

Noife  and  tumult  within :  Enter  Porter  and  his  man. 

Port.m\70u'\\  leave  your  noife  anon,  ye  raCcah-,  do 
*  you  take  the  Court  for  Paris  Garden?  ye 
rude  (laves,  leave  your  gaping. 

Within.  Good  Mr.  Porter,  I  belong  to  th'  larder. 

Port.  Belong  to  the  gallows  and  be  hang'd,  ye 
rogue :  is  this  a  place  to  roar  in  ?  fetch  me  a  dozen 
crab-tree  ftaves,  and  ftrong  ones ;  4  thefe  are  but 
fwitches. — To  'em.    I'll  fcratch  your  heads;  you 

4  Thefe  are  but  /witches  to  Vot.]  To  what,  or  whom?  We 
ftiould  point  it  thus, 

Thefe  are  but  fwitches.~To  V#r. 

i.  e.  have  at  yen,  a*  we  now  fay.  He  fays  this  as  he  turns  upoa 
the  mob. 

muft 
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mud  be  feeing  chriftnings  ?  do  you  look  for  ale  and 
cakes  here,  you  rude  raicals  ? 

Man.  Pray,  Sir,  be  patient;  'tis  as  much  impoffible 
(Unlefs  wefwept  them  from  the  doors  with  cannons) 
To  fcatter  'em,  as  'tis  to  make  'em  fleep 
On  Mtfy-day  morning  j  which  will  never  be  : 
We  may  as  well  pufh  againft  PauPs,  as  ftir  'em. 
Port.  How  got  they  in,  and  be  hang'd  ? 
Man.  Alas,  I  know  not ;  how  gets  the  tide  in  ? 
As  much  as  one  found  cudgel  of  four  foot 
(You  fee  the  poor  remainder)  could  diftribute, 
J  made  no  fpare,  Sir. 

Port.  You  did  nothing,  Sir. 
Man.  I  am  not  Sampfon,  nor  Sir  Guy,  nor  Cole- 
brand,  to  mow  'em  down  before  me-,  but  if  I  fpar'd 
any  that  had  a  head  to  hit,  either  young  or  old,  he 
or  me,  cuckold  or  cuckold-maker,  let  me  never  hope 
to  fee  a  chine  again  ;  and  that  I  would  not  for  a  cow, 
God  fave  her. 

Within.  Do  you  hear,  Mr.  Porter  ? 
Port.  I  fhall  be  with  you  prefently,  good  Mr. 
Puppy. 
Keep  the  door  clofe,  firrah. 

Man.  What  would  you  have  me  do  ? 
Port.  What  mould  you  do,  but  knock  'em  down 
by  the  dozens  ?  is  this  Morefields  to  mutter  in  ?  or 
have  we  fome  ftrange  Indian  with  the  great  tool 
come  to  Court,  the  women  fo  befiege  us?  blefs  me! 
what  a  fry  of  fornication  is  at  the  door  ?  on  my 
chriftian  confeience,  this  one  chriftning  will  beget  a 
thoufand ;  here  will  be  father,  god-father,  and  all 
together. 

Man.  The  fpoons  will  be  the  bigger,  Sir.  There 
is  a  fellow  fomewhat  near  the  door,  he  mould  be  a 
brafier  by  his  face  ;  for,  o*  my  confeience,  twenty 
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of  the  dog-days  now  reign  in's  nofe ;  all  that  ftand 
about  him  are  under  the  line,  they  need  no  other 
penance:  that  fire-drake  did  I  hit  three  times  on 
the  head,  and  three  times  was  his  nofe  difcharged 
againft  me;  he  ftands  there  like  a  mortar-piece  to 
blow  us  up.  There  was  a  haberdafher's  wife  of 
fmall  wit  near  him,  that  rail'd  upon  me  'till  her 
pink'd  porringer  fell  off  her  head,  for  kindling  fuch 
a  combuftion  in  the  (late.  I  mift  the  meteor  once, 
and  hit  that  woman,  who  cry'd  out,  Clubs !  when  I 
might  fee  from  far  fome  forty  truncheoneers,  draw 
to  her  fuccour ;  5  which  were  the  hope  of  the  ftrand, 
where  (he  was  quarter'd.  They  fell  on;  I  made 
good  my  place ;  at  length  they  came  to  th'  broom - 
ftaff  with  me,  I  defy'd  'em  ftill ;  when  fuddenly  a 
file  of  boys  behind  'em  deliver'd  fuch  a  fhower  of 
pibbles,  loofe  (hot,  that  I  was  fain  to  draw  mine 
honour  in,  and  let  'em  win  the  Work;  the  devil 
was  amongft  'em,  I  think,  furely. 

Fort.  Thefe  are  the  youths  that  thunder  at  a  play- 
houfe  ;  and  fight  for  bitten  apples ;  that  no  audience 
but  the  Tribulation  of  Tower-Hill,  or  the  Jimbs  of 
Limehoufe,  their  dear  brothers,  are  able  to  endure.  I 
have  fome  of  'em  in  Limbo  Patrum,  and  there  they 
are  like  to  dance  thefe  three  days ;  befides  the  run- 
ning banquet  of  two  beadles,  that  is  to  come. 

5  Which  were  the  hope  of  the  flrand,]  i.  e.  fuch  as,  by  another 
metaphor,  he  might  have  called  the  flower.  But  the  Oxford 
Editor,  in  an  ill  humour,  degrades  them  to  the  forlorn  hope}  and 
this  is  called  emending. 
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Enter  Lord  Cb  amber  lain. 

Qbam.  Mercy  o'   me!    what  a  multitude  arc 
here  ? 

They  grow  (till  too ;  from  all  parts  they  are  com- 
ing, 

As  if  we  kept  a  fair.    Where  are  thefe  porters  •, 
Thefe  lazy  knaves?  ye've  made  a  fine  hand,  fel- 
lows \ 

There's  a  trim  rabble  let  in;  are  all  thefe 
Your  faithful  friends  o'th'  fuburbs?  we  mall  have 
Great  ftore  of  room,  no  doubt,  lefc  for  the  ladies, 
When  they  pafs  back  from  th'  chriftning  ? 

Port.  Pleafe  your  Honour, 
We  are  but  men  ;  and  what  fo  many  may  do, 
Not  being  torn  in  pieces,  we  have  done : 
An  army  cannot  rule  'em. 

Cham.  As  I  live, 
If  the  King  blame  me  for't,  I'll  lay  ye  all 
By  th'  heels,  and  fuddenly    and  on  your  heads 
Clap  round  fines  for  negledt :  y'are  lazy  knaves  : 
And  here  ye  lye  baiting  of  bumbards,  when 
Ye  mould  do  fervice.   Hark,  the  trumpets  found  ; 
Th'  are  come  already  from  the  chriftening; 
Go  break  among  the  prefs,  and  find  a  way  out 
To  let  the  troop  pafs  fairly  ;  or  I'll  find 
A  Marfifalfea^  (hall  hold  you  play  thefe  two  months. 

Port.  Make  way  for  the  Princefs. 

Man.  You  great  fellow,  (land  clofe  up,  or  I'll 
make  your  head  ake. 

Port.  You  i'th'  camblet,  get  up  o'th'  rail,  I'll  peck 
you  o'er  the  pales  die.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  VIII. 

Changes  to  the  Palace. 

Enter  'Trumpets  founding ;  then  two  Aldermen,  Lord 
Mayor,  Garter,  Cranmer,  Duke  of  Norfolk  with 
his  Mar/baPs  fiajf,  Duke  of  Suffolk,  two  Noble- 
men bearing  great  Jlanding  bowls  for  the  chriftning 
gifts  then  four  Noblemen  bearing  a  canopy,  under 
which  the  But  chefs  of  Norfolk,  god-mother ,  bear- 
ing the  child  richly  habited  in  a  mantle,  &c.  Train 
born  by  a  lady :  then  follows  the  Marchionefs  of  Dor- 
fet,  the  other  god-mother ,  and  ladies.  The  troop 
pafs  once  about  the ftage,  and  Garter  fpeaks. 

Cart.  Heav'n,  from  thy  endlefs  goodnefs  fend  long 
life, 

And  ever  happy,  to  the  high  and  mighty 
Princefs  of  England,  fair  Elizabeth! 

FlouriJJo.    Enter  King  and  Guard. 

Cran.  And  to  your  royal  Grace,  and  the  good 
Queen, 

My  noble  partners  and  myfelf  thus  pray ; 
All  comfort,  joy,  in  this  moft  gracious  lady, 
That  heav'n  e'er  laid  up  to  make  parents  happy, 
May  hourly  fall  upon  ye ! 

King.  Thank  you,  good  lord  Arch-bimop  : 
What  is  her  name  ? 

Cran.  Elizabeth. 

King.  Stand  up,  lord. 
With  this  kifs  take  my  blefling:  God  protect  thee, 
Into  whofe  hand  I  give  thy  life. 

Cran. 
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Cran.  Amen. 

King.  My  noble  goflips,  y'have  been  too  pro- 
digal, 

I  thank  you  heartily:  fo  fhall  this  lady, 
When  fhe  has  fo  much  Engli/h. 

Cran.  Let  me  fpeak,  Sir; 
(For  Heav'n  now  bids  me)  and  the  words  I  utter, 
Let  none  think  flattery,  for  they'll  find  'em  truth. 
This  royal  Infant,  (heaven  ftill  move  about  her) 
Though  in  her  cradle,  yet  now  promifes 
Upon  this  land  a  thoufand  thoufand  bleflings, 
Which  time  fhall  bring  to  ripenefs.    She  (hall  be 
(But  few  or  none  Jiving  can  behold  that  goodnefs) 
A  pattern  to  all  Princes  living  with  her, 
And  all  that  fhall  fucceed.    Sheba  was  never 
More  covetous  of  wifdom  and  fair  virtue, 
Than  this  bleft  foul  fhall  be.    All  Princely  graces, 
That  mould  up  fuch  a  mighty  piece  as  this, 
With  all  the  virtues  that  attend  the  good, 
Shall  ftill  be  doubled  on  her.    Truth  fhall  nurfe 
her: 

Holy  and  heav'nly  thoughts  ftill  counfel  her  : 
"  She  fhall  be  lov'd  and  fear'd.    Her  own  fhall  blefs 
her; 

"  Her  foes  fhake,  like  a  field  of  beaten  corn, 
a  And  hang  their  heads  with  forrow.    Good  grows 
with  her. 

"  In  her  days,  ev'ry  man  fhall  eat  in  fafety, 
"  Under  his  own  vine,  what  he  plants ;  and  fing 
"  The  merry  fongs  of  peace  to  all  his  neighbours. 
"  God  fhall  be  truly  known,  and  thofe  about  her 
"  From  her  fhall  read  the  perfect  ways  of  honour, 
"  And  claim   by  thofe  their  Greatnefs,  not  by 
blood. 

<c  Nor  fhall  this  peace  fleep  with  her ;  but  as  when 
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"  The  bird  of  wonder  dies,  the  maiden  Phoenix, 
<c  Her  afhes  new  create  another  heir, 
"  As  great  in  admiration  as  herfelf; 
"  So  mall  me  leave  her  bleffednefs  to  one, 
<c  (When  heav'n  mall  call  her  from  this  cloud  of 
darknefs) 

M  Who  from  the  facred  allies  of  her  honour 
"  Shall  ftar-like  rife,  as  great  in  fame  as  me  was, 
u  And  fo  ftand  fix'd.    Peace,  Plenty,  Love,  Truth, 
Terrour, 

c<  That  were  the  fervants  to  this  chofen  infant, 
tc  Shall  then  be  his,  and  like  a  vine  grow  to  him  \ 
"  Where-ever  the  bright  fun  of  heav'n  mall  mine, 
"  His  honour  and  the  greatnefs  of  his  name 
"  Shall  be,  and  make  new  nations.  He  mall  flourifh, 
"  And,  like  a  mountain  cedar,  reach  his  branches 
"  To  all  the  plains  about  him :  children's  chil- 
dren 

Shall  fee  this,  and  blefs  heav'n. 

King.  Thou  fpeakeft  wonders. 

Gran.  She  mail  be,  to  the  happinefs  of  England^ 
An  aged  Princefs ;  many  days  mail  fee  her, 
And  yet  no  day  without  a  deed  to  crown  it. 
Would,  I  had  known  no  more!  but  fhe  muft  die, 
She  muft,  the  Saints  muft  have  her  yet  a  Virgin  \ 
A  moft  unfpotted  iilly  me  fhall  pafs 
To  th'  ground,  and  all  the  world  fhall  mourn  her. 

King,  O  lord  Arch-bifhop, 
Thou'ft  made  me  now  a  man  ;  never,  before 
This  happy  child,  did  I  get  any  thing. 
This  oracle  of  comfort  has  fo  pleas'd  me, 
That  when  I  am  in  heav'n,  I  fhall  defire  . 
To  fee  what  this  child  does,  and  praife  my  maker. 
I  thank  ye  all.  —  To  you,  my  good  Lord  Mayor, 
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And  (a)  your  good  brethren,  I  am  much  beholden : 
I  have  receiv'd  much  honour  by  your  prefence, 
And  ye  (hall  find  me  thankful.  Lead  the  way,  lords  ; 
Ye  mud  all  fee  the  Queen,  and  fhe  muft  thank  ye, 
She  will  be  Tick  elfe.    This  day  no  man  think, 
H'as  bufinefs  at  his  houfe,  for  all  mall  flay  ; 
This  little  one  fhall  make  it  holy  day.  [Exeunt. 

[  (a)  Tour.  Dr.  Tbirlby.—  Vulg.  you.] 
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EPILOGUE. 

'•y^75  ten  to  one,  this  Play  can  never  pie  of e 

All  that  are  here :  fome  come  to  take  their 
eafe, 

And  Jleep  an  aft  or  two-,  but  thofe  we  fear, 
We've  frighted  with  our  trumpets :  fo  'tis  clear  y 
They'll fay,  it's  naught.    Others,  to  hear  the  city 
Abus'd  extremely,  and  to  cry,  That's  witty ! 
Which  we  have  not  done  neither ;  that,  I  fear  ^ 
All  the  expetted  Good  w'are  like  to  hear 
For  this  Play  at  this  time,  is  only  in 
The  merciful  conftruBioji  of  good  wom'n ; 
(For  fuch  a  one  we  fliew'd 9 em)  If  they  /mile, 
And  fay,  'twill  do    I  know  within  a  while 
All  the  bejl  men  are  ours  for  'tis  ill  hap, 
Jf  they  hold,  when  their  ladies  bid  'em  clap% 
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